
  Cover




[image: cover]
  
  


  [image: forging]

A Canadian Expeditionary Force Novel
1914


  
    Copyright © 2014 Francesco Rocca www.sambiasebooks.ca


    Designer: Jonathan Relph


    Copyeditor: Jennifer McKnight


    Proofreading Editor: Allister Thompson


    Ebook Design: Carmen Giraudy


    Library and Archives Canada Cataloguing in Publication


    Rockland, Frank, 1956-, author


    Forging the weapon / Frank Rockland.


    Issued in print and electronic formats.


    ISBN 978-0-9917050-3-0 (pbk.).--ISBN 978-0-9917050-2-3 (epub)


    1. Canada. Canadian Army. Canadian Expeditionary Force--Fiction. 2. World War, 1914-1918--Canada--Fiction. I. Title.


    PS8635.O33F67 2015     C813›.6    C2015-902092-1


    C2015-902093-X

  


  
    Other Books by Frank Rockland


    Fire on the Hill


    What really happened on the night of February 3, 1916, when a fire destroyed the Centre Block of the Canadian Parliament buildings?


    Inspector Andrew MacNutt of the Dominion Police’s Secret Service, his wife Katherine, and Count Jaggi know, since they were there in the reading room when the fire started.


    Ever since the war began, MacNutt has been struggling to secure Canada’s borders against acts of sabotage organized by German military attachés based in New York City. The good news is that the Americans have finally ordered them back to Germany. The bad news is that Berlin has sent one of their best operatives, Count Jaggi, to replace them.


    Using his cover as a Belgian Relief representative, Count Jaggi visits Ottawa, where he meets and is attracted to Katherine, who is helping him organize a local fundraiser.


    Unaware that Inspector MacNutt has intercepted his secret mes- sages and is hot on his trail, Count Jaggi takes a final trip to Ottawa to see Katherine, with tragic consequences.

  


  
    Author’s Note


    Forging the Weapon is a work of fiction. All incidents, dialogue, and characters, with the exception of historical and public figures, are products of the author’s imagination and are not to be construed as real.


    Where real-life historical or public figures appear, the situations, incidents, and dialogue concerning the person are fictional.


    In all aspects, any resemblance to the living or the dead is entirely coincidental.

  


  
    CHAPTER 1


    JULY 1, 1914


    MILITARY RESERVE, NIAGARA-ON-THE-LAKE


    W hat a miserable Dominion Day, thought Captain James Llewellyn as he checked on his two horses before he hit the sack. They were tied with a dozen or so others at the picket line. His riding steed raised his head and cocked an ear. He liked the slight chill and the drizzling rain. His pal, the pack animal, was not as happy. His tail was swishing — not a good sign.


    “Easy boy. Easy,” he murmured as he softly stroked the animal’s neck. The packhorse had spent most of the day tied to the picket line, which he didn’t enjoy. He might be fine for the night, but tomorrow he’d have to find something for him to do. The rain should end by morning, so he might be in a better mood.


    Llewellyn gave the packhorse a last reassuring pat before he headed to his bell tent. He had only taken a few steps when he spotted the sentry huddled under a tree trying to stay dry. Not for the first time he was glad he brought his own oilskin rather than the government-issue crap. But the youngster didn’t have much of a choice. In fact, he was probably grateful that he had any kind of rain gear.


    With 2,500 cadets and a hundred instructors descending on Niagara-on-the-Lake’s military reserve for a week’s training, the quartermasters were quickly overwhelmed when the weather turned bad. When some of the young men were told that they had to return home for the evening until they sorted things out, they refused. Llewellyn was pleased when he heard that. He liked their enthusiasm.


    He was tempted to sneak up on the boy and yell boo, but he thought better of it. He’d speak with the boy’s commanding officer in the morning.


    When he reached his tent, he removed his coat and then bent slightly to enter. Inside it was rather cramped, with two saddles and packs set at the foot of the canvas cots. Resting on the packs were two Ross rifles. The stocky man of medium height lying on one of the beds made the small tent even smaller. Lieutenant Simon Rawlings was reading a newspaper by the light provided by an oil lamp hanging from the shelter’s centre pole.


    He peered over the top of the paper. “The horses are okay?”


    “A little wet, but they’ll be fine for my patrol,” Llewellyn said as he unbuckled his waist belt, which contained his .455 Colt revolver in a holster, and laid it on one of the packs, which contained his week’s supply of rations.


    “I’m a bit surprised you volunteered to teach the cadets.”


    “Just scouting for talent,” replied the captain.


    Rawlings snorted in derision at the pun. Llewellyn was a Corps of Guides officer, the Canadian militia’s scouting and intelligence unit. “Don’t you have to be an officer and gentleman?” he remarked.


    “We can’t be all officers. Someone has to do the actual work,” he replied. The cot creaked when he sat down. Sadly, Rawlings’s attitude was common in the militia. The Corps was an amusing afterthought since mainly officers staffed it. When the Corps was created in 1903, its first commanding officer held the belief that only one guide per town was needed in wartime, but it was not necessary in peacetime. The CO felt that for a proper officer, with the correct frame of mind, training wasn’t necessary.


    Llewellyn was determined, as were a significant number of other Corps members, to remedy the situation. Convincing Ottawa was an uphill battle. In the last several years they’d managed to run a few programs to help train intelligence personnel.


    “Found any prospects?”


    “A few,” he replied tersely. “They’re enthusiastic about the idea of patrolling and scouting.” One of the roles of the scouts was to locate and gather as much intelligence on the enemy forces as possible. They were then to relay the information such as the composition, numbers, their movements, strengths, and weaknesses to Canadian commanders.


    “They want to be Mounties,” Rawlings surmised with a grin.


    Llewellyn snorted sourly. “They’re young kids. Their idea of war comes from dime novels and Kipling. I lose them when I tell them that I spend most of my time surveying and mapping.” The captain was a surveyor by trade. Canada was still a young country, and the maps currently available were not detailed enough for military use. What was needed were topographical maps of the terrain so commanders would know the best defensive positions where they could block an enemy force. This would buy time for the militia to mobilize and repel the attackers. Detailed assessments of the roads, train tracks, pastures for cavalry horses to feed, and telegraph lines were needed for the swift movement of Canadian forces.


    Rawlings chuckled. “You’re way too honest. You need to learn how to fib a bit.”


    Llewellyn sighed as he rubbed his neck. “I know. Anything interesting in the paper?”


    “All of the officers of the London Field Battery resigned,” the lieutenant answered in disgust.


    The captain stopped rubbing his neck. “All of them?”


    “Yep. They were pissed that their tents were searched without a warrant. Especially after they gave their word that they had no beer,” replied Rawlings.


    “What would you expect when beer bottles were found in the battery’s line at Petawawa?” The camp near the Ottawa River was the main training facility for Eastern Canada, nearly 200 miles northeast of Niagara-on-the-Lake. “Everyone knows Hughes’ attitude toward alcohol,” the Corps of Guides officer pointed out.


    “I don’t know if I can trust a soldier that doesn’t drink.”


    Llewellyn chuckled. “Have to give Hughes some credit for trying to bring the militia up to snuff. Nearly everyone in the reserve has attended a training camp this year.” Colonel Hughes, the minister of Militia and Defence, had ordered that all men fit for duty were to attend one of the ten-day training sessions held in the first weeks of June at the Ontario Petawawa and Niagara-on-the-Lake facilities. The current cadet camp was the last for the season.


    “Send him a gram and ask for an increase to the Guides’ budget.”


    “Yeah, right! Ottawa’s stingy with the defence budget.”


    “Stingy! I would call it something else.”


    Changing the subject, Llewellyn asked, “Anything else?”


    “Nothing much,” the lieutenant replied as he turned a page. He paused and then said, “There is a story here about some duke that was assassinated in Sarajevo.”


    “Archduke Franz Ferdinand?” Llewellyn asked sharply.


    “You’ve heard of him?” asked Rawlings as he looked up from the paper.


    “He happens to be the heir apparent to the Austria-Hungary Empire. When was he killed?”


    Rawlings squinted at the tiny print. “It says June 28. He and his wife were gunned down on a state visit.”


    When Llewellyn said, “Ouch!” Rawlings looked at his friend quizzically, who then explained. “The political situation between the Empire and Serbia have been rather tense since the Austrians annexed Bosnia and Herzegovina six years ago. If the Serbian government was involved, there could be hell to pay.”


    “How do you know all this?”


    Llewellyn grinned. “I’m an officer in the Corps of Guides, and I read.”


    Rawlings laughed. “I heard everything. An intelligence officer who actually reads.”


    When Llewellyn gave him a give-me-a-break look, Rawlings put the paper aside. “Well, it has nothing to do with us. So what devious training scheme does the captain have in store for our young naive cadets?”


    As the rain began to beat more heavily on the tent, Captain Llewellyn outlined what he intended for the next day’s session.


    JULY 2, 1914

    WESTMOUNT, MONTREAL


    Paul Ryan slowly opened and closed the door to his house on Sherbrooke Street. He winced when the lock clicked shut rather loudly. He listened intently to determine if the noise had wakened the darkened house’s residents. The servant’s quarters were in the back, while his parents’, brother’s, and sister’s rooms were on the second floor of the two-storey mansion. He hoped that he could get to his room without anyone noticing.


    He froze when he saw a thin ray of light emanating from his father’s study. The white-panelled door was slightly ajar. He was tempted to remove his shoes before he tried the stairs that were ten feet away. He decided the tan floral runner on the floor would be enough to muﬄe his steps.


    He only took two when a voice called out from the study. “Is that you, son?”


    Paul cursed silently. He didn’t want to speak with his father, but he didn’t have much choice. “Yes, Father,” he replied in a normal tone with a hint of cheeriness he didn’t feel.


    “Come into my study. I want to have a word,” his father ordered.


    Paul’s shoulders slumped slightly at the prospect. Then he straightened as he opened the door to face the music.


    When he entered the study, he found his father scrutinizing an accounting ledger with a frown. One couldn’t tell from his father’s slumped shoulders that he was a tall man, slightly over six feet, his broad chest covered by a white cotton shirt with the sleeves rolled to his elbows. A slight paunch, encased in black slacks, pressed against the walnut desk’s edge.


    Not for the first time, he noticed that his father was beginning to age. He was in his mid-forties, and grey hair was starting to creep into his sideburns. His hair, parted in the middle, was dishevelled from his habit of running his hand through the brown hair when he was deep in thought.


    His father’s brow didn’t change when he raised his eyes toward him. Everyone told Paul that he took after his mother. He was shorter by two inches, and he had a thin but wiry frame. His hair was a sandy shade of brown and his eyes had a hazel tinge. Unlike his father, he wore a moustache, a rather thin one, but it passed for one, barely.


    “Where have you been?” he demanded.


    “I went out to see Sir Arthur Conan Doyle at the Ritz-Carleton,” he replied.


    His father grunted in slight disgust. “So did he give you any writing tips?”


    “No, he didn’t,” Paul answered. It was a bone of contention between himself, the oldest son, and his father. While Paul was very strong in math, he’d rather be a writer. His father, being a practical man, as he was so fond of saying, was of the opinion that being a writer was all fine and good as a hobby, not as a career where one would be able to provide for one’s family. He wanted Paul to be an engineer or an accountant. He was not happy that Paul’s mother was encouraging him to be a so-called artist. He was somewhat irritated that Sir Doyle was in Montreal trying to prove him wrong.


    His father knew that he greatly admired the British author. He had all of the Sherlock Holmes novels, some in this study’s bookcases. He pored over the books, trying to imitate the same Arthur Conan Doyle style in his own detective stories. Paul was ecstatic when he learned that the Canadian government had invited the author to visit and to help promote the new Jasper Park in Alberta. He followed the tour avidly, reading every news story that mentioned it. Sir Arthur Conan Doyle had arrived in Montreal nearly a week after he had landed in New York City, on May 27, 1914. When they announced his itinerary, they had scheduled a speech at the Montreal Canadian Club on June 3rd.


    Paul could barely contain himself when his father, a member of the club, obtained tickets for him. The main hall, as well as the adjoining rooms at the Windsor Hotel, was packed. He couldn’t get a seat near the main stage, but he was still able to get a glimpse of the great man from the back of the room. He wasn’t disappointed when Sir Doyle stated that great Canadian literature would come in due course. It would be best if Canadians focused on developing Canada, making her economically strong. His father agreed with Doyle, and he used it against Paul on several occasions.


    The next day, Sir Arthur Conan Doyle and Lady Doyle left Montreal via a great lake steamer and private railway cars to Jasper Park. From the reports, the British couple were impressed with what they saw, and they enjoyed their stay at Jasper. The author even threw the opening pitch at the first baseball game ever held at the park.


    “He did say that he was somewhat surprised that he didn’t see a lot of Canadian flags celebrating Dominion Day,” Paul said.


    “If he had visited downtown, he would have seen them,” his father replied.


    “Did he have anything else to say?”


    “Not much. He and his wife were only here for the day. They took a private train car to Ottawa. He’s to give a speech at a Canadian Club meeting at the Château Laurier in Ottawa before he goes back to England.”


    “I’m surprised that you didn’t follow him,” said his father, knowing full well he would have kicked his ass if he did such a thing. He was nearly eighteen, his birth date was on August 5, but since he lived with his parents he had to follow their rules.


    “Me and my friends stayed downtown, but most of the bars were closed today.” His father nodded. With the Temperance League gathering strength in Quebec, the provincial government had enacted regulations that the sale of alcohol be prohibited on public holidays.


    “I know some of the workers at the factory wanted to get a beer at lunch, but they couldn’t,” said his father. He owned a textile plant in Montreal’s east side. Even though it was a holiday, he had orders that needed to be filled. He expected Paul to join the business after he had completed his schooling. Paul was to attend McGill University in the fall.


    “It would have been nice to have let your mother know,” his father said pointedly. “She’s been worried sick.”


    A mulish look appeared on Paul’s face. “Sorry, Dad, I forgot.” He didn’t want to get into an argument about his mother’s smothering.


    “Don’t let it happen again. You know her health is not the best, and I don’t want to upset her.”


    Paul sighed. He couldn’t wait to go to McGill and escape the cage that he was in. Even though McGill was in Montreal, he was planning to stay in the university’s student residence. As yet he hadn’t informed his parents of his decision.


    “Good. Start packing tomorrow. We’re going to St. Agathe for a couple of weeks’ vacation.”


    “Aw, Dad. Do I have to? I want to stay here.”


    “And do what?”


    “Things!”


    “What things?”


    “My friends and I have plans.”


    “Right,” replied his father. Paul watched his father’s eyes narrow in speculation. “Wait a minute, aren’t most of your friends attending the cadet training camp in Trois-Rivières next week?”


    Paul reluctantly acknowledged by inclining his head. Nearly 1,500 cadets were attending a summer militia camp, where they would be conducting infantry training and physical exercises. The cadets would be a mixture of English-and French-speaking units. Most of his friends were attending. He wanted desperately to go. Not so much for the military training, but rather, going to their summer cottage at Ste. Agathe was boring. There was nothing to do for two weeks.


    “Definitely not! This will be your last summer before you’re off to university. And you know what your mother thinks about the army.”


    “I have to grow up sometime,” he retorted.


    “Trying telling that to your mother,” replied his father. “No! So go up to your room and get some sleep. It’s going to be a busy day before we take the train on Saturday.”


    Paul glared at his father and then turned and jerked the door open.


    “Don’t slam the door!”


    Paul was tempted to do that exactly that. Then he reconsidered. Who did he want more upset at him, his mother or his father? It was no contest. He slowly and quietly closed the study door.


    JULY 15, 1914


    TORONTO GENERAL HOSPITAL, TORONTO


    Samantha caught the man’s hand before he could reach its intended target. “Now, now! None of that, Mr. Parsons,” she admonished. The patient, a fifty-year-old with a broken leg, gave her a toothless grin. His teeth, he was fond of saying, were lost when a fight turned into a hockey game.


    In the private patient wing of the Toronto General Hospital, Mr. Parsons was known to be handsy. The matrons were careful in the nurses that were assigned to deal with him. They tried to select the less pretty ones and those who were able to handle Mr. Parsons’ wandering hands without offending him. Parsons was a wealthy man, and he had donated a substantial amount of the $2.2 million that it cost to build the hospital complex that sat on nine acres on the corner of College Street and University Avenue in downtown Toronto. The hospital had beds for 670 patients and could handle 500 outpatients a day.


    It was natural that the hospital’s administration kept a watchful eye on the young nurse trainees to ensure that there wasn’t any kind of scandal.


    Samantha was of medium height in her sensible low-heeled nurse’s shoes, which were barely visible below her ankle-length white skirt. Her chest was hidden from view by a starched apron over a cotton blouse buttoned all the way up to her chin. Her sandy blond hair was tied in a coil hidden by a nurse’s veil. A thin black line in the veil indicated that she was in her final year of the hospital’s three-year training program.


    Parsons looked startled by the young girl’s strength as she returned his hand to rest on his amble belly covered by hospital linen. His grin lost its lustre. It was a good thing he was going to be released the next day. The patient had a mean streak. He would try to get back at her in one form or another.


    When she was sure that he was safely tucked away, she made a note in the chart hanging on the door. She headed down the hall to the nurse’s station. The station was a small wooden desk set in the middle of the floor, where they could keep an eye on the patients’ comings and goings.


    “So how was the patient?” asked Nurse Fields, who was starting her shift.


    “He’s all right. I took care of him.”


    “I see,” replied Fields with a cocked eyebrow. Parsons’ hands were not restricted to just Samantha.


    “I hope that you have a quieter shift,” Samantha said. Fields gave her a half smile in reply.


    Samantha was glad to see her, since she had been on the floor for sixteen hours and she was reaching the breaking point. After she had briefed Fields on the patients’ statuses, she took the stairs down three floors to the ground level and took the back exit. As she crossed the alley, she glanced at the traffic that rumbled by on Christopher Street. She then entered the nurses’ residence building’s rear door.


    She heard some laughter in the reception area. Curious, she took a peek to see who was in. Several of the senior student nurses were entertaining their beaus. They were on the love seat that was beside a bookcase. Between the ladies and the men there was a gleaming solid wood table. This was as far as the men were allowed in; they were restricted to the reception hall. A steely-eyed matron kept a close watch on the men and women.


    Samantha pulled her head back and headed up the stairs to her room. Her room was small, with a large white panel window that faced the courtyard. The rumbling of cars and horse carriages was louder than usual since the window was opened a crack. What wind there was caused a subtle wave in the heavy brown cotton blinds. She took off her nurse’s veil, which she tossed on the bright, daisy-patterned blanket on the single steel-framed bed that dominated the room. Her uniform followed suit. From the pile of fresh laundry on the solid but uncomfortable-looking straight-back chair, she pulled out and put on her yellow pyjamas. She took the dress and the veil off her bed and wondered if she could get one more wearing before she had to send them to the laundry. She decided to put it in the wooden closet where she stored the rest of her clothes.


    She was about to reach for the Maclean’s that was lying on top of the magazines on the end table beside her bed when there was a knock at her door. A loud voice asked, “Are you decent?”


    “Yes, come in,” Samantha shouted.


    The door opened, and her best friend, Irene Abbott, came in carrying her favourite drink: a steaming cup of Earl Grey with a thin slice of lemon on top for flavouring. She sighed contentedly after the first sip as she leaned back against the bed’s headboard. Her thick pillow cushioned her back from the thin metal bars.


    “Thanks, Irene. I needed that,” she said.


    Irene was twenty-four years old, with a very pretty oval face on a slightly stout body, currently hidden by the pinkish bathrobe she was wearing. Most men found her figure more attractive than Samantha’s thinner frame. They had first met in anatomy class, and they both somehow managed to make it through their final year.


    “Did you hear anything yet?” Irene asked as she sat beside Samantha on the bed.


    Samantha shook her head as she peered over her cup. “No, not yet.”


    “I don’t see why they wouldn’t keep you,” she replied. Samantha loved Irene to death, but she had a blind spot. Irene came from a well-to-do family, or at least better off than Samantha’s. Samantha had to work, while Irene was only working to keep busy until she found a husband.


    “Matron Hazel doesn’t like me very much,” answered Samantha.


    “If they don’t offer a permanent job, what next?”


    “I don’t know. I can always go back to Sudbury. They need nurses. The pay isn’t that great, but at least I won’t starve.”


    “There’s plenty of husky miners there,” mused Irene.


    Samantha snorted. “The last thing that I need right now is a man. Sudbury is so boring! I want a little excitement before I settle down.”


    “Come to the dance tomorrow night. There will be plenty of young doctors.”


    “I suppose. They might be better than the Sudbury miners,” Samantha replied, rolling her eyes.


    “That’s the spirit,” Irene said as she rose from the bed to leave.


    JULY 29, 1914


    ROYAL MUSKOKA HOTEL AND GOLF COURSE, LAKE ROSSEAU


    “Damn,” swore Sir Robert Borden as he watched in dismay as his golf ball sliced gracefully to the right. He winced when he heard it rattle among the trees.


    “Language, dear,” scolded Laura, his wife, who was standing slightly behind him on the tee box of the sixth hole of the Royal Muskoka Golf Course.


    “We should be able to find it,” remarked Hugh MacLaren sympathetically. He was standing beside Laura, Millie, and the two caddies who were carrying their golf bags.


    “I certainly hope so. It was a brand new ball. I paid fifty cents for it,” replied Borden as he took a couple of swings, trying to find the flaw that caused the ball to land in a less than desirable location. He handed the driver to his caddie as he stepped off the tee.


    His wife gave him a slight grin as she walked to the women’s tee about forty yards in front of the men’s. From the sandbox, she took a cup, upended it on the tee box, and then put her ball on top. She was careful not to get dirt on her ankle-length tan skirt. She wore a matching jacket, with a white blouse underneath. A feather hat that was more decoration than protection from the sun topped it.


    He watched as she took her stance and then whacked the ball 180 yards down the centre of the fairway to rest near MacLaren’s ball. They had been married for twenty-five years, their anniversary was coming up in September, and he needed to find an appropriate gift. They met at St. Paul’s Anglican Church, where she played the organ. He soon discovered, besides her love of music and the theatre, that she enjoyed playing tennis, water sports, and golf. They played many rounds together while they were courting under the watchful eye of chaperones.


    After Millie, her playing partner, hit her ball, they marched off to find Sir Robert’s ball hiding in the trees.


    “It’s a beautiful day,” said MacLaren.


    “A perfect day. I’m glad that you invited Laura and me. I needed to get away from Ottawa’s humidity.”


    “My pleasure. Was everything to your satisfaction when you arrived?”


    “Laura and I were very impressed with the service we have received,” answered Borden. MacLaren was the owner of the Royal Muskoka Hotel on Lake Rosseau. The 321-room hotel was one of the most prestigious and luxurious in the Muskoka's. The bulk of his wealth came from his printing operation. It was one of the largest in Canada, and he did a fair amount of business with the federal government. The hotel was a sideline for him, but it was doing well since it attracted visitors from all over the world. Even Woodrow Wilson, the president of the United States, had liked the region so much that he bought a nearby cottage after his stay at the resort.


    As they searched for the lost ball, MacLaren said, “I’ve been following that mess in Europe. Do you think there will be war?”


    Borden gave his playing partner a sour look. “I certainly hope not. But there are members of my cabinet who are looking forward to it.”


    When MacLaren nodded in acknowledgement, Borden knew he had heard that Hughes was chomping at the bit for another war.


    It was MacLaren who spotted a ball among the dead leaves. He yelled, “I found it. I think.”


    The prime minister came over and peered at the ball. “It’s mine.”


    He frowned as he calculated that the odds of getting the ball on the green were not good.


    “You could take a stroke and penalty,” suggested the hotelier.


    Borden shook his head. He didn’t want to lose the stroke. He called to his caddie, “Bring me my niblick.”


    The caddie pulled an iron from the leather golf bag and handed it to the prime minister. He set up carefully so as to not disturb the ball, or he would incur a penalty stroke. He then gouged the ball out into the fairway through an alley he found through the trees.


    The pin was set up on the left-hand side of the green. He took a couple of practice swings and was about to hit the ball into the centre when he heard panting and footsteps behind him. Since he had already started his downswing, he couldn’t stop. He shanked the ball into the green side bunker.


    He turned and glared at the interloper. The young messenger’s face paled in horror. “Sorry … sorry,” he stammered.


    “Yes, what is it?” snapped Borden.


    “I have an urgent telegram for you, Prime Minister. I was told to bring it right away.”


    “Give it here,” he ordered as he snatched the offending paper from the boy’s hand.


    He tore it open and then removed a pair of spectacles from his waist jacket. When he finished reading the message, his frown deepened.


    “Bad news?” asked McLaren.


    “I’m afraid so. It doesn’t look good in Europe. I need to get back to Ottawa.”


    “Right now?” asked Laura.


    “Unfortunately, yes.”


    “I’ll go back with you,” Laura said.


    Borden shook his head. “I’ll be only gone a couple of days. Stay here and enjoy your vacation. I’ll be back soon.” He turned to MacLaren and asked, “When is the next boat leaving?”


    “I own the boat. It’ll leave when I say it does,” he replied.


    “Good. I’ll catch it then the Grand Trunk train back to Ottawa,” replied Borden as he headed toward the white-painted hotel with a brown roof. “It means that I can’t make our game at the Beaumaris golf course tomorrow. I’ll send a note extending my apologies.”


    “Of course, Prime Minister. I’ll walk you in.”


    Borden waved him back. “Finish the game. I’ll be fine.”

  


  
    CHAPTER 2


    AUGUST 3, 1914


    PRIVY COUNCIL OFFICE, EAST BLOCK,

    PARLIAMENT HILL, OTTAWA


    When Borden entered the Privy Council Chamber, he could feel the tension from the men who occupied the three quarters of the brown-black chairs at the large round oak table. Rodolphe Boudreau, his clerk of the Privy Council, had taken his usual seat against the wall behind his chair.


    He took a head count and was satisfied that his key ministers had managed to be in attendance. When Parliament was prorogued in June, most of his cabinet either took vacations or went back to their ridings to take care of constituents and personal business affairs. Being an MP was a part-time job, since they essentially only worked while Parliament was in session. Being a minister required some additional time, but the departments essentially ran themselves.


    Telegrams had been sent out requesting that the ministers return to Ottawa as soon as possible, which explained the tiredness Borden saw. Sitting from his left were William White, Finance; Charles Doherty, Justice; George Foster, Trade and Commerce; and Sam Hughes, Militia and Defence. Sitting on his right were Francis Cochrane, Railways and Canals, with Douglas Hazen, Naval Service, and Robert Rogers, Public Works.


    “Thank you for attending this morning’s meeting. We’ll begin shortly. We are waiting for His Excellency to arrive.”


    “What the hell for?” demanded Hughes.


    The rest of his ministers had the same question, but they would not have asked as bluntly as Hughes had. It was extremely unusual for the governor general to attend. It was at Privy Council meetings that government policy was discussed. Minutes of the discussions were not kept, but decisions were recorded and published as Orders-in-Council. Since the governor general represented the Crown, by tradition, he was not privy to the private discussions of his ministers.


    “I’ve invited His Excellency, since he has a wealth of military experience and knowledge,” replied Borden tersely. Which was true, since Prince Arthur, the Duke of Connaught, had served in the British Army from 1868, when he entered the Royal Military College, to 1907, when he became the commander-in-chief of all British forces in the Mediterranean.


    Borden knew that he was going to have a problem with Hughes. There was considerable friction between his minister and the governor general, but the events in Europe were beyond anyone’s experience — at least in this room.


    He was interrupted before he could order Hughes to be civil when the governor general entered the room, dressed in a khaki uniform with his campaign ribbons on his left chest.


    All of the men in the room rose to their feet.


    “Please have a seat here,” indicated Borden to the empty chair beside his at the round table.


    Borden saw the slight hesitation when the duke saw that he was not being seated at the head of the table. Which was what he wanted. The governor general was under the impression that since he was technically the ranking military officer in Canada, he was in charge. Borden was trying to send a message to his Royal Highness that he would welcome the duke’s suggestions, but it was he who would make the decisions.


    “Thank you,” the Duke of Connaught said. Only after he sat did the ministers take their seats.


    “Gentlemen, it seems that a war is on the horizon. It’s my reverent hope that the differences among the European powers can be peacefully resolved. However, matters don’t look good at the moment,” said Borden.


    Borden could feel Hughes’ excitement that his moment had finally come.


    He continued, “Since war appears to be imminent, we need to ensure that Canada is prepared. Every department will need to provide support. However, the heaviest burden will fall on the Militia and Defence, the Naval department, Justice, Finance, Customs, and Public Works.


    “First, let us start with the navy,” said Borden, looking at John Douglas Hazen, one of his more reliable ministers. That was the main reason that he had assigned the Marine and Fisheries and Naval Department to Hazen’s care.


    John Hazen said unhappily, “I’ve asked Admiral Kingsmill to recall what sailors he could and prepare the Niobe and the Rainbow for sea. But it may take a week or so. And we may have only one ship. For the last several years, they have been tied to the docks. The boilers may have been lit once in a while to see if they work. Our previous policy was that if a seaman quit or retired, we didn’t replace him. At the moment, we are focusing on the Niobe at Esquimalt, getting her ready for sea. They have about 235 seamen. Thirty-five to forty men from the Rainbow are on the train to Esquimalt to supplement her crew. Plus we activated one hundred men from the naval reserves. If the German battleship Leipzig is in the Pacific and she decides to attack British Columbia, there is very little that we can do to stop her.”


    “Won’t the Royal Navy send us some ships?” asked Borden.


    Hazen shook his head. “They have two ships in the Pacific, but they are sloops and the Leipzig out guns them. The Admiralty indicated that we may need to send the Rainbow to escort them.”


    The governor general jumped in. “They don’t have the capacity at the moment. Most of the ships have been recalled to England. The navy needs them to blockade the German fleet in her ports.”


    “Damn Liberals,” muttered Hughes.


    Borden heard him and gave him a glare. He didn’t need Hughes to stir the pot. After he won the election, he had put a stop to Laurier’s naval program and replaced it with a plan of his own. The battle concerning his naval bill had been brutal, not only with the Liberals but with his own party. One of his own ministers had resigned in protest. His plans had been frustrated by the Liberal-dominated Senate, which had killed the bill.


    “I thought that is what they were there for,” Borden stated. He wasn’t happy with the implications. One of the reasons he had sent George Perley to London as the acting Canadian High Commissioner was to discuss with the Admiralty the government providing $35 million to the Royal Navy for three dreadnoughts. One of the conditions would have been to make the ships available to Canada in time of need. He also hoped that by financing the ships he would get invited to take a seat at the Imperial cabinet, where these decisions were being made.


    Borden was now worried about the country’s ports, if there was no naval protection. “And our harbour defences?”


    “The B.C. defences are not in very good shape. We had plans to upgrade them, but we didn’t have the budget. Halifax’s defences are better. Orders have been sent out to have the coastal forts and batteries manned,” replied Hazen.


    Borden stated, “So we’re essentially on our own!”


    “I’m afraid that is the case,” replied the duke.


    “What about the Americans?” someone asked.


    “No, I don’t want them to do us any favours,” Hughes said flatly before Borden could say anything.


    “I agree. We don’t want them to give them an excuse to invoke their Monroe Doctrine,” said Foster. The Monroe Doctrine was American foreign policy that stated that if European countries attempted to colonize, interfere, or meddle in North and South America, the United States would view it as an act of aggression and intervene. It generally didn’t apply to Canada, but these were unusual circumstances.


    Borden shook his head. “I doubt that the Americans want to get involved. We have to deal with any German threats on our own.”


    Hazen, seeing Borden was concerned, informed him, “We’ve activated militia units to protect our key canals, locks, and waterways to ensure secure shipping of food and ores across the Great Lakes water system. Especially the Welland Canal, through which most of our western grain is shipped.”


    George Foster, his trade minister, nodded in agreement. “I’m glad to hear that. We don’t want any disruption in our grain shipments. Europe is one of our major markets.”


    “We can’t very well ship grain to Germany, now can we?” said Hughes dryly.


    “Of course not,” snapped Forster, offended. “However, we could offer England some of the wheat that we have in storage.”


    “That’s a good suggestion,” replied Borden.


    “I just hope that recruiting for the militia will not impact the upcoming harvest.”


    “I don’t think that 25,000 men will have much of an impact,” Hughes stated confidently.


    Borden raised an eyebrow in surprise when the governor general nodded in agreement with Hughes. “Most of the men will be infantry, supplemented with cavalry and artillery. And we will be assembling them at Petawawa.”


    “I have decided to change the assembly point,” interrupted Hughes.


    Borden could see that the governor general was taken aback by Hughes’ statement. It was obvious that Hughes had not consulted with the duke. For that matter, Hughes had not run it past Borden either prior to the cabinet meeting.


    “You can’t just change the plans at this late stage!” the duke blurted. “It has been published in the war book. All the units’ mobilization plans have been predicated on the Petawawa base,” he argued.


    “Well, I have,” replied Hughes.


    “Why?” asked Borden.


    Hughes shrugged. “I feel that men need to be as close as possible to a port so that we can embark them quickly for England. Petawawa, as far as I know, is nowhere near a port. We need to transport them there by rail and then put them on another train to the nearest port, which would be Montreal.”


    The governor general was still not mollified. “Do you have a different location in mind?” he demanded.


    “I have not made that decision yet. I have officials in my department looking at various locations. Once one has been found, I’ll inform the cabinet and, of course, your office,” Hughes said as he tried to stare down the duke.


    To prevent the governor general and Hughes from getting into a more heated discussion, Borden interjected. “Once Minister Hughes has a list of bases, we could then have a detailed discussion on their suitability.” Borden turned to his finance minister. “So we will be able to finance and maintain a force of 25,000 men?”


    White grimaced. “Up to this point, the economy has been in a slight depression. Our revenues have been down. We are going to have to borrow money. I was thinking maybe twenty to thirty million, if the war lasts six months. If it lasts longer, we may need to raise excise taxes to help pay for expenses. That is not going to be popular with the electorate.”


    “Tell me something that I don’t know,” said Borden. “We have to consider the election next year as well.”


    “If we still are at war, will we have an election next year?” asked White.


    “I don’t know. If, as Will said, the war will last only six months, it might be moot,” replied Borden.


    “What about the German immigrants? I heard that some are German reservists,” stated Foster.


    Borden spoke firmly. “If the German immigrants are peaceful, they are not to be harassed. However, if they attempt to leave Canada for Germany, they are to be prevented from doing so.”


    Borden took the silence in the room as agreement. “Now, we have a lot to do. One item I wanted to discuss is how we can expedite our response. Any other suggestions?”


    Many of the ministers in the room adjusted their seats to become more comfortable. It was going to be a long meeting.


    AUGUST 4, 1914


    MINISTER OF MILITIA AND DEFENCE OFFICE,

    WOODS BUILDING, OTTAWA


    Colonel Sam Hughes rose from his desk and slammed his fist onto the newspaper he was reading. “They are going to skunk it!” he shouted furiously. “They are going to skunk it!”


    His secretary poked his head into his office. “Problem, Minister?”


    “Yes, there’s a goddamn problem. London is going to skunk it!” he repeated as he picked up the newspaper and waved it at his private secretary, Kevin Pratt. “They are sitting on their asses while France burns.”


    “Yes, Minister,” he replied.


    “Damn,” Hughes muttered as he retook his seat. “Did you get the latest reports on our readiness?”


    “They’re in my office. Give me a moment, I’ll go get them,” Pratt said as he turned toward the open door.


    “Don’t bother! I can read them later. Just give me the gist,” Hughes demanded.


    “Of course. Ever since we received the telegram from the War Office, we have undertaken the various measures prescribed in our war book.”


    The war book detailed the military units to be activated and the missions they were to undertake when a “precautionary warning” telegram was received. On July 28th, the British government had transmitted such a message to all the colonies that war was imminent in Europe.


    Prior to January, the Canadian government didn’t have a war book, despite the urgent appeals by various military officials, the latest being the army chief of staff, Colonel Gwatkin, and the director of Naval Services, Admiral Kingsmill, to their respective ministers. It was only after the urging of London that the key departments, Militia and Defence, the Naval Service, and Customs, were authorized to prepare one. The latest draft, currently waiting Hughes’ approval, was finally completed in July.


    “Everything appears to have gone smoothly, Minister. Guards have been placed at all wireless stations, telephone, and cable landings on both coasts to prevent sabotage. The Royal Canadian Regiment has been activated. The fortresses at Halifax, Quebec City, and Esquimalt are fully manned and are on high alert. The infantry and the non-permanent active militia have been called up, and they have been given their assignments and they should be on the move as we speak.”


    “Good! Very good!” Hughes was pleased by the news. Ever since he had become Minister of Militia and Defence, he had worked hard to increase the department’s budget. One of the things he was most satisfied to see was that the near doubling of the number of men who attended the annual militia training camps from 33,000 to an all time high of 55,000 this year. Also, he was pushing through his plan to modernize the artillery. While the contracts had been let, they only received half of the requested artillery pieces they had ordered.


    “The navy?” he asked. The navy didn’t report to Hughes, since it was a separate department.


    “As far as I’m aware, Admiral Kingsmill has recalled his sailors back to their ships and are preparing the Niobe and the Rainbow for sea operations. They are waiting on orders from the Admiralty. I can confirm with the Naval Department if you would like.”


    “There’s no need,” Hughes said as he returned to his desk. “Prepare a draft order-in-council that as of today my department will take control of all telegram cable offices in the country. And we will impose strict censorship on all communication traffic for the time being.”


    “Do you want a draft for today’s cabinet meeting?”


    Hughes rubbed the grey stubble on his head. “I’ll mention it when we meet. We’ll send a draft over later to the prime minister’s office. I’ll need a letter for the press to tell them that I would appreciate it if they wouldn’t publicize any of our military and naval activities.”


    “Yes, Minister. I’ll inform the Naval Department. I suspect that they would like to do the same thing for wireless.”


    “I’m not looking forward to today’s cabinet meeting,” said Hughes sourly.


    “You don’t think that the cabinet will authorize offering Britain troops?” asked Pratt in surprise.


    “They better. Two members of the cabinet have already resigned over getting involved in Europe. The cowards! The key will be Borden. I shouldn’t have any problems convincing him,” Hughes said with a snort.


    Pratt had been his private secretary long enough to know that Hughes believed that Borden was soft and easily intimidated. He didn’t share that view with his boss. Borden put up with Hughes because he was a stalwart of the Orange Lodge in Ontario and could be counted on in bringing out the Tory vote. However, if Hughes overstepped himself, Borden might not have any choice but to cut the minister adrift.


    “If Britain declares war, Borden will not have a choice. Canada would be at war as well,” Pratt pointed out.


    “I know,” replied Hughes. “Unless they skunk it!”


    “Do I inform Colonel Gwatkin to activate our mobilization plan?” asked Pratt.


    Hughes frowned. He wasn’t enamoured of Colonel Gwatkin, but then he wasn’t enamoured of British Army professional soldiers on principle, since he felt they had robbed him of two Victoria Crosses for his service during the Boer War. “No, not at the moment. I need to think about it.”


    The secretary kept his face impassive. He wondered if he should give the colonel a head’s up that the minister might change his mind.


    Hughes picked up the newspaper on his desk, and then he turned his blue eyes on Pratt. “Lower the Union Jack on the building to half mast,” he ordered.


    “Minister! Who died?” asked Pratt in surprise. The flag was only lowered to half-mast when a personage of note had passed away.


    “British honour! I will be ashamed to be a subject of the empire if England doesn’t help France in her time of need!”


    AUGUST 4, 1914

    RIDEAU HALL, OTTAWA


    The governor general, the Duke of Connaught, was in his office reading a report when Henry, his private telegraph operator, knocked and entered.


    “Yes, Henry? Have we received another missive from London?” he asked with a brief smile. The duke had been called back from his western vacation, and he had just returned via his private train car in time for the cabinet meeting that Borden had convened yesterday morning.


    “Yes, Your Excellency. I just received this from the Colonial Office,” he answered as he handed the duke the typed version of the telegram.


    The duke took the paper and read it then slowly dropped it onto his desk. The message was terse, only eleven words. It read, “See Preface Defence Scheme, war has broken out with Germany. HARCOURT.”


    He looked up at Henry then said, “It was to be expected. Have copies made for the prime minister and the appropriate departments.”


    “Yes, Your Excellency. I will get the messengers to deliver them.” Henry knew the list by heart. Copies were to be forwarded to clerk of the Privy Council, the minster of Militia and Defence, the minister of the Naval Service, the Marine and Fisheries minister, the Customs’ minister, the Dominion Police, and the Under Secretary of State of Canada.


    “I believe that the prime minister is still in council, so he needs to know immediately. Also, inform my valet to lay out my field marshal  uniform. I will don it in the morning.”


    “Of course, Your Excellency.”


    AUGUST 4, 1914


    PRIVY COUNCIL OFFICE, EAST BLOCK,

    PARLIAMENT HILL


    Borden rubbed his eyes as he slumped slightly in his chair. This was the third time today he and his ministers were meeting to discuss his government’s response to the crisis in Europe.


    At the 11:00 a.m. meeting, he, the Duke of Connaught, and his ministers had discussed Perley’s pessimistic message from London that war was imminent and that the government should offer Britain one to two million barrels of flour. A close friend and confidant, George Perley had been one of his ministers without portfolio until Borden had appointed him as the Acting Canadian High Commissioner to London in early June. Perley had instructions to reform and improve the commission’s efficiency, which was found wanting. Also, he was to liaison with the British Imperial Government concerning changes to the BNA Act and to select a new building to house the Canadian High Commission.


    When they had reconvened at four o’clock, the governor general read the telegram he had received from the king expressing his appreciation for the spontaneous support the colonies were displaying. They also discussed the deployment of militia units to Sydney, Canso, Glace Bay, and St. John to guard and protect government facilities.


    “So can we do it?” Borden directed the question to Douglas Hazen, the minister of the Naval Service and the minister of Marine and Fisheries. This 8:30 p.m. meeting was being held to discuss how to best transfer the CGS Canada and the CGS Margaret to the Naval Service. Hazen had sent a briefing note concerning the two ships. Borden liked to have the facts at his fingertips. Launched in 1901, the Canadian Government Ship Canada was the flagship of the Fisheries Protective Services Department. The vessel was 200 feet long, had a 557-ton displacement, and was armed with four Maxim machine guns. She and her crew were tasked to patrol and detain vessels fishing illegally within the Canadian twelve-mile limit. The Canadian Government Ship Margaret belonged to the Customs Department. The 182-foot long and 756-ton vessel was a coastal cruiser belonging to the Customs Protective Service. It was armed with two 6-pounder guns.


    “I’ve discussed the matter with John here,” indicated Hazen, “and according to the Naval Service Act, we can transfer the ships to the Naval Service from Fisheries and Customs.”


    Borden turned to Reid and asked, “You don’t have a problem with the transfer?”


    Reid gave a slight shrug. “Under the circumstances, I don’t have much of a choice. The Margaret’s a brand-new ship. We’ve only had her since April. We have to do the paperwork to transfer them so we can offer them to the Royal Navy. Also, we need to move the crews as well. The question will be how many will go over and what their pay scale will be, their current rates or the navy rates?”


    “How many men are talking about?” asked Borden.


    “About 120 or so. I’m not exactly sure,” replied Hazen. “My staff also suggested that Canada’s Maxims be replaced with two 6-pounders to give her extra firepower.”


    Borden frowned. He was about to speak about the cost when Blount, the clerk of the Privy Council, entered the chamber with a singled folded note.


    “Yes?” asked Borden as he took the note. He unfolded it and read the message. When a shadow flickered across Borden’s face, the other men knew it was not good news.


    “Gentlemen,” Borden formally announced, “Britain is now at war with Germany.”


    There was a moment of silence and then Reid asked, “So what do we do now?”


    “The first thing we have to do is call back Parliament as soon as possible. We can only go so far with Orders-in-Council. Parliament will have to pass legislation that will allow us to prosecute the war,” answered Borden.


    “Agreed,” replied Hazen. “But we’ll need to get organized and the pieces of legislation ready. And we need to recall all of the MPs.”


    “That will take least a week or two,” Reid pointed out.


    Borden closed his eyes to think. “Let’s call Parliament back for the 18th of August. I hope that will give us enough time to at least get the major pieces of legislation ready. As well …”


    Cheering from the Parliament Hill lawn just outside the Privy Council Chamber’s window interrupted him. A crowd had gathered there when they received the news that Canada was at war. Then he heard their voices start singing “The Maple Leaf Forever.”


    AUGUST 4, 1914


    OFFICERS’ MESS HALL, CARTIER DRILL HALL


    The narrow officer’s mess that the Governor General’s Foot Guards shared with the Cameron Highlanders was buzzing with the nearly forty guard officers and their invited guests. The Foot Guard officers were easy to identify in their scarlet mess uniforms. They had changed into them from their ceremonial parade dress of red serge tunics, with a single row of double brass buttons, a white leather belt cinched by a brass belt buckle, dark blue pants with red striping on the outside seam, and black beaver bushies.


    At 8:15, led by the regiment’s band, 350 men and officers, sans the two officers and six guardsmen that were on duty at Rideau Hall, exited the red brick Gothic-style militia drill hall in downtown Ottawa. Since the route was well publicized, there was a fairly large crowd of spectators and well-wishers as they marched down Laurier, Metcalfe, Somerset, Bank, Parliament Hill, and Elgin.


    Lieutenant-Colonel Woods took a glass from the silver tray that the white-coated orderly carried. “It was very good weather for the parade,” he said, directing the comment to Hughes. Sam Hughes was dressed in a similar scarlet mess uniform. On his left breast were his miniature medals, which, if asked, he would point out that some medals were missing. His buttons and lapels followed the 45th Victoria Regiment’s pattern, the last regiment that he had actively commanded.


    “It was very good weather this evening. Very good marching weather,” Hughes said enthusiastically. He had changed from his ceremonial uniform of the 45th as well since he had decided to join the Foot Guards on their parade. The crowds along the route seemed to have energized the minister.


    Woods was well aware of the flag incidence at the militia’s headquarters and decided to stick to small talk to avoid dampening the minister’s good mood. The Foot Guards were under the command of the adjutant-general, since the regiment was frequently called upon on short notice to provide troops for ceremonial duties for various visiting dignitaries and guests.


    He was about to make another witty weather comment when an orderly arrived with an envelope.


    “Minister, an urgent message,” said the orderly.


    “Thank you,” replied Hughes as he took it. Woods saw the minister’s face light up when he tore it open and read the content.


    Woods was perplexed as Hughes turned, grabbed the nearest chair that leaned against the wood panelled wainscoting, and placed it in front of him. He then stood on the chair. Using his drill voice, he called for the room’s attention. “Gentlemen! Gentlemen!”


    Slowly the noise died down.


    “I need to read you this message that I have just been given. ‘Preface previous defence scheme, war has broken out with Germany.’”


    The officers broke out in cheers and applause. When Hughes stepped down from the chair, Lieutenant-Colonel Woods offered Hughes his hand and said, “The regiment is at your service wherever you require us.”


    AUGUST 4, 1914


    TRAIL ISLAND, VANCOUVER ISLAND, B.C.


    As the full moon cast shadows among the ships that dotted the Seattle harbour, an American submarine cast off her mooring lines. Her electric engines hummed softly as she navigated through the port. Once in a while a deckhand from one of the freighters turned his head toward the sub when he heard the sound of her propellers. Satisfied that the vessel was not sailing to close to his ship, he returned to his regular duties. If they were curious as to why the underwater craft was sailing out of the harbour at ten o’clock at night, they had learned long ago not to ask questions.


    An hour later, her sister slipped her moorings at the Seattle Construction & Drydock. She took a different route out of the harbour. Again, no one made a remark. They assumed it was another shakedown cruise for the newly built H-class submarine.


    When the city’s lights disappeared behind the lead submarine’s stern, she paused as she waited for the second boat. James Venn Paterson climbed up into the conning tower to scan the sea. Following him was Captain Logan, a surveyor from the London Salvage Association.


    They were tense as they swept the horizon for approaching vessels. When they finally spotted the familiar conning tower, they expelled a sigh of relief. “Okay. We’re far enough out. Switch to the diesels,” ordered Paterson in a thick Scottish accent.


    Paterson, originally from Glasgow, was the president of the Seattle Construction & Drydock Co. It was his company that built the two military crafts.


    “Course, Captain Logan?”


    The B.C. government representative replied, “I already provided it to your navigator. It’s Trail Islands.”


    “I see,” the Scot replied. Trail Islands was a group of islands near Victoria.


    “When we arrive there tomorrow morning. My ship, the Salvor, will meet us for the inspection,” stated Logan. “If the US Navy doesn’t get wise.”


    “I hope not,” replied Paterson as his eyes examined the horizon. The grey-painted hulls were nearly invisible at this time of night. He knew that he was contracted by the Chilean government to build the two subs based on a General Electric design. A couple of weeks ago he was in Victoria, where he was dining with potential clients at the Victoria Union Club. During the meal, he was complaining about the dispute he was having with the Chileans over deficiencies and their refusal to pay.


    One of the members perked up at the news and asked if he was willing to sell the boats to Canada. “Sure, if the price is right,” he had replied.


    When he got back to Seattle, he received a message from Frank McBride, the premier of British Columbia, about the subs. He stated that he was sending Captain Logan down to negotiate a deal. With his recent experience with the Chileans, he decided to tack an extra $100,000 onto the price of the subs and demand that it be cash on delivery.


    He knew that he had McBride over a barrel with the war brewing in Europe. B.C. was defenceless against German cruisers in the Pacific. The deal had to be done before war was declared or otherwise the US Navy would block the sale.


    He and McBride agreed that if the boats passed Logan and the chief engineer’s inspections, they would hand over a cheque of $1.1 million.


    Paterson took a final look at the night sky and then ordered, “Full speed ahead.”
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