
        
            
                
            
        

    THE LAST WOLF
 
Ride low and fast, unseen are we
Stalk well our prey through night or day
The Wolf will have her say
 
May her fish sail true
Through darkened blue
For vengeance or for gain
 
With pride she strides
Hold fast, dear mates
Your name will sing in song
 
If all should fail
All will hail
Those all, still on patrol
 
Those all, still on patrol



Foreword
Since mankind first began exploring the seas, during the days of rope and sail, mariners have exchanged tales of mystery, wonder and woe. Some told of falling from the edge of the World if they ventured too far, others told of sea serpents and sirens wailing to steal their eternal souls for Davy Jones. Ghost ships manned by the souls of the dead, destined to wander the seas never to reach their destination. 
The ocean's might, power and her majesty will always mystify and intrigue the human mind. We shall never truly understand her secrets. All we can do is respect and thank her for the bounty she provides. In exchange for her gifts of life, she has claimed many victims, for spread across her depths lie the dark forgotten relics of wood and steel reminding us that her might is very strong. Most lie cold and motionless but there is one that is not so lifeless and far from helpless.
The question is – why?



1985
Today marks forty years since the passing of a man who made me who I am today. He was a genius, a family man and my friend. Some say that genius drives you to the point of fanaticism in one's work. In the beginning, nothing drove him more than ending the bloodshed of a senseless war but sadly his work would be used and the result prolonged hostilities beyond even man's appetite for war.
Wherever you are, my friend, I hope your soul is finally at peace, with the ones you loved and could not live without.
Nikolaus Huber USc



Chapter 1
LORIENT 1985
A shrill bleep came from the small alarm clock on the shelf, flashing 5:O5 am. Commander James Forrester groaned as he sat up in his bunk smoothing down his untidy hair. It had been a rough night, partly because of the heat but mainly because he knew what lay ahead of him. Reaching over to silence the now piercing alarm, what a time he thought to himself. He was going to need saving soon enough. There were three hours before his meeting with Captain Wilkes and Admiral Turnbull. Standing up he promptly cracked his head on the beam above him. “For fuck's sake, I'd better get this promotion even if it's just for the sake of new quarters. This old tub needs scrapping”. 
James Forrester had been the first officer on HMS Talisman for a little over seven years. Talisman was a county class destroyer, one of the old guard, small, under-powered and always in some need of repair. Her steam turbines were temperamental and her prop shafts made her stern shake at anything over twenty knots. Maybe it was worn shaft bearings, but the engineering crew believed her back was bent after an accident during the sixties that couldn't be repaired. 
Forrester was a thirty five year old family man, top of his class at the Royal Naval College at Greenwich. He was father of three, two girls, Emily, his eldest aged eight, and Molly, aged six, and a new baby boy, Max, all at home with his wife, Emma. Three months, had it really been so long since he'd seen them last? He looked up smiling at his family in the photograph which sat on the shelf next to the alarm clock that was still reminding him of how early it was! Everyday away seemed longer and longer. Would the children know him when he returned home? “Man up, Forrester,” he thought, as he splashed cold water on his face from the grubby tap.
Time for a run. Twenty minutes later, he emerged in his exercise kit, hair done, looking the very model of an officer. After setting his watch he started off down the corridor heading for the deck. Half jogging, he reached the hatch, opened it and paused for a moment stepping out into the bright morning sun over Lorient harbour. The ship had been here for three weeks awaiting the start of an exercise between the British and the French. What a wonderful day. Not a cloud in the sky. At any other time he would be happily soaking up the French air but this day was no normal day. Today was his promotion interview. Initially he had risen through the ranks faster than any other candidate in his year, but had stalled. Three times he'd been passed over for his own ship. Top of his class, perfect in every aspect, yet most of his contemporaries had commands by now. This time, he wasn't leaving that office without it.
His thoughts were interrupted by the sound of hurried footsteps behind him and a voice, “Hey man, hold up.” It was Paul Moorhouse, ship's doctor and the closest friend he had, the only thing on board this rusty old tub that kept him sane. 
“So, today's the big day, eh? Ready to go rip old Wilkes a new one?” he said with a large friendly smirk from his slightly non-regulation facial hair. Moorhouse, a bear of a guy who had a way of making anyone smile, loved his drink and was someone you always wanted in your corner.  
“It's at zero eight hundred hours and I'm shitting a brick.”
“Just relax honey! Make sure you shower, shave and do your teeth and old man Wilkes will love you as much as we all don't,” and with that Moorhouse grinned, turned and headed back towards the Medical Bay. 
Smiling at this exchange, Forrester turned the corner and headed towards the Mess, having just long enough to grab some breakfast. After eating what he could only assume was an egg and something else that he was pretty sure Moorhouse would have to do an autopsy on to identify which living creature, if any, it had once been, he felt surprisingly upbeat.
Returning to his room, he sat on the edge of his bunk staring at his dress uniform fully pressed with his hat perched nearby. “You're ready! You can do this. Just go in and show Wilkes and Bully that you are worthy of a new command.” Jumping up he started getting ready, shaving for a second time and re-combing his slightly silvering hair. He wished he'd been to the ship's barber, but then, he only knew two styles, off and not so much off. Trying not to use too much aftershave, he selected the best for today's occasion. With a final flick of his hairbrush, he was ready.
Just then there was a knock at his door, “Yes, who is it?” he replied bluntly.
“Room service, Mr. Forrester,” came a high-pitched voice. “You ordered an alarm call.”
Forrester opened the door puzzled to find Moorhouse. “Ooooh! Don't you look pretty? If I didn't love Emma and my god daughters so much, I'd steal you for myself.”
Forrester couldn't help but chuckle, “Haven't you got sick people to care for or something?”
“Me? No, I gave them all a strong sedative. That should give me enough time to go grab a coffee and maybe a game of cards. After all, I have to give the engineering lot a chance to win some money back.” Sometimes, Forrester wondered if Moorhouse really was joking.
“Come on, get a move on.. Those two don't like each other at the best of times, so let's limit how long they have to tolerate each other's company. You want them in a good mood.”
Forrester closed and locked his door. “I'm going. I'm going,” he smiled. Then chuckling to himself, he headed off towards Captain Wilkes' office. As he walked slowly to the meeting, he decided to take the long way round and catch the air on deck. His eyes were drawn to the other vessels sitting quietly nearby, shiny and impressive, the morning sun reflecting off their smart grey hull, ensigns billowing in the breeze. They couldn't be more different from Talisman, as for a start, they didn't show any rust. Her Majesty's Royal Navy was a shadow of her former self or at least as far as he could see.
  A sudden quiet chirp broke his reverie. It was his watch alarm signalling ten minutes until his interview. With a slap of the rail, he stood straight and smoothed down his uniform for the tenth time since he'd put it on, and headed off below deck. Sailors moved with brisk efficiency doing their everyday tasks, stopping to salute as he passed by. He sometimes got the feeling that the men did so out of duty instead of respect. Although they'd been in harbour at ease time, discipline still had to be maintained. Either way, it suited him. Forrester's temperament was for the most part, quiet and self-contained.  However, there had been a time when he had been a little too mouthy with four squaddies in Plymouth, and he'd had to run back to the ship instead of facing them. Not exactly officer—like behaviour. That's why he'd gone back to face the music. It had been a long tender ride back from the boat, knowing he had to face four guys on his own, but better that than running into them next time they docked. It was a memorable occasion. Not so much for the fight that ensued, but because Moorhouse, impressed by what he was doing, had accompanied him on the journey back to Plymouth. As the doctor repeated every time he told the story, “Just in case those poor squaddies needed any help.” It had also been a defining moment for both their careers and friendship because three months later Captain Turnbull, as he had been at the time, had requested they were posted to Talisman. Of course, the crew had never seen any of that behaviour. All they saw was his work face, cool, calm and collected. He did, sometimes, quietly envy the easy relationship that the other officers had with the men, laughs and jokes on their off time, but he found it difficult to step out of his work persona when he wasn't at home with his girls.  
He was looking forward to his shore leave. It was the small things which got to him. The long tours, not being able to play with the girls and teaching them to ride the bikes he had bought for them at Christmas, and now to cuddle or feed the baby. Even the thought of hearing their voices over the phone made him emotional. He spoke to them every night via the ship's telephone but it just wasn't the same. That left Emma. They'd only been married a short time, but she understood what it meant to be a navy wife. The extra wage was going to set them up in that new house she wanted and he was going to be able to give her the green light to make the down payment. This time he wasn't going to take no for an answer. Forrester rounded the final corner. Five minutes, perfect timing. With a deep breath, he removed his hat from under his arm, placed it on his head, smoothed down his uniform for the eleventh time, reached up and knocked on the rather shabby door.



Chapter 2
LORIENT 1944 
A sharp jangle of bells rudely interrupted the steady tick from a small brass alarm clock sitting on the bedside table. The noise seemed to bounce off the walls of Wolfgang Keller's tiny living quarters. A succession of coughs and snorts emanated from beneath a rough woollen blanket under which a tall wiry shape lay. Keller reached out his arm to silence the clock with a reassuring click as his hand hit the button. More coughs as he sat up staring at the hands of the clock, 05:O5, what a time!  
Outside, he could already hear the sounds of people going about their business. So many noises, they all merged into one single cacophony which were quite impossible to distinguish between. He couldn't move for a few seconds because he was so cold. His simple quarters were Spartan to say the least, measuring three metres by three metres. It was dark with one very small window, tiny washbasin, desk, wardrobe and his bed. Bracing himself, he slid his legs over the side of the creaking iron-framed bed and slipped his cold feet into a waiting pair of slippers. He stood up, almost at the same time his hands instinctively reaching for his cigarettes which were by the side of a book of matches. With a smooth, practised move, he slipped one out of the packet and a strong smell of tobacco filled the room as he struck the match and lit the waiting cigarette hanging from his bottom lip. Inhaling deeply, the soft red glow from the tip cast an almost warm glow on the light coloured, dirt stained walls. Struggling to see, he shuffled forward and stubbed his toe on the bed frame. “Shit! Every fucking morning!” With his toe still throbbing, he flicked the switch filling the tiny room with a dull yellow light surrounded by a faint halo of smoke. Making his way to the china washbasin Keller poured water in from a jug. Placing his cigarette over the edge of the washbasin, he looked into the small mirror and stared at his reflection. Keller was thirty five but at this point felt so much older, his dark silvering hair seemed to catch the light and glisten with a flash as he moved his head. A head that was heavy and with eyes still full of sleep. He cupped his hands splashing water which instantly roused him with its chilled temperature. 
Just then, a siren sounded, drowning all other noise. Walking over to the window, he pulled aside the damp curtain which also served as a blackout. He exposed the small, grubby, tape-crossed window panes and gazed through one. Outside was Lorient harbour, a vast sprawling Navy yard, a far cry from its fishing village origins. Men bustled quickly from right to left, vehicles moved around loudly accompanied with nasty clouds of exhaust smoke and in the distance he could hear the sounds of industry.
Turning and picking up his pace, he moved over the cold wooden floor back to the basin and started to shave quickly. The cut-throat razor that his wife, Sabine, had bought him glinted as he carefully but swiftly began to remove the shaving lather from his face. Always such a good shave, he thought. Sabine always did know how to buy a good anniversary present. Pausing for a moment, he looked over to the bedside cabinet at the oval-shaped photograph of a pretty red-headed woman with an auburn-haired baby. “Ah!” he thought, “My dear Sabine and my little Petra.” It had been three months since he had last seen them and it felt such a long time. Things had been so different when he worked in the shipyard at St. Nazaire. He hadn't had to stay in a small cesspit of a room. He could be at home near Quimper with good meals and his beloved wife and daughter. Sabine had never liked their home in Hamburg much, so they had moved to France during peacetime, so as to be close to his other passion. He loved his job designing liners, but this bloody war had destroyed everything. Never mind, he had leave saved and was going to spend Petra's second birthday at home. May 5th, he could wait that long, it was only six months away.
Keller had been working flat out on these new boat designs and they were nearly complete. Today, he was going to get the plans signed off by his superiors. Herr Weib would be so happy. Nothing will stop these boats. This submarine will ensure victory for Germany and end this war. 
Wiping his face and hands he moved to the end of the bed and put on his clothes. Just as he was straightening his suspenders, a loud knock made the door shake. “Herr Keller!” came a voice in a rather hurried tone, “Herr Keller. You're late. Everyone is waiting for you.”
Keller had been late three times this week already. Maybe it was because of the clanging hammering noise at night or because of his lack of sleep, but either way, it all amounted to the same. Pulling on his jacket and lighting another cigarette, he turned towards the door, but not before he had kissed two fingers and pressed them onto his photograph as he passed. The cool early morning air rushed in and the sunlight outside blinded him temporarily. Surprised at just how bright it was, Keller smiled to himself and thought, “My word. Just how dirty are those windows?”
A young man dressed rather scruffily in a brown suit and slightly grey, once white shirt sat on a wall nearby. It was Nikolaus Huber, Keller's apprentice draughtsman. One of the best he had ever had, a nice boy, but with a tendency to get over-excited and make mistakes. Not at all like Keller whose attention to detail and cool persona had sometimes made him appear cold to others, but for now that suited him. He had only one thing on his mind – get this design signed off and get back home. It was at times like this that Keller was glad he was a contractor and thus immune from being called up. Due to his profession as a naval architect, he was far too important to be drafted off to some hellish war zone, though sometimes this felt just the same, being away from his family and surrounded by people he didn't respect or even like – an opinion, he reminded himself, best kept to himself. It wasn't a good idea to voice one's opinions too much around here. Those who did, had a tendency to disappear, either reassigned to somewhere not quite as hospitable or even worse. Well, it wasn't going to happen to him.  
 He hadn't always felt so ill at ease. When he'd first arrived at the yard some three months earlier, the superintendent had been a pleasant gentlemen who'd cared solely about the quality of the ships he built and the safety of his workers at the sacrifice of speed. However, the relentless march of the Nazi war machine meant that they needed ships and lots of them. For some reason, the Allies were sinking more and more every week, so the demand forced a letter from Hitler, himself ordering the running of the yard to be overseen by an SS officer known only as Richter. The latter's inexorable pushing and threats had made mistakes commonplace and Keller was very glad that he didn't have to deal with him too often.  
Today was different. He had a meeting at 8:00 am with Herr Weib, Richter and his staff in order to show his latest design – the fastest, well-armed and technically advanced submarine ever designed. Keller smiled a half grin at Nikolaus, “Thank you for the wake up call, but did I ask for one?”
“No but if Richter had got wind of you being late, it would have meant him watching the drafts room a lot closer.
Deep down, Keller knew he was right, so with a simple gesture, they headed off towards the main building. Raising his arm, Keller checked the time, a little after 6am. “Should we check the yard before we go in?” asked Nikolaus.
Keller paused and looked up, “Yes, perhaps we should.” so walking briskly, they headed off through the many narrow slipways, jetties and towers of scaffolding, noting every mass of plate steel, cold and lifeless, slowly crawling their way higher and higher into the sky. Riveting teams tossed red hot rivets from person to person, like children playing catch; cranes swung huge sheets overhead and the sound of a thousand hammers striking in unison merged together making a repetitive thud like a heartbeat. Snippets of shouted conversations assailed their ears as they passed by. Workers raised their caps respectfully as they moved on and walking through the yard towards the Fitting basins. Keller stopped briefly to check the quality of some of the rivets done the previous day finding their heads squashed unevenly. With a look of displeasure, he reached into his pocket and pulled out a little notebook and worn-down pencil stub. With a quick scribble, he made some small notes before continuing on. “Nikolaus, the yard is at least two weeks behind schedule with those three hulls, and the quality of those rivets is shocking. At this rate, the British won't need to sink us, the ships won't even get out of port. Rushing will only make tonnage look good.” 
They approached an empty slip and Keller stopped to lean on a rail. “The boats from this yard have always done well before. They'll be OK with a few flawed rivets, won't they?” queried Nikolaus.
“That's not the point. It's bad enough that anyone on either side has to be killed but to send men out to die in a sub-standard boat is even worse than putting a gun to their heads.”
Ahead of them lay the large K2 building, an imposing structure rising high above their heads. As they got nearer,  the bustle of activity got less and less. The action happened inside these pens away from the bombers and Allied aircraft. As the men drew closer to the rampway, the creaking of metal and the screech of wheels on rails could be heard. A large shadow emerged from the cavernous expanse ahead, “I believe one of our wolves is back for repair, Nikolaus,” groaned Keller. They watched as the cradle carrying the submarine passed them, dripping with rusty water from its hull. “She's had a bad time. Look at that plate buckling.”
“I see it, Nikolaus, but the Type 10 is large and slow. What use is a boat like that during this war?” replied Keller with a sigh. “Anyway, next week all will be different. In this dock we'll make history –our boat will change everything. Just think, a boat that takes less crew. The height of innovation will be laid right here in this very building. She won't need a pack to sail in, she will be the lone wolf. So terrified will the Allies be that they won't want to fight. They will know it's useless.”



Chapter 3
1985
Admiral Turnbull walked briskly across the dockside away from the staff car parked outside the small office building overlooking Lorient Harbour.  He gazed across the open water towards the estuary, taking in the cool sea air. Dressed in his full uniform, Turnbull, though nearing retirement age, still looked impressively fit. His rigorous exercise regime had left him without an ounce of excess fat on his stocky frame. With a reputation for being firm but fair, he was respected and well-liked by both the men who served under him and also by his superiors at the Admiralty.
The docks were totally quiet, the silence only interrupted by the sound of an occasional seagull’s cry and the waves lapping against the dock piles. Three destroyers sat close to each other, two didn't interest him. To his mind they were all the same except for the third. This had a special place in his heart, HMS Talisman,  his old ship, the best in the fleet, in his eyes. She hadn't changed a bit in the fifteen years since he had last seen her, yes a little rust along her bowline perhaps, but her grey dated outline was quite distinguishable from her modern counterparts. He couldn't wait to make an inspection. Turnbull wasn't normally a nostalgic man but this was different. Having watched her being built from the keel up he could still remember the smell of the fresh paint on the day he took her out on sea trials. 

 Turnbull's tour on her had been largely uneventful except for the collision with a Spanish freighter in heavy fog. Suffice it to say it had left Talisman in dry dock for three months so badly damaged that the navy board had given serious consideration to scrapping her. Memories both painful and vivid came flooding back. He would much prefer to forget that particular incident but was under no illusions that it would become increasingly difficult over the next few days.  
In many respects he regretted not fighting harder to keep his command and couldn't help but feel that his resultant Admiralty promotion upstairs had been a convenient solution to an embarrassing problem. Whilst the Spanish freighter had been carrying illegal goods, and shouldn't have been there in the first place, that hadn't been the real issue. No - Turnbull's main issue was presently sat in his chair in the Captain's cabin. His fists clenched at his sides as he felt anger rising just thinking about that time. 
 Never mind, he was now nearing his seventieth birthday and all good things had to come to an end someday. He was a sailor at heart, but now the only ships he commanded were the models that he built with his grandsons and sailed on the lake back home.  
 Off in the distance he could see the motor launch making its way across from Talisman to collect him from the quayside for his meeting with Captain Wilkes. He couldn't wait to see the ship but he could wait at least another fifteen years to see that arrogant fool. Turnbull had managed to avoid Wilkes most of the time but command promotions required them both to be in attendance. It was, however, the first time they had been held aboard ship, so at least he could look around and maybe get some of that home brew from Doctor Moorhouse who he had met along with Commander Forrester at a function in Plymouth two years earlier. Thankfully, at that time, Wilkes had had a prior engagement. It had been an eventful evening, if only for the home brew which he was sure he could still feel the effects of to this day! But it was also the day he witnessed a young officer face down a large group of squaddies by himself despite knowing the probable outcome. For this had been his first encounter with Forrester. Given his rank, Turnbull couldn't be seen to give any help during the fracas that ensued or for that matter be seen in the kind of bar which Moorhouse had convinced him to go to. He could, however, sit back unseen and observe enough to know that the young man was captain material. It had been for this reason he had pulled some strings and managed to get both Forrester and Moorehouse transferred to Talisman. If it had been up to him, Forrester would have had his Command the first time, but Wilkes kept holding him back. Turnbull knew the reason now. Captain Wilkes was a lazy fool who was happy to sit in the big chair and allow his younger officers do all the work, only stepping up his game when officials came on board, a fact that had been duly noted at the Admiralty. In fact, this was the reason that Talisman was on this exercise in the first place and also why he had made up his mind that he was going to stay on board throughout. 
Just then a quiet ringing broke the silence from the direction of the staff car. The driver answered it and called to him. Turnbull took the phone. “Admiral Turnbull speaking,” he said clearly.
“Hello dear, how are you?” came a quiet voice, “Have you boarded yet?”spoke his wife.
“No, darling. I'm waiting for the launch. It's so good to see the old girl after all these years. I just need to get through this week with that oaf and I'll be home.”
His wife laughed quietly, “You just make sure you play nicely. Actually, I was thinking of bringing Michael and Stephen over to see the exercise for a few days. Would that be alright?”
Turnbull hesitated, “I don't know. I won't be able to spend much time with them as I'll be on ship most of the time.”
There was a muffled exchange of words from the other end of the phone, then two little voices spoke pleadingly, “Please, Grandad. We'll be good for Nana. We promise to be good!”
A smile spread over his face and with a soft laugh, “I guess I can't say no to that then, can I?” He heard a very loud “Yes!” and “Love you, Grandad.”
“I'll be there tomorrow. I'll ring you from the hotel,” his wife answered.
“OK Ali. The launch is here so I'll have to go.” They exchanged their goodbyes and with a flick of his finger hung up the phone. 
The launch bumped against the pontoon and the two sailors saluted as Turnbull walked down the ramp. The first sailor reached out his hand and assisted the Admiral aboard the small motor launch and pushed away across the swell of the outgoing tide towards Talisman. Turnbull thought to himself, “God. I've got flutters in my stomach. It can't be seasickness can it. Has it been so long?” Of course he put it down to excitement just as the launch approached Talisman's port side and immediately saw a muster of officers and men lined up for his arrival. 
Even without his glasses on, Turnbull could see that Wilkes wasn't among the welcome party. Walking up the steep ramp, he realised he would recognise that beard anywhere, Doctor Moorhouse, and next to him, Commander Forrester. A shrill whistle followed by “Admiral on deck” as the company saluted. He responded and put the men “At ease.”
Forrester dismissed the men and saluted again, “Welcome on board, Admiral. It's good to see you, sir. Captain Wilkes is expecting you. Right this way, sir.”
Moorhouse smiled at Turnbull, half saluted and shuffled in behind as they made their way below decks. After polite exchanges of a general nature, Moorhouse slipped into the Medical Bay as they passed. “Please excuse me a minute, sir. I have a gift for you.” He returned moments later with a large, transparent medical bottle filled with a slightly cloudy liquid. “For you, sir. Try not to drink it all at once and if you can, sir, don't drink it alone.”
Turnbull returned a huge grin and Forrester tried hard not to laugh. Stopping briefly, the Admiral opened his holdall and carefully placed the bottle in the bottom and covered it. “You boys sure know how to make an old sea dog happy, don't you?”
“We try, sir.” replied Forrester.
“Permission to speak, sir,” asked Moorhouse.
“What is it, Doctor?”
“Do be careful with that bottle, sir. If it leaks, it'll burn a hole through that bag. It's a strong brew.”
Smiling, Turnbull patted him on the shoulder and continued down the maze of corridors. “So, gentlemen, the ship is looking well for her age. I trust she's looking after you?”
“She's fine, Admiral. Same old Talisman, leaky, rusty and shaking.” laughed Forrester.
The doctor grinned, “Say, Admiral, you wouldn't happen to know why she does the twenty five knot shimmy, would you?”
Blustering, Turnbull quickly changed the subject. “Er... that floor needs polishing over there. It's looking a little streaky. See to it that it's done ASAP.”
After a few moments more, the group descended a set of stairs and came in sight of Captain Wilkes' office, the scarred wooden door flanked on either side by a chair.
“Now, gentlemen, shall we put on our Game faces?” grinned the Admiral.
Forrester knocked once loudly, a curt voice came from within and “Who is it?”
“Forrester, sir. Admiral Turnbull has arrived.” There was silence for what seemed an age. Turnbull shook his head, “You are dismissed, gentlemen, and thank you.” He opened the door, walked into the room and closed the door sharply behind him.
Rounding the corner, Forrester and Moorhouse smirked at each other, snickering quietly as they each returned to their duties.



Chapter 4
Turnbull walked into Captain Wilkes' office finding a small untidy room with worn-fronted cabinets and a strange odour something akin to rotten vegetables. Making his way towards what he assumed was the desk, as it was totally covered in papers files and other assorted items, he wondered what this slob had done to his office. Despite the mess, Turnbull could see furniture and some pictures he still remembered with particular fondness. Wilkes had clearly never changed it even after all this time. Sat in a worn black leather chair was a small, stocky man, with unkempt greasy brown hair and a badly creased uniform. Captain Wilkes! 
“Hands off your cock Wilkes,”
A rather sarcastic, “Do come in, won't you, Admiral. Oh and I do hope that was your idea of humour.”
Turnbull smiled to himself and replied, “Well, you must have been doing something like that as, firstly, it took an age for you to summon me into the office, secondly, you certainly weren't cleaning, and thirdly where's the damn salute for a senior officer? This place is a fucking disgrace. Just look at this desk. If I searched for long enough on there, I might possibly find that Harrier we lost last month. I'm glad to see your First Officer is doing a better job of keeping the ship itself spick and span. Maybe you need to go back through basic training for a month.”
“With all due respect, Admiral, I've been busy with other matters, and may I remind you, the ship is no longer your responsibility, it's mine.” replied Wilkes in a slow sneering tone.
“Busy! Busy doing what, man? We've been in port for three weeks with nothing to do. Your ship outside is spotless and I know who's to thank for that!”
“I assume you mean Forrester. You like him, don't you? In my experience he's an arrogant little bastard. He's too young and too cocky. I don't like the way he looks at me when we're around the ship. If I had the chance I'd bust him down to junior grade and see how he likes that.”
Feeling irritation building up inside of him, Turnbull composed himself with an effort and took a deep breath, “So you do actually go out and about ship so that the crew know you exist. Do you give small things like orders while you're out there or leave all that sort of thing to the other officers while you rot in here? Your officers out there need guidance and they only appear to be getting it from their first officer. The sooner he's away from you, the better. He could be a first rate captain but you've quite deliberately held him back – which in a sense may have been lucky, or otherwise, this ship would've been at the bottom of the sea by now. For that reason, I have decided to stay on board during the upcoming exercise to observe proceedings.”
With that, an air of tension fell on the office. Wilkes looked decidedly uneasy, his face reddened and took on a scornful look, “As you wish, Admiral. Your quarters will be prepared.” 
Turnbull pulled his chair closer, and snarled, “You listen to me, Wilkes. You have twenty four hours to get your shit together and start acting like a captain or I will personally bust you down to junior and see how you like it! We'll meet tomorrow morning at 11OO hours ship time to discuss Forrester's promotion.” With that, he stood and turned to walk out of the door but just before it slammed behind him, Wilkes heard one last comment, “and for fuck's  sake tidy that desk.”
Then he was gone and silence fell over the office save for Wilkes' heavy breathing, “Who the fuck did he think he was? How dare he be so fucking offensive? So what if his office was somewhat untidy. His ship was clean, regardless of who told the crew what to do!” Wilkes thought long and hard about the words still ringing in his ears and ideas whirling around his head. Forrester was an upstart, no better than any other first officer and should think himself lucky he was a first officer at all. Slipping his hand into his top drawer, Wilkes pulled out a quarter bottle of gin, took a swig and relaxed back into his chair. Forrester wasn't getting this promotion. Deep down, Wilkes knew that without the man, his own command would be taken away for sure. He was staying. Old Bully couldn't do anything about it. They both had to be in agreement so all he had to do was show his face around the ship sometimes and otherwise, sit tight and get through these war games. 



Chapter 5
Donald Winters had just finished drafting yet another letter to the Admiralty, his third this year. It seemed they just weren't interested in History any more. Twenty five years of hard research and legwork dismissed. Just like that. Even his letter to his old friend Admiral Turnbull had gone unanswered. Dr. Winters was one of the most respected naval historians in the world having been instrumental in tracking down countless numbers of wrecks. He used to be the Admiralty's 'go-to-man'. Well, he'd thought he was, but given recent events he was no longer quite so sure. His reverie was interrupted by the sound of his study door opening and the slight clink of china. 
“Hello dear,” came a soft whisper, “I've brought you a cup of tea and a sandwich. You missed dinner again, though I did call you several times. Why don't you come and relax for a while? You've been beavering away in here for days with little to eat and even less sleep.”
Winters smiled. His beloved Jean, so understanding, and in his eyes, just as pretty as the day they had met. Her greying hair was tied neatly in a bun but even that could not disguise the fineness of her features despite the advancing years. She was, as ever, concerned for him. He'd been spending a lot of time continuing his research. But he was so close and the numbers and dates didn't lie. It had to be somewhere according to this. It was built, but where did it go?
“Are you coming or do I have to drag you out of here?”
“Yes, love. I'll come out in a moment,” he replied still daydreaming, not hearing the soft sigh and click of the door closing once more. Settling back into his chair eating his sandwich, he began to read through his letter once more.
 
To Whom It May Concern:

With regards to my previous two letters which still remain unanswered, it is of the utmost importance that I have an immediate interview with you. During my recent research I have made a discovery which could be of the greatest historical significance. You continue to fund my work, but with respect, my requests for a meeting are persistently ignored. 

As you may know we hold records of every type of German U-boat ever built and believe we know the locations of almost all of them. However, I think I have found one which may be of interest to the Admiralty. I am of he opinion that this advanced prototype disappeared shortly after completion. I therefore request the loan of a survey vessel for a short time in order to search the area in which I suspect she disappeared. The submarine designated UX-505 seems to be a variation of the Type 10 but something about the descriptions in notes I have discovered, do not match a standard boat of that class.

It is for this reason, it is imperative I meet with you to discuss the finding of this vessel It may be a matter of national importance.

Yours sincerely,

Dr. Donald Winters Ph.D 

 
Short, but to the point, he thought as he folded the letter and placed it into an expensive-looking, cream envelope printed with his return address on the reverse. The set had been a present from Jean last year. She always did know how to make a good first impression though at this moment in time, Winters couldn't care less about how nice the paper or envelope was. He just wanted a damn reply.  
Looking around his study, he noted the mess of papers, files and maps, all yellowing with age. It had been a tough job looking through all of it, but intensely satisfying. If the evidence he'd discovered was correct, this boat could have changed the war. The question was, why didn't it and where was she now? With a flurry and a quick pat on the arms of his chair, he rose to his feet knocking over a pile of documents that had been carefully sequenced for future examination but was so tired that he couldn't even muster the energy to bend down and pick them up.  
Suddenly something caught his eye, a photograph, old and dog-eared, the red stamp marked TOP SECRET just about visible from among the other papers that were obscuring it. The papers had been sent from a friend in Berlin and had only recently been declassified. Reaching down he began sifting through an odd assortment of what looked like invoices, schedules and other documentation until he carefully retrieved the picture. The yellowing hue of the old image made it difficult to see at first but as the moments passed, his tired eyes managed to focus, scanning every inch of the picture through his grease-smudged spectacles. After polishing the lenses, he continued his examination. Very slowly, a feeling of excitement grew from within him. It felt as though it began at his feet and continued through his body prickling the nerves at the top of his head and culminating in a huge grin. This was surely the proof he was looking for but then he doubted his eyes and brain, it must be a different boat. Without shifting his focus from the photo for a second,  he felt blindly down the side of his chair's cushion for his large microscope. “Come on, where the devil is it?” His right hand quickly located what he wanted. “Ah! Got it!” Placing the picture flat on the table he pulled over his angled desk lamp. His hands shook with anticipation as he peered carefully through the magnifying glass, eyes widening as the image of a submarine came into focus. Winters' trained eyes scanned the boat from bow to stern. It was a Type10 but she seemed larger, somehow wider. Maybe her deck gun was also lower mounted. It was unusual for a boat to have one at that stage of the war as they rarely surfaced. The photograph was stained and dusty. He needed a clearer look. Reaching into his top pocket, he pulled out the white cotton handkerchief which Jean always insisted he carry. Going against everything he'd ever been taught, he set about cleaning away the dirt. As he did so, the boat's conning tower became easier to make out. The standard logo came into view, then a letter U and an X. By this point Winters was almost jumping out of his chair in excitement, but no, he thought to himself, this evidence is compelling. One slip here could destroy the photograph and along with it, any hopes of getting help from the Admiralty. So he continued to gently dab away decades of dust and grime. 505. UX 505. That's it. Proof at last. Physical, credible proof. There was no doubt now. This boat wasn't just designed. She'd been built.  
 Standing, he tottered over to his briefcase forced it open and stuffed a rather messy file of papers into it. Then he carefully sealed the photograph in a brown envelope and also put that into his case. “Damn the letter,” he thought, “if they won't reply to me, I'm going to them.” Closing the briefcase with a reassuring clunk he grabbed his dictaphone from the worn wooden bookshelf and headed to the study's heavy panelled door. Opening it a strong smell of fresh flowers and beeswax polish filled his nostrils as he walked up the lightly coloured hallway which was flanked on either side with low bookcases full of old-looking books, towards the back of the house.  
Rushing into the large open kitchen, he blinked momentarily as the bright evening sunshine shone through the patio doors. Jean was sitting at sturdy pine country table, the remains of her dinner set to one side and the cutlery still lying neatly in his place. She'd been reading but looked up, startled, at his entry, “Oh darling! Good, you're here. I was thinking we could go for a drink in the village this evening.”
“No time, love. I have to go to London,”
Jean looked up puzzled with just a tinge of frustration, “Right now? But Donald, it's five o'clock. You won't get there until ten. Why ever do you need to go to London?”
“I've done it, Jean. I've found proof the boat was built and now I have a photograph to prove it.”
“That's marvellous but even if you do go now, they won't see you until tomorrow morning. Why don't you just pack your case and get some sleep. You could catch a train to London at six then be there early and, most importantly, rested.”
Winters smiled, she was right as usual. Maybe after some rest he would be able to think clearly about what he wanted to say, assuming of course that he could stop his mind racing and actually get some sleep. 
“You're right, love. Okay, after I've put my papers in order, we'll go for that drink and I'll explain in more detail about what I've found.” 



Chapter 6
Keller made his way swiftly to the Drafts room, a large open area filled with tables. A big ship's diagram covered the wall behind his desk at the front of the room. Covering his desk were many rolls of heavy paper. Pausing for a moment, he selected two then opened his drawer and pulled out a brown string-bound file full of papers. He closed the drawer, re-locking it with the tiny brass key which he then placed in his breast pocket. Nikolaus stood in the doorway tapping his foot anxiously on the concrete floor. 
“You look uneasy, Nikolaus. You can stay here if you want.”
The younger man looked up, surprised, “No, I'll be fine. I just don't like dealing with Richter, he worries me.”
Keller smiled reassuringly, “Nikolaus, my friend, Richter is the least of our worries. When he sees these designs he'll throw every resource at us.”
“I hope you're right,” Nikolaus said nervously.
“I am right.”
“He is SS. Anything for bloodshed and Hitler.”
“No, It's Weib you need to worry about.”
The pair moved off swiftly towards the main offices. Cranes were moving overhead with torpedoes and other major supplies waited on a submarine sitting quietly in a nearby bay. Welding sparks flying from a gas torch could be seen lighting up the dull concrete walls from an adjacent bay. “They didn't waste any time on that one, did they?” said Nikolaus.
Keller turned to look, “No, they didn't but that conning tower is going to need replacing,” he replied.
A large steel door headed off from the main floor up a steep set of steps. Closing the door behind them, the sound of the works outside became muffled. Their footsteps echoed loudly as they reached the top onto the main corridor running the length of K2. They had to walk for another minute through the huge complex before reaching Weib's office.
“Are you ready for this, Nikolaus?” who nodded. Just as Keller raised his fist to knock a voice from inside shouted, “Come in”
Puzzled, Nikolaus wondered out loud, “How does he do that?”
Opening the door, the pair walked in. Weib's office was utilitarian at best but it was worth noting it was the only office with a huge window from which he could see all the bays and workers below. Weib sat at his desk smoking a cigarette, “Gentlemen, how are you? Please come in. You know Herr Richter, don't you.”
“Yes sir, Good morning sir.” Richter said nothing but remained in position leaning against the window and looking out through the large window over the many bays. His presence, the worn leather coat and the lapel insignia made the atmosphere a lot more intense and Nikolaus felt his anxiety levels increase still further. 
“Let's get down to business. I know we all have many things to do today,” Weib said, settling back in his chair.
Keller nodded, “May I use your board, sir?” Weib nodded and gestured open-handedly at the large wall-mounted board containing some hastily pinned notices. Together, Keller and Nikolaus rolled out the design and pinned it to the board. Keller pulled out his pencil and cleared his throat before speaking, “As we all know, I've been working on this design to help solve a problem which has been dogging our current submarine fleet.” Weib raised an eyebrow but said nothing, “Our fleet requires a lot of upkeep, mainly of men, munitions and provisions. I've designed a submarine that can be manned by as few as five or seven men.”
“Ridiculous!” sneered Weib.
“No, sir. It's not. Allow me to show you.” Pointing at the drawing with his pencil, Keller indicated the enlarged conning tower, “The main problem on a standard boat is storage for provisions and torpedoes. My design makes it possible for the crew to live and work in the conning tower which leaves, excluding the engineering section in the rear compartment, solely for torpedo storage and provisions. With this design the tours could be a lot longer as water, food and munitions would last commensurately longer.” 
Weib interrupted, “Impossible! It takes four men to load a torpedo into the tube. Who would run the rest of the boat during an engagement? Would she run herself?”
Realising that this demonstration wasn't going well, Keller cleared his throat before continuing, “Sir, taking into account our mine laying experience without the need for bulk head separation, it's possible to run the torpedoes on tracks the full length of the hull. This would then feed them into cradles in the tubes. The width of my design has allowed for two tracks, one to each forward tube, and enable torpedoes to be held on racks either side of the tracks as one is fired and the other moves over to take its place. Once the main cradles have been exhausted, rams will push the stored torpedoes onto the track and the procedure begins again.” 
Richter chuckled quietly to himself. Weib stood and looked at the drawings, “It is a big boat, I will give you that, and the principle sounds promising. However, I still have my doubts that the automation of such systems would work.”
“We have all the technology in different applications all over the front. It's just a case of putting them into practice,” replied Keller quickly, not wanting to lose Weib's good will. He paused a moment to regroup his train of thought then continued, “The systems have been designed and bench tested in small scale. We've also worked out all the control issues. It will work. Given the resources, I can have the boat built and ready for sea trials in twelve months. The fire power this U-Boat will have is like nothing anyone has ever seen. She could destroy a whole fleet of vessels.” 
Weib sat quietly, then spoke up, “I just don't think it's worth the man power and resources.”
“But...” started Keller.
Raising his hand, Weib said, “This facility is already stretched very thin and you want me to pull men and resources off other boats to build your dream? We're at war and this is a maintenance facility. We can't build prototypes out in the open! You know that has to be done in here and that takes up valuable space for any returning boat and crew. Our fabrication shops that could forge and shape the pieces necessary for a bespoke boat are extremely limited. Maybe it could be done in Hamburg, but this is Lorient.” 
A silence fell over the office. Nikolaus, too scared to say anything, found an interesting notice on the wall and stared at it. A click and the smell of fresh smoke broke the silence. Richter, still facing the window, began to speak, “It is an interesting design, Keller. Who have you told about it other than us in this room?” 
“No one, sir. Only myself and Nikolaus here, my draughtsman.” 
Nikolaus felt even more uneasy at hearing his name mentioned and a cold bead of sweat rolled down his furrowed forehead.
“That is strange Herr Keller,” said Richter taking a very large drag of his cigarette. “Very strange indeed. I see you haven't altered the weakness of the design. It still runs one tube at the stern and one fish.”
Puzzled and amazed, Keller and Nikolaus looked at each other. How did he know? He hadn't looked at the drawing once during the meeting.
“There is a weak point as Grand Admiral Donitz noticed and it is not totally true that you have not told anyone else about the design. Is it, Keller?” He reached into his breast pocket and pulled out a letter slamming it down onto the table. “Did you forget about the letter you sent to Admiral Donitz' staff?”
Keller had forgotten how, in a temper, two months ago, he had mailed a letter and a copy of the designs after being refused an interview. Richter now looked stern and moved closer, his blond hair and piercing blue eyes burning into Keller's in a way he didn't like at all.
“It arrived two weeks ago and the Admiral's staff passed it onto him. He is very interested indeed. As am I, as in why I wasn't informed before you mailed it.”
“I'm sorry, Herr Richter. I really am. I was just trying to.....”
Slamming his palm onto the table, “Yes, you were just trying to make me look foolish. Is that what you were trying to do?” snarled Richter.
“N..no sir, stammered Keller. I was trying to do my bit for Germany.”
Richter turned back to the window and his voice changed back to its slow soft tone, “That is OK then. I have both good news and bad news for you, Keller. Herr Weib is correct. We don't have the facilities here at K2 for such a project, so a new class is out of the question.”
Keller's heart sank, “Two years of work wasted.”
“However, the project will go ahead. Out there we have a boat, that Type 10 should be fine for your needs. I will give you two maintenance crews and one of the reinforced warehouse near K4 for casting and forging.” 
Keller spluttered, “But sir, it won't work. Those designs are for a ground-up build. It would take months to plan a retro fit.”
Richter lit another cigarette and turned slowly, “You had better make it work then. Admiral Donitz has plans for this boat. He wants progress reports sent every three days. Now, would you like to hear the bad news?”
Keller thought, “My God, if that was the good news what the hell is coming now?”
Richter dropped his cigarette on the ground and stubbed it out with the toe of his boot, “You have six months. The Admiral wants her on sea trials in six months, no longer. It should not pose a problem. You said you could build a whole boat in twelve months. That is what he said, was it not, Nikolaus?” looking straight at him.
Nikolaus nodded, unable to speak as he was so terrified.
“Then let us get to it, shall we? You have some work to do. Oh and one last thing. You are  not an enlisted man are you, Keller?”
“No sir. I'm a contractor. As a Naval architect, I'm exempt from being called up.”
Richter smiled in a way that none of them had seen before. “Then a word of warning. It had better work. And if you ever go over my head again, I hear the Eastern Front is quite invigorating at the moment.”
Keller and Nikolaus hastily rolled up the plans and papers and headed for the door. A voice called after them, “Six months, Keller, six months.” The door slammed behind them and with Richter's words still ringing in their ears, set off down the long corridor. The walk back was very quiet, full of anxiety and fear. Keller broke the silence, “It can't be done. It just can't. How are we going to do it?”
Nikolaus spoke up, “Twelve months! We could build a boat like that in twelve months! What were you thinking?”
Keller realised that he'd brought the fury of Richter down on them both. The letter, the lie and the unrealistic time frame had just made everything worse. “We've some work today. Nikolaus, go back to the drafts room, pull out all the designs for that Type 10 mine layer. I'll meet you over there shortly.”
Making his way over to Slip 3 Keller sat on the cold hard concrete ledge. He stared at the now tower-less submarine, a huge gaping hole where it once sat. How was he going to make it work? As he surveyed the hull in his mind, out of the corner of his eye, he could see Richter still looking down over the pens from the wide window, watching every move. Standing, he straightened his shirt and headed off towards the Drafts room. 



Chapter 7
As Forrester walked through the door of Wilkes' office, a smell hit him, the same one that always did, a mix of body odour and dust. He saluted. 
“At ease, Commander. Please take a seat.”
Forrester took off his hat and placed it on the empty chair beside him and neatly placed his hands on his lap. Wilkes and Turnbull sat on the opposite side of the desk to him. The desk, unusually clear of detritus, held a jug of water and three glasses.
Wilkes began, “We all know what you're here for, so let's start, shall we, then you can get back to your duties. Admiral, would you care to continue?”
Turnbull cleared his throat, “So, Commander, tell us why you should get a command of your own?”
Forrester sat calmly, collecting his thoughts for a moment, “Well, sir, I feel I've served this vessel well and done my best to keep morale and standards high. Captain Wilkes has encouraged me and given me the freedom necessary to learn what is expected of a First Officer.”
Turnbull nodded encouragingly, making short scrawled notes as he did so. 
“A warship is a real challenge and a huge responsibility. You have children, don't you?” Wilkes asked curtly. 
“I do, sir.”
“You could be stationed anywhere within a moment's notice. It's a risk for a family man and while they're not necessarily mutually exclusive, in my experience, you're either navy or family. The responsibility of command comes first. You have other priorities and the nature of our job means that you will inevitably be confronted with difficult choices.”
Turnbull grated, “That isn't true. I had young children when I was a Captain. It makes you stronger, gives you a sense of what you're fighting for. Isn't that right, Forrester?”
“Yes, Admiral. I'm here to protect England and safeguard my children's future.”
Wilkes sat uneasily in his chair, his face beginning to show some irritation.
“I have what it takes, sirs. I'm ready to strike out on my own and I'm perfectly confident that Peters will make an excellent First Officer.”
“Do you now. You're ready to go it alone,” scoffed Wilkes sarcastically. “That's rather conceited of you, isn't it? It seems to me your ego is running away with you. You're cocky. Too cocky by half in my opinion. You always have been and to my mind you could use another year to learn some humility.”
“Sir, with all due respect, I've taken this ship everywhere it has needed to go, performed above and beyond what's expected of me. You can't keep me here for ever,” Forrester said stiffly. 
Turnbull stayed silent but realised that he'd have to speak his mind soon.
Captain Wilkes pondered Forrester's last statement for a moment before answering smugly, “If you don't like it here, you could always go back to that pretty wife of yours and be a civvie.”
Forrester felt a tide of rage bubble up inside him. How dare he? Something in the way Wilkes had said it, ignited memories of a countless number of previous arguments that he wished he had stood his ground on. Forrester looked over at Turnbull and with a reassuring smile, the Admiral calmed his temper.
Turnbull spoke curtly to Wilkes, “That was extremely harsh, Captain.”
Wilkes stared in amazement at the admiral, “Oh! I'm sorry if I've hurt his feelings. I meant no disrespect about that dainty little thing, of course, but I've been asked for my blunt assessment and I've given it.” 
That was it. Forrester shot out of his chair, “How dare you sir. I don't like your tone or implication. Do you really think talking about the wife of a fellow officer in that way is in any way acceptable? Well it certainly wouldn't be on my ship.” Forrester's eyes burned with a fire Turnbull had seen once before.
Wilkes smirked, “But it isn't your ship. It's mine. How do you expect to run a boat when you can't even keep your temper? D'you see?” he sneered looking over at Turnbull, “Hot headed and cocky. You need more training, Forrester. That's my final word.”
“Permission to speak freely sir.”
“Granted,” said the admiral. 
“Captain, this boat like you, is falling apart. Myself and the other officers have endeavoured to paper over the cracks and make her seem efficiently run but when other naval personnel come aboard the faults and inefficiencies stand out a mile” 
 Wilkes drawled “I would have thought that you would at least be professional enough to respect the rank which you yourself aspire to, but it appears that even common courtesy is beyond you. Your arrogance is breathtaking, Forrester.” 
Turnbull raised his head, “Gentlemen, enough. Commander, please be so kind as to wait outside.”
Forrester picked up his hat and walked out of the door, closing it sharply behind him.
The Admiral turned to face the rather frazzled looking Wilkes. “What the hell are you playing at? That Officer out there is Captain material and we both know it.”
“May I speak plainly and off the record, sir?” Turnbull nodded his assent. “You think insubordination is a necessary quality in a Captain, do you? Where is the evidence of personal control in pressure situations?”
“You listen to me, Wilkes. Granted he was wrong to lose his temper but you clearly goaded him. You can take this on or off the record – if you spoke about my wife in that way, I would have personally thrown your lazy arse overboard. To be perfectly frank your rhetoric during what was a formal interview was anything but professional since we're using your word for the day.”
Outside, Forrester sat dejectedly, his head in his hands. What had he done? How was he going to tell Emma? A low quiet whistle came from the room next door. Moorhouse popped his head out. “Alright, pal?”
“No” replied Forrester glumly. 
“I know. I heard it all. You fucked that one up didn't you? It stopped being formal and quickly became personal.” 
“How the hell have you heard all that?” asked Forrester, part in anger, part amazement.
Moorhouse held up a glass, “Oldies are the goldies! Thin walls, my friend. It cost me money though,” he went on, “I had a tenner on it becoming physical.”
Forrester couldn't even bring himself to smile. “I've screwed it up, my friend. I'll be lucky to come out of this with my career.”
Moorhouse sat down in the next chair, “Listen, Turnbull protected you. He knows what the captain is like. A fool's word isn't worth anything, so just relax and take the slap you're going to get and deserve. After all, you've done what everyone on this ship has dreamed of doing.
You'll be a legend by the time I've embellished a few things with this story”.

“Don't you dare, Paul....” 
“That's my Sunday best name. Is it Sunday? You haven't called me that in years.”
At that moment, the door opened and Admiral Turnbull walked out into the vestibule and closed the door behind him. “Moorhouse,...”
“Yes, sir?”
Turnbull gave him one look.
“Sorry, sir, I'm gone.”
“The glass, please, Moorhouse.” The Admiral held out his hand, “Thank you, Moorhouse.”
Moorhouse moved away down the corridor, “I'm gone.” and disappeared around the corner.
“Turnbull snapped, “Moorhouse!”
A quiet, “Yes sir” could be heard, “I'm all the way gone, sir.”
Turnbull sat, looking at Forrester.
“I'm sorry, sir, I'll go and apologise,” the younger man said.
“Like hell you will. But you don't get away with it that easily. The captain lost control as well and he also crossed the line, but insubordination is just that, insubordination, even if what you said was true. So, this is what you're going to do. You're going to sit out these war games.”
“But sir,”
“No buts, Commander. I want to evaluate Captain Wilkes. I know you can do these in your sleep. No, you're going to go ashore. I'll arrange lodgings for you at a nice hotel in town. It's on me. Have some R and R.”
“Please, sir.
“Forrester, don't make me put an MP at your door and confine you to quarters.”
“Ok, sir.”
“Good. I'm rescheduling this review for a week's time. I'll contact you with details later. Now go and relax but don't leave Lorient. I may need you here. Take Moorhouse fishing tomorrow, but I want him back before we start the games, so don't lose him in a gutter somewhere.”
“No, Sir.”
“Dismissed.”
Forrester turned, but before walking away, said “Thank you, sir.”
Turnbull smiled and answered, “Nothing to thank me for yet.”
The Admiral walked back into Wilkes' office to find him at ease reading a magazine.
“Right, I have dismissed Forrester.”
“Excellent. I'm glad you've seen it my way, but I will, of course, expect a public apology. I think it's the least my rank entitles me to.”
“Now listen, you malicious little bastard.” hissed Turnbull, “He's sitting out these games and you're going to command and run your own ship for a change. I'm going to be assessing you at every turn. You'd better be up to scratch because if you're not, that's it, you're finished and done.”
“But Admiral”
“Don't you Admiral me. For this exercise Peters will be your First Officer. I've rescheduled Forrester's interview for next week and I'm handing his files and reports to Captain Hughes. Between the three of us we'll decide if he's worthy to be Captain. That is, of course, assuming that you've passed your own assessment. Start planning your strategies for the games. Briefing is at 0800 hours tomorrow morning, and remember, I'm watching every move and order you make,” and with that, he marched out of the door closing it with a bang. 



Chapter 8
Forrester walked slowly back to his cabin, his head awash with thoughts about how he could possibly explain everything to Emma. She was so looking forward to moving into the new house. Although Turnbull had given him some reassurance that it was Wilkes who was going to be watched, he still felt frustrated that he'd allowed Wilkes to goad him into the argument. He also felt Turnbull was a little disappointed with him for his actions. Being confined to Port had made that quite clear. That said, part of him couldn't help but be relieved that he'd finally stood his ground and said what he'd wanted to say for five long years. 
Turning the corner he entered the Mess Hall. It was filled with sailors on downtime going about their business. As he walked through the door, he quickly spotted Moorhouse sitting at a table with Granger, the Chief Engineer. A silence fell over the mess, followed by a spontaneous round of applause topped with whoops and hollers. Forrester couldn't help but grin. It was obvious that Moorhouse had been busy telling of his meeting with the captain. He raised his hand and smiled. It felt good. Even though he had been hard on the men it was clear that they did respect him after all. His hand brought order back to the room and in a moment, very unlike him, he called for drinks all round to be on his tab. Moorhouse smiled as he sat down “I see you've been spinning your yarns, Doctor,” said Forrester.
“Hey! Least I could do. You said everything this crew has wanted to say for years and got away with it.”
“Not quite, Doc. Turnbull has confined me to the Naval Base for the duration of the exercise.”
Moorhouse raised an eyebrow and looked over at Granger, who thus far had said nothing but had been listening intently. The Chief, a man in his mid-fifties was a pleasant fellow who had an uncanny knack of knowing when to speak his opinion and when not. 
At this moment, Forrester needed all the positive reinforcement he could get and Granger seemed to instinctively sense that.
“You did what any man would do under the circumstances. I know a lot of men who would have kicked his ass all over that shit hole he calls an office. The fact is, he stepped way beyond the bounds of what is both professional and acceptable. The Admiral isn't mad at you as far as I can make out. You're off the ship so Wilkes can have his command style assessed without your influence on the crew. Did he confine you to the Base?”
Forrester grinned, “No. I'm free to go as I please. I'm just not to step foot on board until further notice.”
“Then there's nothing to worry about. The crew will do their best and follow orders, but as for the quality of those orders, that is what is being assessed.”
The Commander couldn't believe he'd never taken the time to speak off duty with the Chief before. “Thanks Chief, I know the ship will be in good hands. At least I can rely on the crew to ensure we perform well.”
Granger broke into a small laugh, “Yes sir. You can be sure we'll have some funny stories to tell to tell when this is all over next week.”
Moorhouse leant over the table and poured a small amount of liquid from a silver flask into the Chief's coffee which was downed speedily. Moorhouse then did the same into Forrester's mug. “Hey! What're you doing, I don't drink on duty and you know that.” 
The doctor looked up at him from over the flask as he took a sly swig, “Ah yes, my friend, but you're not on duty. Have you forgotten the Admiral's orders? You're off the boat,. Now, doctor's orders, drink up and go and pack before I call the Master-at Arms to throw you off the ship.”
Forrester stood up, downed the coffee in one “You can't throw me off the boat, as you're supposed to be coming off as well. Admiral's orders. You're with me until the exercise begins.”
Granger laughed, “He has you there, Doc.”
“Shore leave? I know just where we can go. There's a bar in town...you want to see what the waitress can do with an ice cube.”
“No, Doctor, just a quiet few drinks will do,” replied Forrester.
“I'm seriously starting to worry about you. You're becoming a real a spoilsport, you know. Emma and the girls know how to have fun. Why don't you let your hair down just this once, pleeeeease!”
“Ok Doc, whatever you say. Get packed. The tender leaves at 1200 hours” 
Forrester gestured to the Chief and walked out of the room still grinning.
From over his shoulder a shout from Moorhouse followed him, “Make sure you pack your dancing shoes. We're gonna burn up this town.”
Opening the door to his cabin, Forrester stepped inside, throwing his hat onto the chair. He stood in front of the washbasin looking into the mirror. Turning on the tap, he splashed cold water over his face and picked up the small hand towel hung on a nearby rail. Moving slowly, he perched on the edge of his bunk careful not to hit his head. Time off. When was the last time he'd had time off?  At least when he was at home he could play with the kids or sit and relax with Em. What on earth was he going to do? He knew what Moorhouse would have him do, but he couldn't face a drinking session like that. Perhaps he could rent out a boat and go fishing. That was something he hadn't done for a long long time. Maybe it would take his mind off things. Lying back onto his pillow, he looked over at the photo of his girls and Em, checking the time with a glance. Reaching over onto his side cabinet, he pulled the telephone towards him. Should he call and tell Emma? It was only fair but he really didn't want to disappoint her. Finally plucking up courage, he dialled their home number. A few seconds passed until a soft voice answered. “Hi Honey, it's me.” He explained everything about the disastrous interview leaving no details out. 
Emma listened patiently then spoke, “Don't worry. We'll manage. It seems it just might be for the best. The Admiral knows you're a good man and if you hang tight until after these exercises, I'm sure you'll be fine. Go and relax but tell Paul I'll kill him if I find out he's let you pass out in a gutter again. Remember, we love you and are very proud of you.”
Forrester said his goodbyes and put down the phone. Looking at the clock again, “Shit!” It was nearly 1200 hours. He sat up quickly, smashing his head yet again, “Oh for fuck's sake.”
Moving rapidly, he pulled a holdall from his locker and stuffed it full of clothes and necessary toiletries. Within five minutes he was done and already locking his cabin door. A strange feeling hit him as he was turning the key that he couldn't quite put his finger on. Moments later, he emerged onto the deck to find Moorhouse waiting for him.
“Hurry up lad. It's party time.”
“Listen, Doc. I was thinking of doing some fishing,” said Forrester.
“Fishing? Why the hell didn't you say sooner? Hang on. Hold the tender. I'll be back in a minute.”
“Paul, where ….?” but he was gone.
After what seemed like an age Moorhouse re-emerged back at his side slightly out of breath and re-arranging his holdall.
“What the hell was all that about?”
A very large grin spread over his friend's face. “Oh, I just had to get my fishing rod.”
Forrester shook his head. He knew better than to question the Doc's ideas as sometimes feigning ignorance was eminently preferable. 



Chapter 9
Keller returned to the Drafts Room through the maze of dimly lit corridors. How was he going to do this? His plans were for a new boat. Could the existing designs really be suitably adapted? Nikolaus was already rolling out the plans on the large worn table as Keller walked through the double doors rubbing his forehead. Bending over the drafts table he moved the large angle poise lamp and pulled it back to his preferred position. The light illuminating the yellow paper highlighted the bold swastika motif. Nikolaus joined him after laying the plans of the new boat onto an adjacent table. 
Pulling out his slide rule from a drawer and producing a pencil, he asked, “Bring me the tracing paper, please.” A moment later, Nikolaus had placed a huge roll of semi-transparent paper over the drawing. The man was good and instinctively knew exactly what Keller wanted. 
“We're going to have to widen her from bow to stern by at least three feet if we're to have a prayer of fitting everything in.”
Nikolaus shook his head and motioned towards the new drawing, “That may not be necessary if we insert a new eight metre section just aft of the conning tower.”
Keller smiled thinking to himself that just maybe it would be possible after all. “We would need to separate her here,” pointing with his pencil, “It would allow the tracks to be manufactured in sections. Let's get to work.”
Over the next few hours the two men worked intently, accompanied by nothing except the steady sound of the kettle bubbling away on the small stove across the room. Smoke curled from their cigarettes as the scratch of pencil on paper came from both desks.
Nikolaus sat staring at his work, trying desperately not to think about what had been said that morning. His concentration was momentarily broken as a metal mug of coffee was placed at his elbow. “Thank you, sir.” he said to Herr Weib who acknowledged with a nod.
Keller turned from his table to face them both, his coffee in his hand. 
Weib took a long suck on his pipe before he spoke, “Your friend has gone to Germany for a few days so for now you can just concentrate on the job in hand. I really wish you had spoken to me first before sending those plans.”
Keller knew he was right. “I know, sir, it was a foolish mistake. I wanted this boat built so badly that I wasn't thinking straight.”
Weib looked long and hard at Keller, “Can it be done?”
Keller had a new optimistic outlook and replied, “If we don't have any manufacturing setbacks, I don't see why not. I'll have to pull two teams morning and night for the next few weeks. We'll have the drawings for all the parts finished by tomorrow morning and with your permission I would like to hold a meeting with both department heads at nine o'clock.” 
“It would appear that this takes precedence over some of the other scheduled jobs here so do as you see fit. Keep me posted. It's most important that we keep Herr Richter off our backs. We don't want him reporting back to anyone,” and with that Weib walked out of the door.
Nikolaus turned back to his desk and reached for another cigarette. Keller's voice came softly from behind him, “What's wrong?”
Startled, he spun round. “Nothing, I'm fine.”
“Don't lie to me, man, I've known you long enough to know, and also your hand is shaking!”
Nikolaus couldn't remain quiet any longer, “Do you know what will happen to us if we don't succeed?” 
“We will succeed.”
“How do you know?”
“Everything can be done on time.”
“But that's the luxury we don't have – time! Can you not see that we'll end up at the front line or worse.”
“Nikolaus, concentrate on this task. I know it was all my fault and I'll take all responsibility for failure but we can do this.”
The other man seemed slightly more at ease but he still had grave doubts. “OK. Put the kettle back on. I guess it's going to be a long day.”
With fierce levels of concentration, and with scarcely a break, they worked straight through to two in the morning.
“Have you finished?” asked Keller. Nikolaus marked one last bulkhead and shuffled everything together, “I think so.”
Keller opened a large bag and piled some drawings in it. “Nikolaus, I'll get these couriered over to the foundry tomorrow morning,” he said. “The others will need to be manufactured here. Can I leave these to you?” Huber nodded then yawned. 
Raising an eyebrow the other man said, “Get some rest. I'll finish here.”
Keller collected his pencils and other assorted implements, placed them into his drawer and made his way over to the heavy metal safe. With a large silver key, he opened it and placed the bag containing the plans inside. Relocking the door he spun the handle, It closed with Swiss accuracy leaving little or no gap along the seams. Then picking up his cigarettes and briefcase, he moved out of the door locking it behind him. K2 was quiet except for distant murmurs. Making his way down the corridors leading to the main bays he could see below him the boat lying in its dock. The opening in the hull where the conning tower had been, yawned up at him. “Tomorrow is going to be a big day,” he thought. “The yard crews won't be happy.” No one had ever sectioned a boat before and the job would be made that much harder because of the necessary secrecy. This part of France was full of Resistance spies. In ideal circumstances, the job would have been done in Hamburg away from prying eyes but at this stage of the war, it wasn't ideal. Making his way down the steps and past the basins he headed back towards his quarters. Despite the lateness of the hour he still had every intention of writing home. As it was, having been distracted by even more shoddy workmanship, it was nearly three in the morning before he arrived back at the hut. 
 Fumbling with his keys he unlocked the door and flicked on the light. Stripping off, he folded his suit over the end of his bed, lit a cigarette and sat at his small desk to write his letter. Before starting, he slid open a drawer, pulled out a half bottle of schnapps and without using a glass took a swig. The dim yellow light made it hard to see well but he had to at least make an effort and so with that, he began. 



Chapter 10
As the tender arrived at the dock, Forrester and Moorhouse stepped off. They looked around the picturesque sea front of Lorient spread out before them. The sun shone brightly in a stunning blue cloudless sky and the sea was flat and calm. A perfect day. Forrester pulled out a note which had been passed to him. Written on it was the address of his lodgings for the next few days. 
“Well, I guess we'd best get a taxi,” he said.
“Leave that to me,” grinned Moorhouse, looking at a grey Renault 18 spluttering its way up the road towards them. To Forrester's astonishment his friend simply stepped into the road in front of the car which with a screech of brakes stopped mere inches away from him. Opening the back door he said, “Your carriage awaits, sir.” Still shaking his head in amazement, Forrester threw his bag inside and jumped in followed by Moorhouse who was slightly more careful with his holdall. The taxi driver didn't even turn to acknowledge them, just scanned the address and drove away from the kerb. 
“So, what's the plan? Check you in and then go find someone stupid enough to rent us a boat?” asked Moorhouse.
“Yes,” replied Forrester, “I'll sort out the boat details while you get us some refreshments.” He reappeared quite quickly from the front of the hotel having been pleasantly surprised.  It wasn't five star but at least he wasn't going to be cracking his head every time he sat up in bed. 
After a few minutes Moorhouse appeared, still clutching his holdall, “Are we off then?”
“What are you doing with your bag, leave it in my room,” puzzled Forrester.
“It's just got some essentials in it.”
“Ok, let's go,” and off the two headed in the direction of the marina.
“You go on ahead,” muttered Moorhouse, “I forgot the supplies.”
Forrester walked slowly down the street, the aroma of freshly baked baguettes and petit pain came from open boulangerie doorways, caramelised nuts, chocolate from the sweet shops, flowers from the fleuriste. He stopped momentarily to look in at a small art gallery. Everywhere was so typically French – beautiful, peaceful. Soon the small streets opened out to a wide promenade. There again was the sea sparkling silver in the sunshine. To the left was the old town and the marina. Hanging on a chain link fence was a worn sign that roughly translated said boats were for hire. As he leant against the railings waiting for Moorhouse he looked over at the distant harbour. He could see the ships at anchor out at sea whilst off to the other side lay the massive concrete fortresses of the U-Boat pens with their large openings and vaulted roofs just visible through the glare off the water. 
“I'm rather puffed,” gasped Moorhouse as he jogged round the corner to join him. He held a large crate of beer and a fat French baguette.
“What the hell? I said refreshments.”
“Yes and that's what I got – refreshments. I know how to treat you, don't I?” replied Moorhouse with his wolfish grin.
“Fuck sake! OK, then let's go see what we can get.”
A man his face covered with a grimy handkerchief,  was dozing on a pile of nets by a shabby looking boat. After a few minutes of coughing to politely get his attention, and a long and ultimately expensive barter in Forrester's broken French, the boat was theirs. It had taken a while to get across to the owner that they wanted to go out alone. Despite his initial reluctance he eventually acquiesced. 
Soon they were clipping along quite nicely, the comforting chug of the smoky diesel pushing them through the water. Moorhouse threw a bottle at Forrester and he had to admit, it felt good to finally relax. 
“Where are we headed for, Cap'n?” asked Moorhouse from his supine position on the fore life jacket box, his red tinted sunglasses reflecting the afternoon sun.
“I don't know,” mused Forrester, “Maybe just past the breakwater. I wouldn't trust this heap of junk to make it any further. We'd be better off in a bath tub!”
“Stop moaning, man. Can't you just enjoy the moment? Would you rent us a boat? I wouldn't! So I think on balance we did pretty well.”
“I suppose you're right. I'll just take us over to that marker buoy beyond the breakwater, then we'll get the rods out.”
Ten minutes later the sound of the engine stopped as Forrester turned off the diesel and threw a small anchor overboard. Moorhouse set up two poles and reached into his bag and produced a box of what looked like fish fingers. Forrester couldn't believe his eyes.
“Hey! Don't look at me like that. Everyone likes fish fingers even the fish!”
“You've never done this before have you?” asked Forrester. 
“Well, no. But I've seen it done on a fishing programme on t.v. 
Forrester couldn't help but guffaw, “Well just remember to release your arm or it will all end up fifty yards away. Anyway, I thought you told me you'd gone to get your fishing rod.”
“I did. Well, sort of, but I'll try this first.”
They both settled back, the gently pitching boat and the sound of the swell splashing against the side , making it a peaceful place to be.
“You know, I can't believe I'm going to miss the exercise. I've waited months for this and now I'm going to have to watch you lot sail off without me.”
Moorhouse paused for a moment taking another swig of his beer, “Listen man, you got away with murder this morning. You'll get your ship because old Bully is on your side. It has to be worth it all just to let Wilkes make a fool of himself. Plus, let's be frank, it's just toy soldiers firing blanks. Anyway, you're meant to be relaxing just now.”
After a few hours Moorhouse stamped his feet. “This is shit, not one bite. At this rate we'll be having croissants for dinner.”
Forrester tipped his hat back grinning, “Why don't you just sing to them? Maybe that will make them jump out of the sea onto your knee.”
Downing his bottle, Moorhouse stood up, “I bet I can get a bite in the next five minutes.”
“Oh yeah! How are you going to do that? You haven't caught anything in three hours even with your fish fingers!” Forrester smirked.
Moorhouse stood up and pulled his rucksack over to him and gently unzipped it. He produced a small six inch cylinder almost like a candle.
“What the fuck is that? Please tell me you're not serious.” 
Moorhouse laughed, “You bet I am, baby.” Forrester grabbed the bag. “Whoa there, boy. You need to be careful. It doesn't like shocks. Go on take one. Try it out.”
Forrester took hold of one of the sticks. “Is this what I think it is? Dynamite?” asked Forrester.
“No, but close. It's a little concoction I learnt to make in Med School but it still packs a punch. Watch this..” He stood up and taking a lighter from his top pocket, lit the small fuse which fizzed brightly. “Bombs away!” The two hit the deck and twenty seconds later a plume of water erupted in the air. “Whoohoo!, now that's fishing,” hollered Moorhouse. He lit a second candle and threw it overboard, again the resultant plume showering them with spray. “Now tell me that isn't more fun than using a rod.”
Forrester stood still holding the cylinder “I just can't believe you did that. You're crazy!”
 Moorhouse clapped him on the back, “Hey! It's a new Olympic sport. It could even catch on. Now keep an eye out for dead fish. I want poisson and frites for dinner tonight.”
Still holding his stick, Forrester scanned the surface for any trace. Minutes went by and nothing could be seen. “Well if there were any fish down there, they've all left the area after those bangs.”
Just then a large bubble of water erupted to the surface about fifty yards away from the boat, followed by a succession of others. So much so that the area seeming to be boiling. 
“Way to go, Doctor, you've ruptured a pipe.”
Moorhouse looked out at the strange spectacle. “Don't you blame me. You outrank me. You're meant to stop me doing anything stupid.”
Looking at the now huge mass of foam, Forrester pocketed the stick. Just then another area of bubbles and foam appeared yards behind the first until something slowly began to emerge. A long metal tube, then a rail, grey and rusty brown in colour. More shapes began to surface impossible to see due to the swelling bubbles. Then a point broke the surface where the first disturbance had been.
Totally stunned,  the men stared in amazement at what they now knew was appearing before them.
Forrester managed to utter, “Is that what I think it is?”
Moorhouse took a deep breath, “Well, it isn't a fish but we've certainly caught something.”
It was a submarine, now high out of the water, its decks and railings covered with slimy seaweed and tangled old nets. Water spilled from its drain holes and decks. The once grey paint was still visible in areas but was now predominantly brown and rust stained. Remarkably, its deck gun was still in place. They could just make out letters on its conning tower –  UX 505 and a curiously shaped icon still visible through the oxidisation. By now the terror and amazement had passed but Forrester still couldn't quite believe his eyes, “Just look at the size of it. I've seen one on display and in books but never one this big.”
Moorhouse, ever the comedian, “Do we get to keep it?”
“This could be it, pal. If we bring this old girl back in, it would show Wilkes off for good.”
“I agree,” said Moorhouse, “but how the hell do we get that thing back in? This old tub can barely tow itself let alone that boat.”
“Where has it come from? Why is it here?” wondered Forrester, “I can only assume that the blasts broke it free from the suction and she still has air pockets. We have to bring her in. Paul, I'm going over in the inflatable dinghy. You go back to shore and find something strong enough to tow her.”
“Woah there, tiger,” said Moorhouse strangely worriedly. “Do you think that's wise? We don't know how stable she is. Look at her, she's a mess and she sunk once and not the way she was designed to.”
“Listen, I'll stay on the dinghy. Just go and find something before the tide changes.”
 Forrester started to lower the inflatable using the hand crank. The second it hit the surface, he was in and casting off.
“Are you sure about this?” asked Moorhouse, “Just for the record, I'm not happy. I've got a bad feeling about this. Here, you'd better take the radio just in case.” 
“Just hurry up. Paul, I promise to stay on this craft” and with that Forrester fired up the outboard motor and headed over to the now fully-floating vessel.



Chapter 11
Donald Winters' sleep was broken as the guard shouted that it was the end of the line. He had been so tired that he'd slept most of the way to London. The train came to a halt and Winters stood to collect his belongings. Throwing his long coat over his arm, he made his way down the aisle and stepped off onto the platform at Waterloo Station. The early morning light streamed through the latticed work roof high above. He'd beaten the rush but the platform was already beginning to fill up with the bustle of early morning commuters. Making his way past the arcade of shops he stopped once to pick up a newspaper slipping it into the side pocket of his worn leather briefcase. As he neared the exit, the large four-sided clock was about to strike eight. Admiralty House was only fifteen minutes away normally. Walking briskly down the steps in front of the grey-stoned façade he hailed a taxi. The black cab moved away from the kerb, “Where to, Guv?”
“Admiralty House, if you will, please.”
With a nod, the driver aimed the taxi towards Westminster. Winters settled back into his seat. The roads were busy, traffic stopped and started, sounds of idling motors and buses broken only by the sound of the occasional horn.
“It's going to take ages to get there at this rate,” he thought. At least he'd have time to think about what he was going to say on arrival. He was still harbouring doubts as to whether he would get in to Admiralty House at all. For the first time he was actually worried that they would say “Just go away you silly old fool.” Perhaps, this was a mistake. After all, the war had been over for years. Winters managed to snap himself out of his personal angst and began to concentrate on just getting there as the queue of traffic edged closer and closer to his destination. Admiralty House finally came into view and he decided at this point that he would be quicker on foot. 
“Stop here, please.”
“That's two quid, Guv.” Winters hurriedly paid and got out of the cab closing the door behind him.
The large arch that dominated the front of the building was a fantastic statement and testament to how powerful England's navy had once been. But for all the grandeur of the Naval building, the Research and Records Department was deep down out of the way and in an almost forgotten wing. 
It was by no means certain that his friend would be in his office. He had known James Filmore for a long time, a gentle man, who was nearly impossible to gain access to due to the fierce protection of his personal secretary. Then again, you had to catch him early in his working day or getting any sense out of him was well—nigh impossible due to his enjoyment of a few recreational tipples. No matter, since Admiral Turnbull wasn't taking his calls, Dr. Filmore it had to be.  
The city was in full swing with commuters, tourists and buskers beginning their day as Winters made his final approach and looked for the main Reception. He had, at least, been able to make an appointment to get into the Records Office and that was half the battle.
The large imposing building spread before him, with uniformed people briskly going about their business. A sign pointed towards the Reception desk, which was accessed by a door just up from the front entrance. The door opened quietly to reveal a spacious room with high ceilings and polished floors. A young woman sat typing behind a dark wooden desk. She looked up and smiled, “Can I help you?” 
“Er... yes. Doctor Donald Winters. I have an appointment with someone in the Records Department.”
“I see. One moment, please. Could you fill in this card for me?” Winters took the card and reached to take the pen from the holder. “Typical, on a chain. An institution that defends the country and they can't stop someone filching a pen!” he chuckled softly to himself. Reaching into his breast pocket, he produced a silver pen and filled out his personal details neatly and returned the card to the young woman.
“Thank you, sir. Just through the hall, second left, down the stairs.”
Winters smiled and held up his hand. “Thank you, my dear, I know my way there. Have a good day.”
Rows of paintings covered the walls, pictures of great leaders, vessels and strategic naval battle scenes, caught in time by long dead artists. At the end of the hall was a glass cabinet containing a wonderful model of a ship of the line, perfect in every detail. Continuing on his way, he deliberately ignored the receptionist's directions. He wanted to go the long way round. In his mind he'd decided that the longer he walked, the more chance he had of bumping into someone he knew. Pausing at the top of the stairs, he wondered where everyone was. The further down towards the basement level he got, the more the quality of the décor lessened. It soon became quite apparent that down here wasn't quite as glamorous as the upper levels. Up ahead lay the Records Room. Large heavy fire doors, scruffy and unsightly, marked the entrance. He would try there later. First he wanted to see if Filmore was in. To the left was a door with a small brass plate, worn but still shiny, “Doctor J. Filmore, Senior Research Administrator.” Winters smiled. That's a very posh name for a bookworm. Pushing the door inwards, he walked into a small lobby and there, sat behind a desk was Violet, Filmore's secretary. Never had a name been so unfitting. A short dumpy stone faced woman with bristles spreading from her chin. Beady eyes peered at him from behind bottle bottom spectacles. In their younger and less forgiving days, Winters and Filmore had unkindly named her Oxo partly because of the slightly beefy smell which emanated from her but mostly as she seemed as tall as she was wide! 
“Donald Winters. Well, well, well. It's been a long time.”
“Hello, Violet, is he in?”
“Yes, but he isn't taking any appointments today.”
“Does he ever? Is he aware that you tell everyone to go away or does he really ask you to say he's busy?”
She looked at him scornfully, “What do you want, Winters?”
“That actually, is none of your concern. Now go and tell him I'm here.” After five long minutes of arguing, Winters had made up his mind that he was going in. Fuming he headed towards the main door, “Thank you for your help.” Then at the last moment, he whirled on his heels and made for the door. He got through just in time as the words of protest were silenced behind the frosted glass. Doctor Filmore sat at his worn desk with a leather photograph album opened in front of him.
“Well James, good to see your guard dog is still around.”
Filmore looked up. “Donald, how are you? I wasn't expecting any visitors today. Then again, I don't seem to get any these days.”
Winters raised an eyebrow but thought better than to say anything.
Filmore gestured for him to sit. “What brings you here?”
“I've found it. James. Remember there were rumours of a missing prototype U-boat? Well, I've found the proof.” Winters laid out his notes and the pictures. He explained in detail everything he'd found out. The other man sat, listening intently and taking it all in.
After Winters had finished, Filmore sat staring at the photograph. “So what brings you here? It's an interesting story and there does now seem to be some kind of proof but I fail to see what I can do for you”
Winters realised that it wasn't going to be as easy as he'd hoped. “I want you to help me find it.”
“Me? I'm just an old man. The days of us swanning around treasure hunting are gone. Even if we could, the boat could be anywhere.”
Winters showed his frustration and lent forward on the desk, “The evidence I have here will lead us right to it, surely we can scrounge together a few boats and a search team?” 
Filmore's look softened, “I'd like nothing more but I carry very little clout these days. Our kind are left to our dusty books while the new generation are more interested in the Russians and modern mysteries. I can't see us getting the go ahead, budgets are stretched too thin.”
“Damn it, James please try. Are you going to rot in this office allowing your secretary to keep you hostage or are you going to go out with a bang and make headlines again? What do you say, for old times' sake. You still have the same clout as before and just haven't used it. Come on, what do you say?”
Filmore sighed, “Okay! I will try. Go and wait in the records room whilst I make some calls. No promises, though, the Admiralty has little interest in WW2 history these days but I'll give it my best shot.” 
“Thank you, James, it means a lot to me,” Winters rose to his feet, “We'll show this younger lot how it's done.”
“Yes, yes,” replied Filmore, “Now go and wait out there while I make some calls.”
Winters turned and walked out of the door smiling broadly at Violet who was sitting angrily filing her nails. His excitement was such that he wanted to burst. It was a lot to expect, but the maybe from Filmore kept his hopes alive. He made his way into the records room through the double doors and sat at a vacant table. 



Chapter 12
Weib sat in his office, the silence punctuated only by the ticking of the wall clock. Picking up a bottle of cognac with his aged, liver spotted hand he half filled the glass and took a long swig. Huber had left him the new plans earlier that morning and on examination it soon became apparent that they were ambitious to say the least. Such designs would test the resources of a fully manned and equipped shipyard, let alone a mere maintenance facility like this. 
Outside, a disturbance broke out, interrupting the usual bustle. Walking over to the window, he saw a large group of people standing beside one of the bays. Amidst the group he could make out Keller, Huber and Fritz Wilhelm, the crew's foreman. Weib drank the rest of his cognac, replaced the bottle in his top drawer, and quickly headed down the stairs in the direction of the incident. As he approached he could hear complaints and raised voices. Small fragments of conversation could be made out. “It's not possible. There's already so much work required to repair this boat,” Fritz had obviously been told about the task that was to be undertaken and the news hadn't gone down well. As he neared, the crowd hushed and moved aside to allow him access to the front where Fritz and Keller were standing.
“What seems to be the problem here?” he asked. Shouts rose up again and he raised his hand looking towards Keller. “Explain this and make it quick,” he demanded. Keller spoke clearly so that the crowd could hear him, “The staff don't want to undertake the work on this boat. It seems they want to know why such a large reconstruction is necessary.”
Weib paused for a moment and cleared his throat. He realised that the men had every right to be worried as this was a much larger project than they had expected. He also had his own reservations and was uncertain that Keller could deliver something of such scope. Harshly he grated, “I've never explained the reason for any work that we undertake here and I'm not going to start now” Then, his tone mellowing said, “What I will say is that this project is vital for the survival of Germany and is being observed from the top.. I know you have your concerns but I ask you to trust Herr Keller. Gentlemen, I don't doubt the quality of any of the work you do and although this task is a lot different from the work we normally tackle here, I'm confident that we can step up. Any problems or complaints should be put to your section leaders as usual.”
With that he gestured to the still muttering men to return to their duties. Keller stood beside Nikolaus, waiting for Weib to speak. After a moment, he turned and leant on the low rail overlooking the boat's hull sat in the dock below them. “Gentlemen, I fear there will be similar incidents like this in the future before she is complete. These men are workers not the military. They need to be kept busy. I suggest a very heavy schedule of tasks. Keep those hands moving and the slack tongues at bay. You both know what's at stake here. Let's not disappoint.”
Keller knew that better than any of them and Richter's words were still ringing in his ears. 
“I'd like to thank you for helping settle today's dispute, sir. I'll draft the schedules this afternoon and have them with the section heads before the end of the day.”
Weib smiled, “Very good. Let's get to it then, gentlemen,” and then turned to make his way back to his office. As he arrived at his office door he could hear, to his consternation, the sound of a telephone ringing from inside. With an uncharacteristic burst of speed he made it to his desk and picked up the receiver, “Hello.”
A voice that he knew answered. It was Richter. “I want you to go to your safe. In there I have left an envelope. Open it, read the contents and then destroy the note.” The line immediately went dead.
Replacing the handset, Weib rose unsteadily to his feet and made his way to his safe which was a heavy duty model with a black door, its gold gilding worn in places. After turning the combination dial he produced a brass key from his pocket watch chain and unlocked it. A clunk resonating from somewhere inside the safe could be heard as the door latch disengaged. The sinister nature of the phone call had made him uneasy but this was now compounded by the fact that Richter clearly knew the combination of his safe and that he also had a key to it. Inside, he found an official looking envelope bearing a swastika. Returning to his desk, he reached for a letter opener which sliced through the seam with ease. He unfolded the dated letter and sat back uneasily. The letter signed by Richter requested a meeting with both himself and the Chief of Staff. The meeting was to be held at 0800 hours at the Manoir de Belon. A car would collect him at 0700 hours. 
This wasn't good. Any official meeting with Richter and other SS officers would certainly not be a pleasurable experience and also Manoir de Belon was only twenty miles away. Richter was meant to be in Germany. What was he up to? In his heart, Weib wanted to warn Keller that Richter could appear at any time The designer had crossed Richter and was now fearful of the consequences. However, TOP SECRET was just that. Opening the desk drawer Weib retrieved his bottle of cognac and refilled his glass. With a kick of his foot, he pulled the metal waste paper bin towards him and with a flick of his desk lighter ignited a corner of Richter's note. As he held it the flames licked up, the paper turning yellow then brown and finally black, words disappearing slowly. He dropped the remaining corner into the bin and the small flames sparked as he did so. Staring at the charred remains, his eyes seemed transfixed on the last visible word, 'Richter'. All this was an ominous sign of things to come. Weib sat back in his chair still cradling his glass. What could they possibly want him for? He was of no military importance. His only military work had been at the beginning of the war on torpedo prototypes but his designs had been deemed to be too ambitious for what had been needed. No. It had to be about the project. He stood up and stared out of the window losing himself in his thoughts. 



Chapter 13
 Rain lashed hard against the small leaded windows, streaks running down the outside of the glass in what seemed like an endless stream. Lightning flashed through the gothic stained glass illuminating the dimly lit room, the occasional thunderclap breaking the incessant patter of rain. 
The Manoir de Belon, despite its aged and imposing structure, had a welcoming feel. Ornate tapestries hung from the walls celebrating the lives of a very well-to-do French family, long gone. Faded rugs covered the flagstone floor worn smooth by hundreds of years of footfalls. A large map was pinned to the far wall and above the fireplace hung a red flag emblazoned with an imposing black swastika emblem.  
Richter sat in his red winged-back chair set back from a crackling fire. He flicked his lighter and a strong smell of expensive cigar smoke filled the room, the smoke spiralling up towards the high vaulted ceiling. Settling back comfortably, he turned over some pages and read them, eyes darting from left to right as he scanned the contents. Pausing to pour a measure of excellent brandy culled from the manoir’s wine cellar into a beautifully etched glass he sipped meditatively for what seemed an age as he stared intently at the page he held. Standing abruptly, he crossed to the stone fireplace and decisively screwed the paper before tossing it into the grate. His concentration was interrupted by the sound of a bell coming from the main entrance. Distant footsteps could be heard clipping across the parquet flooring, followed by the sound of the oaken door being opened. The sound of the wind and rain intensified while the tapestries rippled in a draught. 
Moments later an elderly man tapped at his door and whispered, “Herr Richter, they're ready for you now.”
Straightening his uniform he followed the man through the vestibule into a large well-lit hall, its domed painted ceilings coloured a faded pale blue. The contrast between this room and the one he had just left was striking with its highly polished marble floor and a glittering chandelier sparkling above. Ahead of him was a long, beeswaxed table with six uniformed men seated around it. As Richter entered the room, they all stood and saluted “Heil Hitler”. After he had returned the salute, they reseated themselves whilst Richter took his place at the head of the table. Motioning towards a vacant seat, he said “Gentlemen, I see we are missing one of our number. Hasn't Captain Stein arrived yet?” 
The old man who stood at the door stuttered, “He's just arrived, sir, and was soaked through. He won't be more than a moment.” 
Richter sighed heavily. Just then a man wearing a black uniform strode into the room. All the men stood quickly and again gave the Nazi salute. Stein returned the salutation in the old German Navy style. Richter, looking up, was not impressed. Stein was older, a highly decorated captain, a real German patriot who had served with distinction in the Great War. He was a valued member of the old guard but not someone who necessarily espoused Nazi ideals. 
Richter scowled, “You're late, Captain.”
“Yes, the allies have bombed the Riec road about a mile away. I had to walk.”
The other man nodded and continued, “Well, Gentlemen. I assume you wish to know why I've called you here?”
All of the others save Captain Stein nodded or grunted almost in unison, “By now you know that the war is at a critical stage. It could be won or lost at any moment so it's time for us to tip the scales in our favour. I've asked you here to show you plans of something which may well do just that. As most of you know, I've been tasked with overseeing the U-boat pens at Lorient. I've initiated a project which is of the utmost importance. However, the reason you're here is simple. The French Resistance have been causing havoc in this area and I require your reassurances that all is being done to control these criminals.”  
The others all began to talk at once. Richter raised his hand for silence and gestured at one of them. “The fact is that they are everywhere and their attacks are clearly well co-ordinated. We think we have them under control and then they spring up from somewhere else!”
Richter spoke candidly, “I don't want your excuses. Are you trying to tell me that despite all your battalions the German army can't gain control over some onion farmers with pitchforks?”
The other men laughed but the first man continued, “I tell you that they are well-organised with eyes and ears in every single village and town and their Intelligence is excellent.” 
Slamming his palm onto the desk, Richter snarled, “If you can't do the job then perhaps I should find someone else who can. I could arrange for the transfer of an SS officer who will be well-suited to the job. One of the SS squads could come over and loosen some tongues in those villages you mentioned. Perhaps that would solve your little problem!”
Shaking his head the man sat down, shoulders slumped, looking down at the table.
“So, gentlemen, do I have your assurances that security will be increased around the pens for the next few months?”
Not a word was spoken but the atmosphere told Richter everything he wanted to know, “Gentlemen, this meeting is concluded for now. I suggest we get some rest. Rooms have been provided for the night. Good Evening. Captain Stein, may I have a word with you?”
Standing, the two men walked off in the direction of Richter's room across the hall. Stepping through the door, Richter turned on the light and gestured the captain towards a seat near the fire. Closing the heavy door, Richter smiled, “It's been a while, old friend.”
“Indeed it has. I see you are still striking fear into all who cross your path!”
“Please, Walther, don't give me that attitude again. It's all for the good of the Reich and you know it.”
“I know only what is good for Germany, Richter, not what's good for Hitler!”
“Walther, I wish you wouldn't talk that way. You put me in a bad position.” 
Captain Stein stared at Richter, “I only care about my country. I do not care about the rantings of a mad man and his brain-washed sycophants. I am a German Navy officer, not SS.”
Richter sighed heavily, “I fear I'll never persuade you to embrace Nazi ideals. We'll just have to agree to differ. However, I've brought you here for a specific purpose. There is a way you can fight back and make the German navy great again.
Stein raised an eyebrow and smiled, “What do you want?”
Richter rolled out a draft, anchored it down and set about explaining about the plans for the submarine. 
After an hour or so, Richter and Stein sat back in their chairs rubbing their lower backs. “So you see. This could all revolutionise warfare at sea. Here's a chance to tilt the balance of power in our favour once again.”
Stein understood the significance of what he'd seen and was well aware of what Richter was asking of him but just for clarification, he asked, “So, what do you want from me?”
For a long time Richter said nothing, then, “It isn't me that requires something from you, Walther, but Germany. I want you to take command when the boat is ready. Her first mission is going to be of the utmost importance and I've had orders from the top directing me to  'encourage' you to accept the command.”
Stein spoke bluntly, “Well, I don't seem to have a choice though I'd like to see more information on her mission.”
“That isn't possible at present. What I need right now is for you to begin to close affairs on your current command. You will be re-posted closer to the time.” Stein nodded in agreement.
“But for this evening, I've arranged for you stay here. I trust your ship can survive one night in port without you? Off you go, my friend. Pierre will show you to your room.” 



Chapter 14
Moorhouse watched as the little inflatable raft bounced over the sea towards the dilapidated submarine anchored a few hundred yards away, waves lapping against its rust-stained sides. Its sheer size was amazing. Like Forrester, he'd read about them at the Academy but never had he thought he'd actually see one up close. Even after forty years on the bottom, she still looked menacing. The deck gun rusted and silent made him nervous and he couldn't help but worry about his friend who now was well on his way towards the sleeping monster. He knew better than to argue with Forrester although he was possibly the only one who could talk sense into him. This time, though, he had the feeling Forrester certainly wouldn't have listened.

With a rumble and a squeak the ancient diesel started sending vibrations through the deck. As he throttled the little boat in the direction of the harbour, it seemed a long distance to land, and even further away from the hulk which had no power, so he decided he had better hurry. 
The coastline came into view slowly. Moorhouse's attention turned to the problem of what he was going to find that could possibly tow something that was so large that even the tenders on the Talisman would have struggled. If he'd been back in Plymouth he could have pulled in some favours but being in France, his options were limited. Deep in thought he stared at his eventual destination. Racking his brain for a solution he wondered who'd be crazy enough to help him and still keep his mouth shut. Tourists would be all over it quicker than a flash and who knew what was within that steel tomb. He just hoped there were no remains or he'd be working late.
Just then he had a thought. It was a long shot but his only option. This was going to cost him big time but at this point he just needed a boat. GéGé, of course! He lived on an old tug moored in the worst possible area of the dockyard. If anything could move that submarine, that lugger could. Although to be honest, it had seen better days, and under normal circumstances, Moorhouse would've felt safer on the sub. His mind made up, he steered the boat in the general direction of the far marina. The quality of the boats that lined the quays dramatically decreased and Moorhouse wondered how many of them managed to stay afloat. GéGé was going to be difficult to convince. He was a jovial Parisian who enjoyed his wine but the last time they had met a poker game had left GéGé a little short as Moorhouse had cleaned up leaving old GéGé with only the clothes on his back. As he rounded a corner past a half sunken trawler, he could see a large black tug with a red plimsoll line. The French Ensign of red, blue and white flew from the back of the scruffy looking vessel. Yes, this was it. A short, deeply-tanned man could be seen painting the rail with a small paintbrush. 
“Bonjour,” shouted Moorhouse. The man looked up and then went back to his painting. This didn't look so good. With a bump Moorehouse manoeuvred the fishing boat against the jetty and turned off the engine. Grabbing the bowline he jumped onto the worn wooden boards and tied it around the pile, then walked over to the ladder stretching up to the deck of GéGé's boat.
A voice came from above, “Moorhouse. What the hell are you doing here?”, his French accent making it difficult to understand. Just as he was about to step onto the bottom rung, the ladder began to rise slowly with a screech of an old pulley somewhere out of sight.
“What do you want, Moorhouse? You're not welcome here.”
He had expected this. “Oh, don't be like this, GéGé. You can't blame me for all your bad luck.”
GéGé snorted, “You don't play fair. You marked the cards. I know. I'm not so stupid as you think!”
Laughing, Moorhouse answered, “You mad Frenchman. Those were your cards. Have you been drinking?”
GéGé stopped the ladder rising and came to the edge of the rail, “You still didn't play fair and you didn't give me a chance to win my stuff back.”
“If we'd carried on playing, I'd have ended up being the owner of this fine luxury vessel,” Moorhouse teased.
“Fuck you, Moorhouse. What do you want?”
“I want your boat. I need to borrow it for an hour or so.”
GéGé snorted again. “Does it look like it is for hire? This is my home!”
“Well, it was a long shot,” groaned Moorhouse. “I didn't think it was able to move anyway.” He turned to walk away.
“Hey you! She can move and outrun that shiny ship you call your home.” 
Moorhouse grinned. He had baited GéGé and now he had bitten. “Well, prove it to me, GéGé. I need you to tow something into port for me from just outside the breakwater.”
“Why would a British officer need me to pull something in for him? You've plenty of heavy machinery at the port.”
Moorhouse turned and raised his eyebrow, “Let's just say it has nothing to do with the Royal Navy. I have a friend who's in trouble and I need you to help me to do this without too many people being involved.”
“What's it worth to me?” shouted GéGé. Moorhouse paused, then he lifted his arm and pointed to a gold watch. “Remember this? If you help me I'll cover fuel costs and you'll get your watch back.”
These was a pause from on deck, then the screech recommenced and the ladder began to lower. Seconds later, Moorhouse arrived onboard the tug. “I guess we have a deal, GéGé?”
Shaking Moorhouse's outstretched hand, GéGé said, “Oui. But no tricks.”
“No tricks, GéGé. You have my word.” He unclipped the watch and handed it over. Reaching into his back pocket he pulled out his wallet and produced five fifty franc notes. “I trust this will pay for fuel?”

GéGé grabbed the money and placed it into his jeans pocket. “Very good, mon ami. Now what are we towing?”
“Nevermind that. You'll find out soon enough!” Gesturing towards a small door aft of the bridge, Moorhouse asked, “Shall we see if she runs?” 
A few moments later Moorhouse found himself in a cramped engine room. In front of them, the large twin diesels looked surprisingly clean. “This would be the main breaker panel for the fuel heaters. Am I right? Ah and this is the pump primer,” he asked. 
“I'm impressed, Monsieur,” nodded GéGé.
“I haven't always been a doctor,” laughed Moorhouse.
GéGé grinned, “How do you say in English, a pirate?
Moorhouse beamed in delight. He clicked some switches then tapped a large gauge and a hum broke the silence. Another gauge showed the temperature rising until the needle sat within the green zone. “Shall we try this?” asked Moorhouse.
GéGé pressed a button on the far panel and at the same time passed Moorhouse a fire extinguisher. “You have to be kidding me?”
“Hey! she is my houseboat. Just keep a look out.”
A whine and a splutter followed. Nothing. Then another whine and splutter, faster this time. Then the massive engine shuddered and the whine turned into a cough and finally the engine fired with a roar. After a few more moments the noise abated to a continuous drone. The two men climbed a ladder and emerged into the wheelhouse. Outside the stack belched black smoke and the deck hummed and shook.
“I'm sure your neighbours love you, GéGé!”
GéGé, now very excited and proud turned to him, “Well, I tend to start up at night, mon ami,” and began to bellow La Marseillaise. 
“Er, I'll get the lines,” grimaced the other man heading out onto the deck.
The rumbling diesels pushed the large tug down the deep water Channel. It was tight. The sun was getting low in the sky as they made their way into open water. The sea was calm but that could change. It was vital that they reach Forrester before night fall and it certainly wasn't a good idea to be in one of the busiest shipping lanes with no lights or engines.
GéGé beckoned for Moorhouse to come into the wheelhouse. “I think i's time for me to know what we'll be towing. I've only a few ropes on board.”
Moorhouse knew that he couldn't keep GéGé in the dark any longer. “GéGé, it's a submarine. Forrester and I found it while we were fishing a few miles past the breakwater.”
“That's a hell of a catch but where is Forrester?”
“He boarded the sub. I came to find something to tow it.” said Moorhouse with a worried expression. “She's big, GéGé. We should be able to see them as we round the far edge of the breakwater.”
“You're crazy leaving him aboard a submarine that someone just left drifting.”
“No, GéGé. It wasn't drifting. It's been down there a long time. It just surfaced while we were fishing. God, I hope he's okay.”
After an astonishingly slow half hour the tug rounded the corner. Moorhouse scanned the horizon with binoculars. Nothing. Not a thing. Where the hell could it be? 
“Are you sure it wasn't you who was drinking, mon ami? I don't see any submarine.”
Minutes passed while the two men scanned the skyline in all directions. The sun was inches off the horizon. The current wasn't very strong so they couldn't have been too far away. Just then something small and black came into view far off in the distance. Moorhouse barked a direction and GéGé reacted accordingly. After five minutes the boat was stopped and Moorhouse left the wheelhouse to look over the side. His heart sank and his eyes closed. It was seconds before he could believe what he had seen. He remained transfixed as GéGé pulled a large boat hook from the wheelhouse wall and began to fish over the side.
“I'll need a hand,” he said quietly. Together they pulled and tugged until they managed to drag the black rubber mass onto the deck. It was the dinghy that Forrester had used. A large slice had punctured it along its length. Only the bottom section had retained air.
Moorhouse sank onto a pile of crates, his head in his hands.



Chapter 15
 Keller switched on the light of his hut and sat on the corner of his bed. Untying his shoes he placed them together in readiness for the next day. As he began to unbutton his waistcoat he noticed that the small alarm clock read a few minutes before three. He was desperate for some sleep but problems from work continued to play on his mind.  
Opening his wardrobe he pulled out a large box and placed it on the foot of the bed. Unbuckling three large leather belts which held the box closed he removed a large brass horn. Putting this to one side, he removed the other half of the top and attached the horn. The old gramophone was a wonderful, nostalgic reminder of happy times when he and Sabine had first danced to music playing on this machine. It was before Petra was born, carefree days and picnics by the river. Selecting a worn sleeve Keller removed a record from it and wiped off a thin layer of dust. Placing the record on the turntable he then cranked the handle and with a crackle the stylus dropped down. Moments later a sweet familiar sound filled the room and in an instant he was reclining in his comfortable chair with the sounds and smells so reminiscent of home flooding his mind. Coming back to his senses the grim reality of the dingy hut only heightened his terrible homesickness. It was not to be borne! Settling down in front of his desk he pulled some paper from the drawer and began to write My Dearest Sabine,
As I write this letter the days weigh heavily on me and I can find solace only in the fact that I will see you very soon. I fear that I have begun something that I may be unable to deliver and that my ambitions have put myself and others at grave risk. This undertaking must work but it is so difficult and I can't even tell you the nature of what I am tasked with. Feeling as I do, I felt the need to reach out to you tonight. Remember that I love you both very dearly and count the days until I can hold you in my arms … 

As the bells of his small alarm clock sounded with a shrill clatter from the bedside table, Keller lifted his head from the desk, the half finished letter to his wife lying before him. He glanced over his shoulder at the clock – five minutes past five. Just then there was the click of a lighter and a familiar smell of cigarette smoke from the corner of the room.  
“You're going to be late, Keller” said a voice. “You need as much time as possible. How can you sleep at a time like this?” Richter sat there, the cigarette glow lighting his chiselled features. A Luger pistol sat on the arm of the chair next to him. Holding up the photograph frame containing the picture of Sabine and Petra, he smiled, “Very pretty. You are a lucky man, Keller.” 
“I thought you were in Germany, sir,” stammered Keller.
“I make it my business to be everywhere. You're running out of time. I would be working around the clock to make sure the task at hand is completed. After all, we wouldn't want anyone to be disappointed now, would we?” sneered Richter. “I'm watching you, Keller.” Rising to his feet the man replaced the photograph to where he'd found it. His other hand was behind his back as he paced slowly towards the desk. “You will become motivated I trust, or I'm sure I can devise a suitable reason for you to become so.”
Something in the way he spoke made Keller's blood run cold. At the same time, he felt a rising tide of anger as sweat began to bead on his brow. Rising stiffly from his chair, he faced Richter. “I don't like your tone. If you're threatening me that's fine, but no one threatens my family.” Keller lunged at Richter but without any effort at all the officer stepped out of the way putting him at a disadvantage, off balance and half fallen across his bed. Richter grabbed Keller's arm, forcing it up behind his back. A cold sweat ran down his spine as behind his ear he heard a click of the unmistakeable precision of the pistol.  
“You aren't the only boat designer, Keller. Your mistake is in thinking that you're the only one who can pull this project off. You're wrong. After all, we have your designs and I have Huber. Goodbye, Keller. I'll make sure Sabine and Petra are well taken care of.” 
At that moment, Bang and pain. “Is that it? Am I dead?”
The insistent clamour of bells filled the room from the small alarm clock on his bedside table. The clock read five minutes past five. Keller woke to find himself on the floor with his bedclothes tangled and a sore head. He rose to find his clothes neatly piled at the foot of his bed and a sealed letter sitting on his desk. An almost empty bottle sat beside it.
He remembered now but the dream had been so vivid! “My God,” he thought. Richter really was inside his head. Splashing his face at the wash stand, he made up his mind that no matter what, this boat would be completed. Pulling on his clothes and flattening his hair, he decided there was no longer any time to lose so shaving could wait. Kissing his finger and pressing it onto his precious photograph, he walked out of the door. 



Chapter 16
Forrester rowed away from the old fishing boat, the waves lapping around the rubber raft. Ahead of him he could see the sinister-looking hulk. The craft's diesel engine idled and then lessened as it fell astern. All he could hear was the splash of his paddle and the ocean. His heartbeat increased with anticipation the closer he got. The sheer scale of the sub was unbelievable. An impressive conning tower stood high out of the water like a menacing wall of steel with its plates covered in a thick overcoat of rusty brown-stained fishing nets. Jagged holes edged with decay were on every port. How could she possibly still be airtight? A sudden fear swept over Forrester. What was he doing? An awful fear of being alone seized him as the fishing boat smoked off into the distance. “Get a grip, Forrester” he told himself. This was a chance to prove his true worth to everyone. If he could only bring the sub into port it would look great on his record. 
His wife would think he was crazy for doing this, but it would show Wilkes and he could just see the smile on Turnbull's face as they toured the sub together.
 Circling the boat he decided to scout her before committing himself further. The one thing he didn't want to do was to fall through a rusted deck and get stuck, or worse. He headed aft towards the stern which towered above. As the sub moved up and down in the water, Forrester could see a torpedo tube door – nothing unusual there. The barnacle-encrusted rudder lay slightly turned to port. Rowing on taking in every small detail that could potentially cause him a problem, he kept his distance so as not to get tangled in the nets or to allow the inflatable to be punctured. After a long check Forrester chose a spot just behind the forward bow plane to moor the raft despite the waves making his approach difficult. Even more awkward was the fact that the plane was stuck in the down position rising and falling in the water spraying white steaming foam. Tying off the raft to what Forrester thought was the most secure point, he carefully began to board. Slowly, hand over hand, he climbed onto the forward deck which seemed surprisingly solid. She looked rough but upon closer inspection, the rust was only on the surface and had not eaten further through the steel. That said, he still avoided the grated sections as he made his way towards the looming deck gun. Enormous multi-coloured fishing nets and line snagged his shoes as he walked. Had this been on the sea floor, it would have been a diver's worst nightmare.  
The deck gun was still nested on its collapsible mount. The long hollow barrel was surprisingly clean and free of encrustation of barnacles or rust. Surprisingly even the breach steel appeared to be loaded and ready for action. Although having never seen one personally, he'd read a lot about them at the Academy and something told him this was no standard U-boat. As he passed, he stretched out his hand and ran it down the gun barrel. A sudden flash went through his body as he did so and then was gone. A sense of unease followed. Shrugging the feeling off, Forrester continued his journey taking in everything. Lines, markings and even writing was still intact. The sub looked like she just needed a fresh coat of paint and then she'd be ready for patrol.
The conning tower rose just ahead. After what seemed like ages, he came to the foot of some ladder rungs set into the wall of steel looming over him. Gingerly he tested the first rung before committing himself and only then did he begin to climb.
Partially obscured numbers came into focus – UX-505. Wondering about the meaning of the X, as he had never seen that before, he thought it probable that naval historians would be able to sort out its significance.  
Reaching the top he ducked his head and slid under the rail. Pausing for a moment he looked around and far off in the distance he could see the small fishing boat carrying Moorhouse just rounding the breakwater near the harbour entrance. He was truly alone now. Keen to miss nothing, he searched the bridge. The large antennae and periscope jutted up like a flagpole behind him and the rails surrounding him were encrusted with sea life but in places the grey paint still stood out as clean as the day she was built. Walking forward he could see the huge expanse of deck before him. Far ahead, the little inflatable bobbed up and down still tied to the plane. 
He couldn't help but wonder what was below. Stories he'd heard about bodies, secret plans and Nazi gold fired his imagination. Whatever it was, he was sure that the historians would love it. Covered in a mass of kelp and seaweed he could just see the wheel that opened the hatch. “It's been underwater for forty years,” he thought to himself. “It can't possibly open.” In the back of his mind he knew that even trying would be a very bad idea with no backup. However, the chances of it working were slim. Pulling away the vegetation he placed his hands on the wheel. That weird sensation of unease returned, this time coupled with a feeling of woe. Yet again he shrugged it off and bending his knees applied pressure to the wheel. With a squeal and a grind it turned. He couldn't believe it. First half a turn then a full turn then it ran free and in doing so released a strong damp stench which assailed Forrester's nose and burnt his eyes for a few moments before the mouldy odour passed. Pulling up the hatch took a lot of physical effort. Below was a ladder heading down into nothingness. Common sense should have stopped him going any further but he couldn't stifle his innate curiosity. After all, the risks of flooding, chlorine gas, carbon dioxide poisoning, just to name a few, should have been enough yet Forrester couldn't help himself. Going to the bottom of this ladder couldn't hurt and just so long as he could still see daylight above he'd be fine. Reaching into his life vest, he pulled the small signalling light from its clip and started down the ladder. He could see his breath misting before him in the cool damp air as his head lowered beneath the hatch level. Feeling cautiously for each rung he shone the torch from side to side. The pale grime-stained walls and pipes dripped onto a damp floor somewhere below. Now, surrounded by what seemed like a block of blackness with only the pale light above and the small flash light to comfort him he reached out again with his foot. As he did so he slipped just managing to hug the ladder. The torch and small radio fell from his damp grasp, tumbling out of reach into the darkness where it landed and the light went out. As he settled his shot nerves he decided that this was a very bad idea and that even if he could find the torch down there it would probably never work again.  
As brave as Forrester was, he didn't fancy his chances. Raising his right hand he began his ascent back up the ladder. However, as he did so, with a screech and a crash the hatch above him slammed closed. The wheel spun freely and the seal was complete. A creak came from somewhere far across the sub towards the forward section. A grinding noise could be heard breaking the natural silence as the large bow plane began to tilt forward towards the small inflatable still bobbing up and down until the sharp edge slit the rubber and neatly severed the tethering rope. 



Chapter 17
Moorhouse decided that he didn't have time to go back to shore and wait for a tender to return to Talisman. Instead he ordered GéGé to take him directly alongside. Taking the radio in his hand, Moorhouse tuned the radio frequency. He knew it would be picked up by the ship. “HMS TALISMAN. HMS TALISMAN. COME IN PLEASE. THIS IS DOCTOR PAUL MOORHOUSE ONBOARD THE PORT TUG PL 262. DO YOU READ ME?” 
Silence. Moorhouse repeated the message until an answering voice crackled over the speaker “PORT TUG PL262. WE READ YOU, DOCTOR. WHAT ARE YOU DOING ON THAT TUG?”
“NEVERMIND THAT,” said Moorhouse quickly and curtly. “REQUEST PERMISSION TO APPROACH ALONGSIDE FOR EMBARKATION. THIS IS AN EMERGENCY. OVER.”
After a few seconds of muffled confusion the voice answered, “REQUEST IS GRANTED. PLEASE APPROACH AMIDSHIPS ON THE PORT SIDE. OVER.”
The tug made its way alongside the large expanse of grey with Moorhouse shouting instructions to GéGé. A voice called from above, “Prepare for lines.” Moorhouse shouted back, “No time. Hold her steady, GéGé,” and he mounted the rail and regulating his jump landed with just a few inches of his feet onto the gangway. He didn't stop for a second to salute as his boots thundered up onto the main deck heading for Wilkes' office taking three steps at a time. Hurrying down the corridor he knew there was no point in wasting breath speaking to the French authorities because it would be twenty four hours before anything was done. Finally, he reached the door only to be confronted by a DO NOT DISTURB sign. “What the fuck!” Repeated pounding on the door produced no response. Then in a moment of clarity he knew what to do, “Turnbull,” he thought. Spinning around he ran off down the corridor. Wilkes would be pissed that he had gone over his head but this was no time for pettifogging. The Admiral's cabin was just ahead and he almost ran into the door. Turnbull answered his knocking immediately.  
“Doctor, are you OK?”
“No, sir.” Out of breath and sweating profusely he almost fell into the cabin.
After handing him a glass of water, the Admiral sternly asked, “Let me clarify, Doctor. You haven't been drinking, have you?”  
Moorhouse exclaimed, “I'm as sober as a judge, Admiral. What I'm telling you is the truth.” He explained the situation to a very quiet and stern looking Turnbull.  
“I'm disappointed in the pair of you. You should have come here or radioed the Coastguard right away. Personal glory isn't befitting of an officer in Her Majesty's navy.” His tone softened, “Though I understand your logic. Excitement may have clouded my reasoning as well. Did you notify Captain Wilkes?” 
“I tried to, sir, but he's unavailable and not answering his door.”
Admiral Turnbull sighed, “Well, we need to search for Forrester. I'll notify the Coastguard and send our tenders on a search pattern.”
“Thank you, sir. I'll get into uniform right away.”
“No, Doctor. I think it's best if you stay aboard ship. The search and rescue party is medically trained.”
Moorhouse argued, “But Sir ….”
“No, Doctor. That's my final word. You're the Chief Medical Officer on board this vessel and we've already lost one officer. I won't be party to losing another. Now, get cleaned up and into uniform. Prepare the drill schedule for tomorrow's war games.”
“Sir, I'm so sorry.”
“Don't be sorry. Just keep the sick bay in readiness. We'll keep you informed as to any progress.”
As Moorhouse left he could hear the Admiral speaking urgently on the telephone. Walking back to his cabin, he opened the door and locked it behind him. Putting his head in his hands he felt so stupid. How could he ever have let Forrester go it alone? He was certain that if he'd kicked up enough fuss his friend would have eventually have seen sense. Glancing over to the small collage of photographs on the wall he realised wryly that every one contained either Forrester or his family. How could he tell Emma? God, he hoped his friend was OK. Memories of the days when the photos were taken came flooding back. Forrester, Emma and himself, a photo of last Christmas showing Emily and Molly climbing all over him, holding the My Little Ponies he had bought for them. It dawned on him that Forrester was as close to a brother as he could ask for. Now he was stuck aboard ship and helpless. Remembering what Turnbull had ordered, he rose to his feet and headed to the shower. He looked critically at his reflection in the mirror seeing his straggly beard and bloodshot eyes. Reaching for the small silver flask that Forrester and Emma had bought for him last year, he hesitated. It was time he got himself sorted out. He'd played the comedian for a long time to hide his problem. Now it was time for him to get it under control. Unscrewing the cap he poured the fiery liquid down the sink. Running hot water he allowed the steam to gather around him as he leaned over. Then with quiet resolve he reached for his razor and began to shave.
An hour later, the door of the cabin opened and a new Moorhouse emerged. His hair was short, his beard was gone and his uniform was freshly cleaned and perfectly pressed. He was well aware that there was a lot to do but he couldn't just lock himself in the medical bay so he decided to go to check the medical stations on deck. The air smelt fresh as he opened the hatch door onto the main deck. The harbour was filling up. Six more ships from different countries were spread out with their ensigns blowing in the breeze. In the distance small vessels could be seen sailing back and forward beyond the breakwater. The search was already under way. Moving around, he checked the medical supply boxes in an effort to take his mind off what was going on over there. 
“Come on, Forrester. You'd better be OK,” Moorhouse muttered aloud.
A voice came from behind him, “He'll be fine although I'm not sure that you'll be so lucky.” He whirled round to see Wilkes “You'll have some hard questions to answer. If anything happens to him it could be the end of your career.” 
Moorhouse stood up straight, pushing out his chest. Whispering in the Captain's ear, “Permission to speak freely, sir? Listen, you little fuck. No one is here to hear this so it's your word against mine. If anything was going to happen today that could cheer me up at all, is that you'd trip over my foot and fall overboard. And if you open your mouth about Forrester again, that's what will happen.” 
Wilkes was gob smacked. Moorhouse had never lost his temper with him before and he didn't know how to take it.
“Now, Captain, if you'll excuse me I have work to do,” and with that Moorhouse walked smartly away.



Chapter 18
Alison Turnbull had spent the last few hours calming Michael and Stephen prior to the trip to watch the exercise the following morning. She'd just packed the final item of clothing in a large black holdall when the boys came crashing through the door. 
“Nana, is it time to go?” asked Michael.
“Not too long now. The taxi will arrive to take us to the station in twenty minutes so please go and find your shoes and help your brother put his coat on.”
“Nana,” shouted Stephen, “Where are we going?”
Alison smiled a soft grandmotherly smile, “We're going to meet your Grandfather at Portsmouth and if you're really lucky we might get a sight of the ships doing manoeuvres before they dock.”
“Do we get to go aboard Grandad's boat?” they shouted in unison.
“Well, I don't think that'll be possible but the dockyard has lots of other boats to go on before he gets home tomorrow. Now get your shoes and coats on,”
The two excited boys took off, “and don't slam the …...” Before she had the chance to get out the last word, the door slammed. Sitting on the foot of the bed she sighed. It was going to be a long few days but at least Laurence would be back in a few days. She was glad the days of him being stationed aboard ship were over. He still had to work away a lot but at least his desk job at the Admiralty meant that he was at home most of the time. She noticed that it was already 1500 hours and that they'd have to get a move on if they were to catch the 1705 Portsmouth train. After checking her hair one last time in the full length mirror she threw the holdall over her shoulder and headed out of the bedroom. As she made her way down the stairs she passed Michael perched on the bottom stair tying his shoelaces. 
“Where's your brother?” she asked.
“He went into the study to find his coat,” he answered mischievously.
Alison looked sternly at her eldest Grandson, “You mean he went to play with Grandad's model boat, don't you?” Michael nodded. “Stephen John Turnbull, you'd better not be messing.” Walking into the study she found the little boy looking curiously at a large model of HMS Victory. Watching from the doorway, she could see him placing his Lego figures on the deck – a game he played when Laurence was home. 
“Come on, Stephen. The taxi will be here very soon.”
“But Nana, I want to play.”
Alison stood behind him and put her arms round him. She pushed his untidy brown parting over and smiled. “What would you say if I told you that the real HMS Victory is in Portsmouth and that you can go on it?”
“Will Grandad be able to come too?” he asked.
“I'm not sure he'll be back in time but you'll have plenty of stories to tell him when he does get back.”
A shrill beep sounded from outside. Looking through the curtains she saw a black cab idling in the road. “Come on, boys, it's time to go.” She grabbed the bags and bundled the two outside and turned to lock the front door. Holding Stephen's hand, she stepped off the kerb and reached for the door handle. As she did so, she felt a slight movement on her finger, then a metallic clink. She looked down just in time to see her wedding ring fall, bounce neatly on the cast iron grid cover and drop down into the dark murky water in the drain below. With a cry of dismay, dropping to her knees, she scrambled to reach down through the gap but it was in vain. The ring was gone! For forty years of marriage she had kept it safe and now this! With a twinge of guilt she realised she could do no more but hopefully, Laurence could do something when he returned home. Michael helped Stephen into the cab followed by Alison. She had a bad feeling. She wasn't superstitious but the loss of her wedding ring made her feel uneasy. 
“The station, please,” she asked the driver breathlessly. He nodded and the cab moved slowly away from the kerb.  
Twenty minutes later they arrived at the train station with its wide stone steps leading up to the imposing Victorian entrance. Commuters bustled to and fro, so holding the boys tightly and dragging Stephen past the magazine stall, she headed for the main ticket booths. No queue. That was a first! She peered in through the safety glass. Within, sat a man untidy and disinterested. In a bored monotone he asked, “Where to?” without even looking up. “One adult and two children to Portsmouth, please.” Pressing the appropriate buttons three tickets popped out of a machine in front of him. “Six pounds ten pence,” he said. Placing the money in the tray Alison scooped up the tickets and turned to the boys and said “Look for the sign saying platform 3”. Glancing up she saw a large four-sided clock the hands reading four thirty five. 
 “Are you hungry, boys?”
“A simultaneous “Yes” resounded. So she guided them over to a small café where she chose the three best looking sandwiches and a can of juice. “Now boys, eat up.” The small table rocked back and forth pivoting on one short leg while the boys tucked in. Alison's appetite had disappeared as she felt the soft shine on her finger where her ring had been. She never took it off, not even to clean it. Laurence wouldn't be happy. She fervently hoped he'd be able to fish it out of the drain when he returned home. 
After some time a loud, muffled voice came over the tannoy, announcing the arrival of their train. A distant squeal of brakes from the station concourse clarified the fact. Hastily collecting the sandwich wrappers and the empty can, she threw them into a nearby waste bin and herded the boys through the gate. The large maroon locomotive sat humming as they walked down the platform towards it. A guard held open a carriage door for them and they stepped over the gap and into the corridor. Stephen raced off, closely followed by Michael, in between the seats and jumped onto chairs with a table in front.
“Now listen, when we get to Portsmouth, it'll be late. We're staying in a little hotel close to the sea front.”
“Will we see Grandad in the morning?”
“No,” Alison smiled, “but soon, Michael, very soon.” 
A whistle sounded from outside, then with a slight bump the train began to move slowly off. After ten minutes the train quickly picked up speed and the city gradually gave way to countryside. Alison stared out of the window past the trees and beyond. 



Chapter 19
Keller made his way across the catwalk, past the bay where sparks flew and a bustle of activity surrounded the newly extended hull. Men shouted and hollered to one another while gantry cranes lifted large sections of metal. It had been many days since he'd shown the schedule to Weib, and strangely, he hadn't been summoned for a subsequent progress report.  
He noticed Nikolaus Huber looking with puzzlement at a big diagram. Approaching silently Keller placed his hand on his shoulder. “What's wrong?”
 Shaking his head, Huber looked up and replied, “I'm just second guessing myself. The rams have been ordered and the schematics have gone to Krupps for construction of the conveyors but for the life of me I just don't know how it'll all fit! I've been racking my brain but I just can't figure out how to get them into the hull. Soon the crews will want to know how and I won't be able to answer them.” 
 “Nikolaus, calm down. You're a designer. These men do jobs like this everyday. Ask them for their opinions. I'm sure they will relish the challenge to work it out instead of being told what to do. Give them a little space. Now, I'm going to report to Weib so please fill me in on any progress if you will.”
Huber took a deep breath and pulled a small black notebook from his pocket, its dog-eared pages sticking out from behind the front cover. “The boat has been cut fore and aft and the framing has begun. Due to the size, four extra ballast tanks have been necessary”
“Four?” exclaimed Keller, “I thought we only planned two?”
Huber looked uneasy for a moment, “When I checked the calculations two was the minimum number but then I remembered what you said about sending sailors out in a death trap so I ordered two more.” 
“Well enough!” Keller nodded, “I guess you're right, my friend. Carry on.”
“Krupps have the designs for the conveyors but until we know they'll fit, we'll have to wait before installing everything else.”
“As I said before, Nikolaus, ask the crews. They'll help given enough slack. When does the new conning tower arrive? Have you been given a date yet?” asked Keller.
Flicking frantically through his notepad, Nikolaus paused then continued, “The foundry tell me two weeks but the roads are so bad that getting it here whole may be a problem. The railway lines are being badly bombed and it could be difficult to use them. A slow moving train would be an easy target.”
Keller knew that either way the journey wasn't going to be simple. “Tell the foundry to ship the parts in sections and we'll weld them together here. The pens provide more safety than the factory and it may speed things up. Now let's take a look at the inside,” Keller gestured towards the ladder. Making their way down into the now sectioned hull, they saw that little remained of the interior. There were just severed pipes and incomplete wiring. The tubes which once lined the sides of the submarine had been cut away leaving only the large hold above them. The sense of space inside was cavernous. Keller smiled as he watched a patch being welded over a removed hatch, “Her mine-laying days are over, he said with a laugh. Huber smiled too. Working their way aft, sparks rained in from yet another opening.
“As you can see, the aft section containing the engine room has been pushed backwards by twenty five feet,” Nikolaus shouted over the hammering. “The new diesel engine and generators have been installed, however the shafts are considerably wider and cut into the Torpedo room. I fear she'll still only have space for a single tube. 
Keller knew that Richter wouldn't be happy about that but at this point they had little choice. He checked the serial numbers on them and was pleasantly surprised. “So they sent the correct ones, I see. They should be able to keep up with a standard U-boat despite her size.”
Just then a loud crash echoed through the hull. The metal deck plates shook and shouts could be heard followed by running footsteps. Keller and Nikolaus hurried in the direction of the disturbance. As they parted a shocked group of workers, a gurgling moan cut through the surrounding voices. A great metal beam lay at an angle, still partially attached to the tackle above. A man lay pinned to the deck, his leg distorted and severed just below the groin. Men were frantically trying to pull the chain to raise the beam but the tackle was jammed fast. A pool of blood crept inexorably across the grey deck plates. Nikolaus felt his stomach churn. Abruptly, vomit spurted from his mouth and he ran, sick dripping from between his fingers.
“Stop!” shouted Keller, “That tackle will slip if you continue to pull. All of you take the weight.” Ten men, five either side slowly lifted the beam and one man cleared the chain allowing it to be lowered to the side. Keller knelt by the injured man realising to his shame that he didn't even know his name. “You'll be alright. We'll get help.” The man, half unconscious, was lifted onto a stretcher and carried off. A member of the crew threw sawdust from a bucket over the bloodslick and then shovelled it all back into the bucket while another threw an oil stained blanket over what remained of the severed lower leg. Within twenty minutes the workers were back to the job in hand and no evidence of the incident remained.
Keller climbed the ladder to find Nikolaus leaning over the rail, white-faced and hands shaking trying to keep his cigarette still. “I'm sorry, Keller, I really am.”
“Humanity isn't a weakness, Nikolaus,” sympathised Keller, “but the efficiency of that clean-up makes me wonder just how many accidents have happened round here previously. I'll go to speak to Weib and inform him of the incident.” With that, Keller walked off in the direction of the office stairs. Nikolaus composed himself and went back to work wishing no one had seen his hasty exit. 



Chapter 20
A tourist boat pulled into a small tyre-lined jetty. The craft, which had certainly seen better days, bumped and squealed its way to a stop as lines were thrown down from the deck.  A man wearing a black jumper and smoking a cigarette tied them to sturdy piles. From beyond the ticket booth, an excited column of people filed through a blue painted gate towards the jetty.
A large sign read
 Port de Ferry

Visites Guidee

Toutes les heures

(Harbour Ferry – Tours hourly)

 
A man in his early seventies who stood reading the sign fumbled in his pocket for change. Personally he thought the thirty franc charge was a little expensive. He had already tried to visit by road to no avail, so this appeared to be his only remaining option. The woman sitting behind the counter took his money and produced a small brown ticket stub. As the latch clicked the gate swung inwards and a queue of jostling holidaymakers made their way past him at varying speeds. He walked to join some twenty others patiently waiting for the ferry. A small boy swung on the railings and bumped his arm as he passed. In a high-pitched English accent, the boy apologised. His father also smiled apologetically as the elderly man passed him. With a nod, he continued on and joined the queue.
The sea mirrored the beauty of the day as it sparkled and glinted. Out in the harbour an impressive collection of ships caught his attention. He could see the ensigns billowing – German, English, American and French. Small tenders moved from ship to ship. Meanwhile fishing boats went about their business. His concentration was broken by the sound of a tour guide who unclipped the rope that spanned the gangway leading to the jetty. She gestured for the line of sightseers to move forward and began to clip the tickets. The young attractive woman looked up at him, her kindly face and bright blue eyes cracked a small grin as she ushered him towards the boat.
After boarding, he found a comfortable seat next to the rail and prepared for the off. The guide started her commentary with a screech over the poor sounding tannoy as the vibration of the engines moved through the deck plates. White foam passed by as they moved slowly out into the bay. The man wasn't here for the history lesson about Lorient. He was here because something deep inside made him feel like he had to be, despite not knowing why. They were now in close to the destroyers and he could see sailors in their whites busily cleaning and going about their daily duties. The modern looking ships didn't interest him. He was from a different time. In his day, ships had character. 
As the guide continued talking about the history of the city, the looming Keromen pens came into view, the aged concrete stained a dark grey with the sea entrances looking dark and menacing. Thousands of tons of concrete still as solid as the day it was laid. Jacques Stosskopf had done a good job despite being a member of the Resistance. His concentration was yet again disturbed by the guide, “As you can see, the submarine base was built on the Keromen Peninsula in 1942,” she said in her broad accent. He could accept many things but incorrect facts from a tour guide was not one. Clearing his throat, he said “1941. The base was started in 1941 not 1942.” 
The guide looked annoyed yet continued her speech unflustered. “The Keromen Base could hold up to twenty U-boats of the 1st U-boat flotilla and mainly serviced type 8 and type 9 U-boats overseen by Admiral Doenitz from his headquarters just across the bay.”

“Please,” he said, gesturing with a raising of his hand,”Keromen 1, 2,and 3 could service up to thirty mainly type 7 and 9 boats. The 2nd U-boat flotilla were based here, not the 1st,  after they transferred from Kiel.”
By now the guide was very upset and the other passengers were sniggering but he did not care. History was History and it was important to get the facts right. He moved to the back of the boat partially to have a last look but mainly to escape the frosty glare from the tour guide. As he stared toward the horizon he had the feeling he was waiting for something but had no idea what. A large tug boat, smoke billowing from its stack cut across the stern heading out to sea. He watched it closely as it quickly made its way past the breakwater and receding into the distance. Just then a figure appeared at the rail beside him. It was the young father from the dockside. “You know your History, sir, a lot better than she does it seems. Have you been on this tour before?”
“Not on this tour, no,” he said gazing upward at the man, “but I have been here before.”
The man held the little boy's hand tightly and pointed to the ships in the bay. The boy whispered loudly, “I thought you said we'd see submarines. Where are they?”
“They're all in that big house,” he answered pointing at the pens. 
A smile broke across the old man's face as he listened to the father trying to explain the submarines' absence. Turning to face the child he said, “What's your name?”
At a nod from his father, the boy answered, “James.”
“Well, James, there are no submarines here now, but many years ago there were hundreds.”
“Where are they all now?” asked James, intrigued.
“They all sailed away and became old just like me. I do have something I could show you, though.” Reaching into his jacket pocket he produced a brown leather wallet smooth and aged, once gilded initials worn and illegible. Inside, a photograph slipped from behind the few notes of French francs. He passed it to the boy who stared at it and smiled. On the photograph a young man stood in front of a familiar shape. The child showed it to his father pointing, his mood bubbling.
The father looked up and then back at it, “Was this taken here?”
“Yes. Many years ago.”
The boy looked at the picture with wonder, “Can you read the number?” James asked his father who paused and replied slowly “U X 5 0 5”



Chapter 21
Admiral Turnbull settled down on a chair in his cabin sipping a mug of tea. A pile of internal reports lay on a table at his side. Nothing important, just a few accounts of misdemeanour, the port ballast tank had sprung a leak and Deck 3's galley was out of action. The other destroyers, Berlin and Aconite and USS Kentucky, had arrived but the Italian frigate was late and wouldn't be arriving until noon of the next day. Just perfect he thought, they're late for everything. But on a more positive note, it did give him a little longer to sort out the ship and crew. On the face of it he was confident but obviously he had other more major worries. Forrester was still missing and he was helpless to do anything about it. At that point his thought processes were interrupted by a ringing phone on the wall behind his head.  Reaching backwards and lifting the receiver he spoke clearly, “Yes?” 
A voice from the other end came through low and crackly, “Sir, the boats are coming in on the port side, ETA five minutes. Sir, the Americans have noticed them and they're asking whether we require assistance.”
Turnbull knew that they needed all the help they could muster but at this point he didn't want to let the Americans know he'd lost an officer. “Thank you. I'll be up momentarily. Please signal the American Captain. Send him my thanks but tell him we have everything under control for now.” Replacing the receiver on the hook he took a large breath and sighed heavily. He knew there would be bad news. Call it a gut feeling but experience had taught him to always trust his intuition. Getting up, he straightened his uniform and exited the door locking it behind him. He thought it was only right to let Doctor Moorhouse know about the return of the search team so he took the long way past the Medical Bay. Moorhouse was testing some samples as Turnbull came round the corner. “Trying to keep busy, Doctor?” 
“You could say that, sir. Is there any news?”
Turnbull realised he couldn't be harsh. He felt bad enough so couldn't even begin to comprehend how Moorhouse was feeling. “That's why I'm here. The boats are on their way back.”
The doctor knew by the tone of the Admiral's voice that there was no good news. Hastily replacing the test tubes on the rack and into a small fridge, he joined the Admiral in the corridor, sliding the sign over to 'AWAY' on the plastic label on the door. Normally on the journey to the top deck the two men would have talked informally and cracked jokes but as this was not the time, they walked in silence. On reaching the port side hatch leading to the aft deck the sound of machinery and the crisp orders of deck hands filled the air. Ropes were being tossed and caught as the large rust stained crane swung out and lifted the inflatable dingy from the sea, another two bobbing patiently just aft of the ship some hundred yards off. Rubber squealed as the boat slid into its deck-mounted rack and ropes slackened as they were untied. The crane then repeated its swing out for the next raft. Three men climbed out, their red survival suits contrasting vividly against the grey background of the sea. The young men saluted.
“At ease. Report, seaman,” Turnbull ordered briskly. ”
“Sir, we followed the tide around five miles out. No sign of anything out of order. All sectors checked. B and C teams checked all land fall possibilities given the tidal conditions. French Helicopter Search and Rescue also reported no signs. Sir, given the sea temperature and the limited survival gear that the Doctor reported available, anyone in the water would be unable to survive for long. Sorry, sirs.”
Moorhouse felt a rage build up inside him. “God damn it. What the hell are you back here for then?” he snarled.
The young officer looked shocked, maybe from the outburst but more probably that he'd never seen Doctor Moorhouse lose his temper before.
“Sir, we were low on fuel and it's getting too dark to search efficiently.”
“Dismissed, seamen. Thank you.” said Turnbull.
“Dismissed! What do you mean dismissed? Shouldn't they be refuelling the rafts?” snarled the doctor. “Admiral, I'll go out myself.” His rant was interrupted by a voice from over his shoulder. 
“Doctor, don't you think your antics with boats have caused enough problems?” Captain Wilkes stood at the rail watching the last of the rafts being hoisted back on board. Moorhouse affected not to hear him and continued stating his point. Wilkes' voice came from behind him, “I'm talking to you, Doctor. I expect a full report of what's been going on then there'll be a full investigation. Believe me, by the time I'm done, your reputation and professionalism will be under intense scrutiny.” Wilkes continued, “Your irresponsibility beggars belief!”
The fire in Moorhouse's eyes as he spun round said it all.
“At ease Doctor.” ordered the Admiral.
With his chest swelling and shoulders expanded, Moorhouse towered over Wilkes.  
“Stand down, Doctor.” This time Turnbull meant it. He had no wish to see Moorhouse throw away his career, though seeing him throw Wilkes over the side would've been entertaining.
Stopping his advance, Moorhouse held fast and spoke quietly, “If it wasn't for you, sir, Forrester and I wouldn't have been off ship. I take full responsibility for what's happened but for now my only care is to find out where Forrester is. I'll report when I have the facts and until then you will have to wait.”
Turnbull glared at Wilkes and grated “Haven't you got planning to do for tomorrow?”
Wilkes slid off quietly without a word.
“Oh sir,” said Moorhouse. Wilkes stopped and turned to face him, “I accept that my response to my friend's predicament has been an emotional one, but I bitterly resent any notion that I am unprofessional in my medical judgement.” Wilkes glanced at him briefly and walked rapidly away without replying.
A noticeable chuckle, that Turnbull had thought he had under control, helped lift Moorhouse's spirits if just for that second. Turnbull's mood changed quickly. “Doctor, if you ever again question me like that in front of the crew, I will bust you down myself. I understand how you feel but you need to exercise some control.”
“I'm sorry, Admiral”
“We'll say no more about it. I'll send the boats back out until nightfall but you know as well as I do that it doesn't look good and I can't risk more lives in these busy shipping lanes in the dark.”
“Yes, thank you, sir.”
“Now go and finish your samples.”
Moorhouse turned slowly, “Oh and Paul,” said Turnbull, “We can't do anything more than hope and pray but try to keep your chin up.”
After ordering the raft crew out until nightfall, Turnbull stepped inside the hatchway and found the nearest internal phone.”Bridge,” he said. A few moments later a reply came, “Bridge. Aye”
“Inform all our guests that we leave for the Channel as soon as the Italian ship arrives.”
“Aye, sir”, came the response and the line went dead.



Chapter 22
Winters placed his second cup of coffee on one of the many worn mahogany desks that filled the Records Library. The library area was both roomy and well lit with green shades. It was lined on both sides by bookcases reaching up to a yellowed plaster ceiling. Ladders on evenly spaced brass rails allowed access to the grand leather-bound volumes all labelled in a somewhat cryptic code.
He was alone, not particularly unusual, as most of the volumes were being converted to disc. Winters didn't have time for all that new digital stuff! It seemed cold somehow, and he didn't see how it would replace the feeling of flicking through the pages of a book. After failing to find anything of interest in the section he was in, he decided to explore a little further. After all, he was to be there for quite a while. Replacing volumes in the correct order, he set off down the room only pausing momentarily to stop and scan other items of interest. After cross referencing by date and location he decided to look not for the submarine but for more information about the Pens. She was built by people so he surmised that there must be information about them. Scaling a ladder, he climbed to near the top of a bookcase and ran his finger over the spines until he found what he thought he was looking for. After a slightly unnerving descent down the ladder onto the polished wooden floor, he returned to his desk. Its green-shaded lamp cast a comforting glow amidst the rows of empty reading areas. 
Settling down and taking a sip of his now-cooling coffee, Winters opened the book, a smell of dust and age filling his nostrils. The inner cover merely said “LORIENT 1939–1946”. Leafing through the musty pages, past the early Occupation details, he came across photographs of the pens taken by the Allies just after Liberation. They showed the surrounding complex in great detail. Small typed headings over each picture made orientation a little easier. Folded inside were documents, lists and a large diagram that seemed to show the compound as mapped by the Americans. Selecting a list, he scanned down it, nothing of interest. It seemed to be merely an inventory of supplies that had been captured so he moved on. A paper with a TOP SECRET stamp caught his eye and he placed it flat on the desk – a list of names. It appeared to be people who had surrendered at the facility some days after Liberation. The list had some forty names, some with rank, others without. This was more like it, he thought. At the bottom of the page in neat text, he read 'SEE VOLUME 2'. Mildly aggravated, Winters headed off to the shelves again only to return two minutes later with an identical book. With the list on one side and the book on the other, he opened to the first page and stared blankly at the photographs of uniform-clad young men and dock workers, some French and others German. Nothing sparked his interest until he came across a photograph of a young man, his shirt dirty and his suit tattered and scruffy. The name beneath said 'Nikolaus Huber 1195-C Draughtsman. “This was it,” Winter thought, “if anyone knew anything, then this would be him.” Spending a few moments making notes, Winter began to pack the loose inserts back into the Volume when the pages flicked over to reveal a photograph, one of four. The skyline looked familiar and somehow the buildings and cranes just resonated with something he'd seen recently. In a flash, he reached into his briefcase and pulled out the photograph of the submarine that he had discovered the day before. Comparing the two, there was a likeness, no submarine, but he realised with mounting excitement that the landmarks were identical on both. Under the photograph was written 'South Dock K2 1945' and that was all. This was great news. He now knew for certain that Lorient was where that picture had been taken. Just then, the doors at the end of the Library opened and in stepped James Filmore accompanied by a young officer dressed in a neatly pressed dark blue uniform.
“Donald, this is Lieutenant Stockman.”
Stockman reached out and shook Winters' hand. “Nice to meet you, Doctor. Shall we take a seat?” he said gesturing towards the green leather chairs at the far end of the room. “Doctor Filmore has informed me of your findings and I have a file upstairs containing your requests. Firstly, let me thank you for your work. I really must commend you on your determination.” 
Stockman settled back into his chair and looked intently at Winters. “You've requested additional funds and a loan of a vessel, I understand?”
“Yes, that's right,” said Winters in his best businessman-like tone.
Taking a breath, Stockman continued, “I'm curious as to what evidence you have that convinces you that this lost submarine is where you say it is.”
Winters had a bad feeling, as he didn't know where it actually was and he felt sure that Stockman knew this. He'd asked a closed question that had only one answer. 
“I don't know exactly but all of the evidence points to it lying somewhere in the Lorient area.”
“Doctor Winters, Donald, may I call you Donald? The fact is that it would take months to mount a search this immense and anyway how do you know the sub wasn't ordered out to sea or on some mission to Japan or even America?”
“Well...” began Winters. 
“Donald,” interrupted Stockman, “the Navy appreciates everything you've done in the past but I cannot permit you to search for a boat that could be hundreds of miles away. We take History very seriously here, but times have changed. Haven't you read the newspaper? This boat no longer poses any threat. She's rusting on the seabed somewhere. I can see no reason why we have to document her in person. You have photographs, I understand? So I think it would be best if we open a new Volume and you can compile your data for further study and then perhaps when times are more financially agreeable we can look into the matter, but at the moment the answer has to be a no. Now, Gentlemen, I have meetings to attend if you'll excuse me.” With that Stockman exited the room. 
Winters sat fuming, his temper eating away at his self control. Filmore lent over, “Donald, I'm so sorry. I tried my best and wanted to tell you myself,  but Stockman just didn't give me the chance.”  
Winters spoke quietly. “Thirty years I have given to this Navy, thirty fucking years, all to be brushed aside by a jumped up little bastard like that! Well, I most certainly will not close it for further study. This is a historically significant find and the sub must be found.”
“What can you do?”Filmore asked. “You're one man and that's a very large ocean.” 
“I won't find anything here so I'll leave for Lorient today,” said Winters, looking at a point beyond James' head. “Come with me. It will be like old times. We still have contacts.” 
Filmore shook his head, “I can't, Donald. I have work to attend to here.” 
“Don't give me that shit. You're just used to being dictated to by everyone around here. How long will it be before they put you out to pasture and replace you with a computer or whatever they are called? Wouldn't you like to go out with a bang?” Winters lent forward in his chair, “Two weeks. Give me two weeks. If we haven't found anything by then, then I will compile everything, take up gardening and grow sweet peas or whatever! Come on, what do you say?”
A long silence fell over the pair. “You always could convince me, you old sea rat” replied Filmore. 
“Thank you, James,” laughed Winters, “You won't regret it,” and the pair rose to their feet and headed back to the Doctor's office 



Chapter 23
The early morning rays of the sun were just stretching over the City of Lorient as Weib, clutching a bulging briefcase, made his way through the already bustling complex towards an exit on the inland side of the pens. He was both curious and also nervous about the meeting he'd been summoned to attend. “What could it possibly be about,” he wondered. Nothing good was the first answer that sprang to mind but no doubt he'd find out soon enough.
Closing the weighty metal doors behind him, he soon arrived at the main exit. Its heavy blast door stood slightly ajar and the daylight shone through. With blinking eyes he emerged into the area in the shadow of the pens. Ahead lay the main gate with its fortified concrete bunkers. Trucks and cars milled around and he could see soldiers at their posts. One young soldier manning a pillbox close to the door stood to attention. Smiling at him, Weib reached into his pocket and retrieved his silver cigarette case. Flicking it open, he gestured for the man to take a neatly-rolled cigarette. The man was hesitant at first but after a brief look for reassurance, took one, lit it and cupped the flaming match for Weib. It was rare for the latter to spend time talking to soldiers but today he wanted to show he was approachable and not the total bastard they all thought he was. The two stood in companionable silence as they gazed towards the gate and the access roads beyond.
Reaching into his top pocket, Weib took out his ornate pocket watch. Checking the time, he noted that it wouldn't be too long now before the car arrived. Indeed, a matter of moments after he had replaced his watch, a black Mercedes pulled through the gate, the red flags of the Swastika fluttering from the front wings. It halted for a moment whilst the guard checked papers before handing them back and the car continued forward, two motorcycle escorts close behind.
A man in a black leather coat exited the vehicle as it pulled alongside Weib. Opening the rear door he gestured for him to get in. The upholstery was soft to sit on and the car's interior smelt of clean freshness and wax. The leather-coated man said nothing but nodded to the driver to continue. Weib gazed out of the car window at some of the ruined areas of the town, the fronts of the buildings like giant dolls' houses, staircases winding upwards sometimes to break off halfway up. Gradually the structures became fewer and gave way to countryside, the unspoilt green fields stretching out and away on either side of the road. After passing only a few sentry points, he thought it was hard to believe there was a war on. The silence in the car was deafening. Weib cleared his throat and mustered the courage to speak, “This car is very beautiful. The SS must get the best.” Not a word was uttered in return. The officer sat with his hands in his lap, tapping gently on his knee. Encircling his ring finger was a distinctive gold ring showing a curious concentric pattern of a swastika-like design. Weib had seen a ring like this before but was unable to place where. He'd been to many functions over the years and had never seen other SS officers driving such stunning cars. Wherever he was going must be important. Suddenly as they rounded a corner, the car pulled off the road and stopped, tyres skidding and crunching on the gravel. The driver muttered something about a piss break. Now for the first time the officer turned to Weib, “Why don't you stretch your legs? We still have many kilometres to go.” 
Surprised, Weib stepped out of the car into the warm morning sunshine. Reaching into his pocket for his lighter and cigarettes, he lit one but before he could raise it to his lips, he felt a brief, sharp pain, then blackness.
 On waking it was impossible to tell how long he'd been unconscious. His head spun and ached. Trying to move he realised his wrists and feet had been tied to a chair and in total darkness he was unable to tell whether he was blindfolded.  Rising panic began to consume him, then a voice pierced the blackness, “Please relax, Herr Weib. You are quite safe but struggling will only make you increasingly uncomfortable” 



Chapter 24
Wilkes had been keeping his head down since Turnbull had come on board. He had no intention of losing his boat and as Talisman was leading the Exercise he thought it best to polish up on what was expected of him. The crew had made sure that each area was well prepared so all he had to do was not to put a foot wrong on the Bridge and he was home free.
His mind was somewhat preoccupied by the disappearance of Forrester but Wilkes only saw the matter as a minor setback and so continued pouring over the charts laid out before him. Talisman, along with the American and Italian ships were to proceed out into the Channel where they'd set up a search grid between Lorient and Portsmouth. Meanwhile, the new German destroyer would simulate an attack run on Portsmouth. Upon reading the plans, Wilkes shook his head. The Germans didn't stand a chance. They may have a new Hamburg-class destroyer but he didn't think much of the crew. In his opinion a bunch of young boys with no experience shouldn't pose a threat.
 Stomach rumbling he checked his watch and realised the galley would be closing soon and that he'd had no dinner. Wilkes' natural paranoia meant that he hated walking the corridors as he instinctively felt that every crew member seemed to be laughing and sniggering after he passed by. On entering the galley he was confronted with a rather unpleasant smell but his hunger put paid to any qualms he may have had as he pushed past a line of seamen to the head of the queue and ordered his usual, three eggs, three sausages, bacon, chips topped by a large spoonful of beans. With his plate piled high, he turned to find a seat but all the places seemed to be taken. He chose one at random and hovered. The junior officer occupying the seat looked up startled. “Don't you know that it's customary to give up your seat to your Captain?” 
The embarrassed young man leapt up, clumsily collecting together his lunch and moved away followed by the other three occupants of the table. Wilkes sat and tucked in noisily.  
Usually captains would eat with their officers but he disliked all of them intensely and knew
that the feeling was mutual. An hour later, only he remained as the galley crew cleaned and mopped up around him. All he kept thinking about was how he only had to get through these Exercises but how? Turnbull was going to be watching his every move and Forrester was gone. Also, the recent incident with Moorhouse had been less than helpful. His thoughts were suddenly interrupted by a call over the tannoy, “CAPTAIN TO THE BRIDGE'”
“What now?” he said to himself leaving his dirty plates on the table and walking slowly in the direction of the Bridge. The tannoy crackled again, “CAPTAIN WILKES TO THE BRIDGE”. Wilkes knew that voice, Turnbull. That man was everywhere!
Out of breath he panted onto the Bridge to find Turnbull seated in his chair, binoculars in hand.
“Nice of you to join us, Captain. You have the Bridge.”
Wilkes took the binoculars from the Admiral and scanned the bay, “The Italians have arrived then,” he said.
“Yes, twenty minutes ago.”
Wilkes grunted, “Communications. Signal the other vessels. The Exercise will begin in thirty minutes. Signal the German destroyer. They should remain behind for five hours. That should give us time to get into position. Let's make them run!”
“Admiral,” came a voice from the starboard entrance, “We aren't leaving are we, sir?” It was Moorhouse. “What about Forrester? Sir, we still haven't found him.”
Turnbull spoke firmly, “We can't hold up these Exercises for one man. The French have assured me that they'll continue the search until we recover him, but we must get under way. That will be all, Doctor.”
“But....”
“I said, that will be all. Captain Wilkes, prepare the ship to leave.”
Wilkes clicked a button on his arm rest. “Engine Room, steam up all boilers and prepare to give me twenty knots when we get into open water. We leave in twenty five minutes.”
Turnbull nodded, “You have the Bridge, Captain.” He walked out starboard way exiting onto the deck and saw Moorhouse leaning over the rail. “He'll be OK, Paul. He's a tough son of a bitch.”
Moorhouse nodded.
The ship's vibration changed and behind him the funnel expelled a plume of grey smoke. It seemed to seal the fact that they were leaving Forrester behind. Both men gazed in silence out across to the other vessels, each showing signs of readiness to leave.
 The doctor muttered, “I hope so, Sir. I hope so.” 



Chapter 25
Dark, not the kind that your eyes can become accustomed to, but real thick blackness. That's what currently surrounded Forrester following the sharp clang of the hatch above him as it slammed shut. He could feel the panic rising up from his knotted stomach. The military trains you to suppress fear but somehow this was different, deep and primal. His hands trembled and his breathing quickened.
“Get a grip, Forrester!” he said to himself, leaning his forehead on the cold, damp rung of the ladder that he clung to. After he'd settled for a few moments he reached upwards. Making certain that his feet were firmly placed, he grasped the large wheel on the hatch above and attempted to spin it with all his strength. It wouldn't shift. Over and over again he tried until finally the blood had run from his arms and they ached. It was no use. It was shut tight.
They say that when one of your senses is cut off, the others heighten to compensate. Well, that was happening now. He felt very cold and could hear splashes far off in the darkness below. Clearly, there was just one way to go. Down. What he did next was possibly the bravest thing he had done to date. Taking a breath he started to move down, feet tapping on the metal rungs as he did so. Cold and damp, he was soon badly disorientated. He pressed on regardless lowering himself, rung after rung, until with a splash, his right foot hit water. Not deep but enough to break his concentration. Forrester found himself on a hard floor, albeit partially immersed in three inches of water. He felt hesitant to leave the relative safety of the ladder, his only point of reference to the outside world but he knew he couldn't stay there forever. If he wanted to get out he had to explore his new surroundings thoroughly.  
He resolved to go slowly and not too far. Tentatively he placed his fingertips on the ladder and walked round 360 degrees keeping contact with the ladder and shuffling his feet. As he did so, his foot hit something just below the water – small but heavy which seemed to move easily. Forrester instantly knew what it must be – his torch. Hoping and praying, he carefully reached down and searched around in the cold water until he felt the rubber-coated torch in his hand. It felt intact. Hoping against hope that it had just turned off and not broken the bulb, he felt for the switch. It clicked and with a little persuasive tap, came to life! Forrester had never been so relieved. The pale yellow beam wasn't great but it was so much better than the intimidating darkness. Flashing the beam around, he started to explore the space he was in. It was a room no bigger than twenty feet long and fifteen feet wide. The ladder came down towards the back of the room. Forrester could make out six bunks set against the wall. Just behind the ladder, the chains that held the bunks from the wall were rusted and the thick grey blankets were wet and soiled. Ironically, despite this, the beds were still neatly made and seemed ready for occupancy. No sign of personal effects, pictures or posters could be seen on the small shelves behind the bunks. Moving on around the room, he noticed the valves and pipes above him. Gauges and other controls lined the ceiling. Forrester soon realised it was beginning to look more like a submarine but it still did not fit with what he expected. Illuminated by his torch beam two chairs side by side came into view. He knew what these were for – Dive controls. The chains were rusted but still usable and the Dive wheels still painted red but showing their age and disuse.
Forrester couldn't understand how this boat could have been been underwater for so long yet so much still be intact and watertight. The far end of the room comprised solely of a large control desk with tubes and old switches all labelled in German. The controls still looked like new with grey painted panels and large black Bakelite knobs. A screen, green in colour, with lines like a grid was set into the panel. “Basic radar” thought Forrester. If it was, then this sub was a great deal more advanced than any U-boat he had ever seen on display or even read about at the Academy. Flicking some switches back and forward and turning various dials, he found they still clicked perfectly – German engineering, you had to admire it. 
Turning, he continued on around the wall to the last corner. A drip of water landed on his forehead causing him to look upwards. The periscope hung from the ceiling, water dripping from its base. Forrester's curiosity got the better of him. Reaching up, he pulled the two handles down from their folded positions. Then drawing them towards himself, the scope came down with ease, followed by a small gush of seawater which he only narrowly avoided. Blinking the water away, he looked through the eye holes and waited for his eyes to come into focus. At first what he saw seemed to make little or no sense. He strained his eyes and concentrated. Either there was water on the lens and it had filled up or… No, not possible. The water was half over the periscope already. The submarine was going down, it was submerging.
His heart started to race and that primal panic returned. He suddenly became acutely aware of how dire his situation was. 



Chapter 26
Keller had been working so hard recently that he'd forgotten all about Weib's disappearance and even the fact that there was a distinct lack of a yard foreman. In retrospect, he couldn't say he minded at all as they'd accomplished so much over the past few months. The hull was almost watertight and the machinery was inside. The electricians were in now. All that worried him was the main conning tower which was the only part being manufactured off site due to its size.
The bustle in the yard was at an all time high as, apart from the current project, Keromen still continued to service the returning U-boats. Despite propaganda, Keller had noticed a significantly lower number returning for re-supply. Keromen had also suffered some unwanted attention recently in the shape of a bomb strike that hit the upper vaulted ceiling causing it to fall. The main lower roof, however, had remained strong and work could continue.
Suddenly, the drafts room door opened causing a wind to kick up riffling Keller's papers. “Come in and please close the door,” Keller said without looking up. The door closed and the smell of smoke filled his nostrils. Standing by the door was Richter. “You really should have people announce themselves, it could have been anyone. There is a war on.”
Keller's blood ran cold. He hadn't heard that voice in months. “Richter, I wasn't expecting.....”
Cutting him off, Richter continued, “Perhaps you didn't expect to see me again? Did you really think I'd forgotten you?”
“No, but I've not seen or heard from you for so long....” he answered nervously.
Stabbing out his cigarette, Richter said, “You've done well, Keller. It looks like a boat. Weib would have been proud of you.”
“Would have been?” Keller faltered.
 “Sorry! Slip of the tongue.” smiled the other man. “Yes! She almost looks like a boat.”
“Yes, well! I have Leave coming next week and I need to ensure Huber can complete the sections in the plans.”
“Leave?” asked Richter. “Have I agreed to any Leave?”
Keller began again, “My Leave has been booked for months. Herr Weib knew about it. I've kept my end of the bargain and the work will be completed on time.” 
With a shake of his head, Richter snarled, “This is war. We do not take Leave here. So her completion date can probably be brought forward.”
Keller felt a welling up of rage which he was unable to stop. “Now listen, Richter, I'm taking time off. It's my daughter's birthday next week and need I remind you that I'm a contractor not a soldier. My profession allows me to be my own man. So let me make this quite clear, I'm not under your control!” Excited and shocked about how forceful he'd just been, Keller couldn't stop himself, “You've tried to put the fear of God into me for months! Well it's not going to work.”
Richter stepped closer, “Ahh! I understand now but this is most important. I can't permit any Leave except in the case of a dire emergency. I do hope you will accept this. I know Huber is a well-trusted and capable assistant but it is your project. However, I'm sure that under the circumstances we could arrange papers and transport for your family to come here for a few days. I hope this shows that I'm not as cold-hearted as it may appear. Please, leave it with me. I'll ensure that Frau Keller arrives here in time to celebrate the happy occasion.”
Keller was astounded, “That would be perfect. I don't know what to say except thank you so much.”
 Smiling, Richter replied, “It'll be a pleasure, the least I can do. Now please, keep up the good work.” With that, he was gone leaving Keller alone once more. Perhaps he had got Richter wrong and that he just used fear as a motivation. He still didn't trust the man. 
Either way, he wasn't going to pass over this chance and Sabine would need forewarning about the change of plan. Petra would be really excited. So many plans and so little time. Reaching for his pen and a fresh piece of notepaper he began to write.
 
My Dearest Sabine and my beautiful Petra,

Due to my work I 'll be unable to return home on Leave as promised. However, it's been arranged for you to come here for a few days. There's so much to show you, a whole different world away from our quiet little village. I hope you are as excited as I am.

See you soon my Loves

Wolfgang xx”

 
After writing the address carefully he sealed the envelope, knowing full well that this was a pointless exercise as no mail went unchecked and uncensored, especially from military bases. Then he went to put it with the other post. 



Chapter 27
Weib had been left in a sparsely furnished room for what felt like days. He'd been brought food but the soldiers delivering it had been surly to say the least. By his side were some musty smelling books which, if he'd been inclined, would have helped to pass the long hours. However, all he really wanted to do was to escape this incarceration. The window had been blacked out with long nails securing it into a rotten frame, and the door was locked and bolted after each food visit. 
Despite this, however, he had continued to fumble around with the door handle more in hope than expectation. During his latest attempt he'd heard footsteps and voices that immediately stopped him in his tracks. One distinctively heavy set of jackboots he had definitely heard before, but the other set were lighter and the voice was unfamiliar, bossy but frantic.
He strained to hear what was said but to no avail. The steps paused and a jangle of keys could be heard just outside. The rattling sound turned into a scratching in the keyhole and then the handle turned. Should he attempt to run? He might be old, but surely he could still try. Hah! run where? Weib hadn't any idea where he was or how many guards there were. Better to bide his time. The door swung open and in walked a soldier followed by an overweight man of similar age to himself. “No, no, no!” the man exclaimed, his hand movements gesturing agitatedly. “I said to make him comfortable, not to lock him away in here! Herr Weib, please excuse me. It appears no one can follow simple instructions. My name is Franz Helton.” He held out his hand. Weib could think of nothing else to do except to shake the pudgy hand.
“Please. Come with me,” Helton waved the soldier away and led Weib out into a long corridor lined with evenly spanned doors. Not prison-style doors, much more stately than that. These were made of solid oak and tastefully carved. The mouldings that lined the ceiling, had once been ornate but had clearly seen better days.
“Excuse me, Herr Helton, but why have I been brought here?” asked Weib.
“All will be explained shortly,” replied the other man, as he led the descent of a grand staircase. Showing the way across what appeared to be the great hall of an aristocratic house, Helton led Weib through a myriad of corridors and passageways. The windows seemed darkened and there was not a soul to be seen. Helton now quickened his pace. All the doors were either closed or boarded. “What kind of a place was this?” Weib wondered. At the end of yet another corridor, the rooms became noticeably grandeur in size with white sheets draped over the furniture, and others looping over chandeliers hanging from the ceilings. Some walls had displays of stuffed animals, looking like ghostly outlines hovering high up in the air. At least now Weib had an idea of where he was, no doubt in one of the many abandoned Breton châteaux or manoirs. One door stood open as they passed, It caught Weib's eye mainly because the room inside was lit but also because of its distinctive floor. Slowing, he took a chance and stepped inside. Arched windows were set around the walls. Stone columns rose majestically from the marble floor. In the centre of this stunning whiteness he saw a large black design, a concentric circular pattern, with points lining up with a window opposite like a huge dark sun. This was clearly no normal room. Perhaps a meeting room? 
A voice behind him broke into his fascination. “What are you doing?” Helton stood a few feet behind him.
“I'm sorry,” replied Weib. “This architecture is simply astonishing.”
“Yes, it is, but wandering about here is forbidden to the uninitiated.”
“Oh I apologise. Please, lead on.” Weib continued. “Uninitiated!” he thought. He'd have to remember that. They were almost immediately confronted with an iron gate which Helton slid open and, after ushering Weib through, closed after them. With the push of a lever, the elevator, as that was what it was, started to descend. Down, down, nothing but bedrock faced them beyond the gate until the contraption began to slow. Then dark, chiselled and worked stone replaced it leading to a well-lit opening before finally emerging into a steel shaft which overlooked an impressive underground complex. Hundreds of people were working at tables, benches and production lines. As the elevator stopped, Helton opened the gate and gestured to Weib to exit. 
“Welcome to your new place of work.” he said.
“Excuse me?” said Weib. “I don't understand. Am I a prisoner here?”
“You're a free man who was selected to come and help me with a particular project based on your past experiences. If it makes you feel any better I asked for you personally. However, the officer who has been tasked with overseeing this facility is totally without tact.”
“Richter?” said Weib.
“Yes, do you know him?” asked Helton.
“All too well” replied Weib having to raise his voice slightly as they walked by the main working area. “What do they do here?” asked Weib.
“Everything” replied his companion. “This installation specialises in weaponry prototyping. We're safe from Allied bombing here and have scientists and experts from every area.”
“Do we use slave labour?” wondered Weib.
Helton looked at him, “No, all the workers are free to come and go as they please about the complex.”
“What about the uninitiated?” asked Weib.
Helton smiled but said nothing. As they left the main corridor Weib couldn't help but notice several painted warnings on the door as he entered.
“This is home,” laughed Helton. A spacious and clean room lined with blackboards, desks and tools spread out before him and Weib walked the perimeter often pausing to read scribbles of text, formulae and notes. Glass windows overlooked another room filled with many caged animals. He could also see a variety of birds all perched on a steel structure. A white-coated man, sat in a glass-sided booth with his hands in rubber-lined holes passing through the window. It was unclear what he was doing exactly but he held two beakers and with a quick motion he poured the contents of them together. Weib was surprised as nothing happened and his attention wandered for a moment, but when his eyes returned to the booth he was just in time to see the birds drop from their perch silently without as much as a raised wing. “What kind of place is this?” he again wondered. 
A nearby pile of papers were laid out on a desk close to the booth. Weib could see a file with a label V-Nulla-V.



Chapter 28
It was getting late by the time Alison Turnbull had made her way to the hotel close to the centre of Portsmouth. Both boys were almost asleep on a sofa close by the Reception desk as the receptionist searched for their booking details. 
“I'm sorry, Mrs. Turnbull,” came the eventual reply. “but I can't seem to find a reservation under that name for tonight.”
Alison felt her sense of frustration rise. “I definitely booked by telephone two days ago.”
“Yes, I understand that but it appears that by some oversight we didn't document it.”
“OK Nevermind. Just please find us a room for tonight.”
“I'm sorry, Mrs. Turnbull, but we're fully booked and currently only have singles available and no children are allowed in those rooms, I'm afraid.”
Turning, her eyes burning with both anger and exhaustion, Alison grated “Now listen. I booked a room here two days ago. I have two young boys who are so tired they can barely stay awake so they'll hardly cause any trouble. Now can you please book me into one of those rooms?”
The young receptionist smiled a sweet but smug smile, “I'm so sorry, Mrs. Turnbull. Rules are rules.”
Alison moved away from the desk slightly to take a breath before she began another mouthful. A voice from behind her stopped her in her tracks. “Alison, why don't you leave this to me?” Turning, she saw two gentlemen standing behind her.
“Donald?” she whispered, “Donald Winters, how long has it been?”
“Too long, my dear! Now just bear with me a moment. Excuse me, miss. I couldn't help but hear about this lady's problem.”
“Yes, sir, but as I told her, there is nothing I can do to help.”
“Ah, yes, I see that. But you know, I have a room booked for the night. My friend and I would be more than willing to swap to two singles and, of course, pay any extra owed if it means these poor young children can get some rest.” The girl paused for a moment and nodded. Then after some minutes of debate and money exchanging hands everyone was happily moving to their rooms.
Alison spoke softly to the boys who were noticeably lagging behind, too tired to move. Donald walked closely behind them shepherding them carefully. “Thank you, Donald. It means a lot. What are you doing here, anyway?” she asked.
“Oh! The usual. I'm here to work.”
“Ah! I see. How's Jean?”
“She's fine - still putting up with me. She'll be glad to hear that I've met you. I sent a letter to Laurence at the Admiralty but I didn't get a reply.” 
Replying Alison smiled, “He's been very busy, Donald. The Admiralty have sent him on the new NATO Exercise. If it goes well, then it means better co-operation in Europe.”
Donald grunted, “Well, that explains a lot. I was at the Admiralty just the other day. I doubt I'll be working with them any more. I guess I've outlived my usefulness!”
“Don't say that, dear. We may be old but far from useless. Ah! This is our room,” she said stopping at Room 505 and checking the key tag. “Thank you again, Donald. Will you be here for breakfast tomorrow?” she asked as she opened the door and let the boys into the dark room.”
“Probably but we're setting off for France on the 8:00 a.m. ferry. What about you three? You certainly seem to have your hands full with those two.”
Alison shrugged, “I do, but only until Laurence docks after the Exercises.”
Donald took her hand and kissed it gently, “It was so good to see you again. Please give Laurence my regards, won't you?” She nodded and squeezed his hand before saying her final goodbyes, then turned and closed the door.
Both boys were already asleep on one bed, their clothes spread across the floor. After gathering shirts and shorts together and putting them over a chair back, she realised she was too tired to care about anything else. So after fixing herself a cup of tea from the small kettle she brushed her teeth and settled in bed. 



Chapter 29
With Winters driving, the car sped along the M4 towards Portsmouth. The rented Ford Granada purred as the auto box changed from high to low gear as they changed lanes to overtake a slow moving lorry.
Filmore had taken the journey time to read through Winters' notes which had been spread in piles throughout the car. Winters' mischievous nature came to the fore periodically as he opened the window for a cigarette, blowing all the papers everywhere. After all, it was a long trip and he needed to pass the time somehow. Filmore showed his annoyance by grunting pointedly but didn't say a word. He understood why Winters had kept working on this project so avidly. Every document, every page excited him still further. “I have one question,” said Filmore out of the blue. Winters glanced over quickly before returning his attention to the road ahead. “We have photographs showing where she was moored and a date, but these are not strong enough indicators as to where she is now. What are we going to do?” 
The truth was that Winters had no idea. He'd just wanted to get his friend involved in the expedition and it made more sense to him to begin in Lorient but didn't feel the necessity of telling Filmore that. 
Putting on his best poker face, Winters replied, “Well, I thought it best to look through the Occupation records at the Research Library. Perhaps we could turn something up there – photos, documents, anything would do as a lead.”
“And if we don't find any clues....?” replied Filmore.
“I haven't thought that far ahead,” grinned Winters.
Both men chuckled and settled back into the car's velour interior. The junctions raced by and a couple of hours later, Filmore and Winters pulled into Portsmouth. It was late afternoon and the sun was dropping lower over the city. The pair soon found a quiet pub and settled down for an evening meal.
The ferry had been fully booked for that day's crossing so Winters had had to reserve rooms for the night. Filmore knocked back his third gin as Winters nursed a pint of ale. As he spun the glass gently round the beermat, he stared at Filmore and laughed. “Go on, admit it. You've never stopped moaning but you're glad you came.” 
Leaning back in his chair and faking a groan, Filmore replied, “You know I am. You seem to think I was unable to make my own choices and that I let everyone keep me locked away in my office.”
Winters looked at him with a blank stare. “Well, it took you long enough to agree to come, didn't it? You need to be more adventurous, my old friend.”
“Listen. You have no idea why I've withdrawn from any expeditions.” With a huge sigh, Filmore began, “Do you remember the mission to find that destroyer which went missing a few years back?”
Winters knew what had happened but he thought it best just to listen.
“I don't know where I went amiss, but I had them looking in the wrong place for over three weeks. Millions of pounds and hundreds of sailors adrift and I had them looking in the wrong place because of my own over-confidence.”
There was little Winters could say to make Filmore feel better as deep down he knew it had been a very bad situation. “Well,” Winters replied in a reassuring tone, “This is your opportunity to prove that you're not past it.” 
Staring towards the horizon, both men watched as the sun's dying rays bounced off the silvery ocean making it look like pure mercury. It hadn't taken long to reach their hotel but it had taken quite a while to get a rather tipsy Filmore into the Granada's passenger seat.
 The double doors of the hotel stood illuminated against the Victorian façade, well-polished brass doorhandles gleaming as the men walked up the driveway from the car park. A strong smell of beeswax from the dated wooden panelling was very much in evidence as they approached the Reception desk in the well-lit foyer. By this point, Filmore was past caring and slumped onto a large sofa. He noticed that the adjacent one was occupied by two young boys snoozing drowsily on each others' shoulders. The gin had been a big mistake and he knew he was going to regret it in the morning.
Winters stood at the desk behind an older, not unattractive lady who was speaking to the receptionist in an animated fashion. There was something very familiar about her voice. She appeared to be arguing with the woman behind the desk. Trying not to make it obvious that he was eavesdropping he listened in until he heard the receptionist say “I'm sorry, Mrs. Turnbull.”
The unusual name was enough and as he caught a glimpse of her face, he realised that the lady was none other than Alison Turnbull, wife of his long-time friend, Admiral Laurence Turnbull. What a coincidence? The conversation became even more heated until Winters thought it wise to offer his assistance. Waiting for a natural pause, he used his best diplomatic voice, the kind he used at home with Jean, “Alison, why don't you leave this to me...” 



Chapter 30
Days felt like weeks for Keller as he became increasingly engrossed in his work. For once Richter had kept his word and had been almost pleasant towards him regarding the arrangements for his wife. He, in turn, had redoubled his efforts on the boat. Subsequent correspondence had confirmed that Sabine had received the necessary papers allowing her to travel. She'd been booked on the only monthly train from Brest to Lorient and from there arrangements had been made for them to stay at a house confiscated from a very well-to-do family whose whereabouts were now unknown – not that Keller cared! The house was perfect and although he knew that the visit was for only two days it was so much better than nothing. He couldn't wait to hold his dear Petra, smell her perfume and lie in bed talking like they used to before the war and all this trouble came along. Settling down for the night in his room, he imagined them packing and making an early start the next morning. 
The record player which sat on a trunk in the corner had been left unused in recent weeks. Giving the handle a few winds Keller placed the stylus down and after a few crackles the room was filled with the sound of music. He checked both sides of his face for stubble and with a grunt of disapproval placed a kettle onto the stove. Normally, he'd shave in cold water but this time he thought it best to do it properly. His beard didn't grow that fast so he could just go over it again in the morning. The whistle of the rapidly boiling kettle grew louder as Keller mixed his shaving cream and began to apply it to his face. A plume of steam engulfed his face as he poured the water into the basin. Keller warmed the razor, the shine of the cut throat blade reflecting the light as he raised it to his face. The dingy mirror was tilted and crooked on its nail so with a finger he straightened it but in doing so used a little too much force. It fell as he took the first strip of lather from his face and landed face down making him jump. Retrieving the frame he saw that most of the glass was still in-situ but a large shard of mirror had broken off and was now lying in the sink. He could still see his reflection from beneath the water. A sudden red cloud broke the surface of the clear water making him realise that he had nicked his skin. Touching his face with a fingertip it came back covered with a smear of claret-coloured blood. Not to worry, he thought as he wasn't in the least bit superstitious. Keller cleaned the rest of the mirror and finished shaving using the remnants of it before dabbing his face with a towel.  
The stylus had reached the inner circle of the record and had begun to slow as Keller changed into his long johns and prepared for bed. He felt like a child at Christmas as he closed his eyes squeezing them tight, forcing himself to sleep.
The sharp clang of bells woke him as the alarm on his clock woke him. 5:05, yet again. Jumping out of bed, he promised himself that everything would be completed before midday when the car arrived to pick him up to collect his loved ones from the station.
After shaving again, he put on his best suit and was out of the door before it even had chance to open properly. Normally, his morning would drag but Keller had everything under control. Huber was supervising both the deliveries and the Works. All he had to do was answer queries from the yard crews. He kept his eyes down and concentrated on the notes before him.
Suddenly an alarm sounded. The loud drone was backed up by the sound of anti-aircraft guns that littered the surrounding area. Usually Keller wouldn't care After all, he was in the best place because the allies didn't have a bomb that could penetrate Keremin. They had tried on many occasions but to no avail. The recent damage to the roof was still in evidence but as of yet, no materials or labour could be spared to fix it.  
Glancing at his pocket watch, Keller noticed it was already 11:30 am. He hoped the train had managed to reach one of the many tunnels before the raid started. Either way, he couldn't do anything about it. Keller tried to continue his work but the thuds and other noises from the city continued like an irregular heartbeat. After leaving his papers on Huber's desk as previously arranged, he made his way to the main exit and stood looking out at the city through the blast door that overlooked the bay. Puffs of black smoke high in the sky came shortly after the rapid fire of the guns. The drone and whistle of the aircraft and bombs had no regularity, just a whistle then silence followed by an explosion which seemed to be amplified by its close proximity to the water. Keller and others continued to watch for a while until the sounds gradually subsided and silence reigned. The city was covered in a grey haze with plumes of oily black smoke swirling from both industrial and residential areas. The time by his pocket watch was now half past one. Cars began to arrive in the compound again as the all clear sounded. 
Richter's car pulled in through the gates, its dark paint covered in white ash and dust. Excitement welled up and Keller ran across the tarmac but the car was empty. The driver exchanged a look with Keller and said, “The station has been hit.”
Keller lost his cool and grasped the man, “The train. What about the train?”
“It had arrived but I couldn't get close because of all the rubble,” the shocked driver gasped.
Keller jumped into the car, “Drive!” he shouted.
“I can't. What about my orders?”
“To hell with your orders. I said drive.”
The car sped off, the wheels screeching as it went. The raid had caused widespread damage with shells of still burning houses and rubble filled streets. Lines of white-covered shapes lined the pavement as they drove by, but Keller saw none of this. The further they drove into town, the more obvious the extent of the devastation became. The main routes became increasingly difficult to negotiate as dust and smoke from burning buildings filled the air. A house's gable end had collapsed completely, and now lay blocking their way to the station.
Keller was out of the car before it stopped. Jumping and stumbling over rubble as he ran, anger now reigned. Never before had he seen such destruction because he was usually in his safe concrete-lined drafts room. The station was an inferno with soldiers pumping sea water ineffectually over the fires. He ran past them through the doors, smoke billowing from above and around him, his feet crunching as he stepped over the shards of splintered glass. A soldier blocked his way stopping him before he could reach the platform. “You can't go there. It's far too dangerous.” 
Spinning around so as to loosen the man's grip, Keller continued on. Now, face to face with the stricken black locomotive, toppled half over on one side, he raced up the platform. Burning bags, luggage and freight, mixed with piles of concrete smoked and smouldered. As he passed the buckled and twisted freight cars, the carriages came into view. Smoke was  everywhere, in his eyes and lungs. Heaving he gasped for breath as he pushed on. The first passenger carriage was still on fire. Shielding his eyes and face, he could do no more but run on to the next. A massive girder from the roof had smashed this to splinters leaving only the bodies of soldiers, red and black faces in their charred uniforms still and silent in their seats. 
The last carriage was still ablaze and he quickly became aware of a sickening meaty smell emanating from it. Smoke engulfed the roof and was pouring through the shattered window. It was hopeless. On the ground dropped from the window above, a brown Teddy Bear lay, half burned and smouldering, its name tag charred. Only the name Petra was legible. Keller's knees buckled and his eyes gushed. He let out an inchoate yell as he lay on the platform holding the burned toy. Hate, anger, despair all united into a terrible cry of anguish. He muttered and cursed those people who had caused this. His wife and his dear little girl gone, gone forever. There was nothing he could do to change that.



Chapter 31
The light of dawn was just creeping above the horizon when action stations was called. The two tone alarm marked the start of the War Games.
Moorhouse would have been annoyed if it had woken him but he hadn't slept. In a vain attempt to take his mind off Forrester he'd cleaned and readied Sick Bay three times over the course of the night. Voices came from the corridor beyond, then the door opened. The medical staff saluted and immediately went about their business. The floor suddenly took on a different feel, the slight vibration began as the engines were brought up to speed.
“Signalling 'Ready Captain', all ships report ready, Sir,” The lookout put his binoculars down and rested them his chest.
“Very good, seaman.” Wilkes looked up at Turnbull who was sitting behind a large glass screen sipping his coffee. The Admiral nodded and turned his attention back to the course plotted on the glass. Wilkes picked up the radio receiver and spoke clearly, “All ships stand ready. We'll give Berlin three hours head start then we begin pursuit. Berlin, open your sealed envelope containing your orders and please confirm when they've been understood.” 
The radio went quiet. Wilkes paced the bridge looking out of the glass at the other ships. A crackle from the radio as Berlin confirmed an understanding. Then silence.
“Good Luck,” replied Wilkes replacing the receiver onto its hook. A blast of horns came from across the bay and the vessel slowly moved off, white foam churning astern. 
After a few minutes watching the waves building up, Wilkes walked slowly over to a panel set into the wall and pressed a button. A red light flickered on, “Gentlemen, this is your Captain speaking. From now on we are at War until I say otherwise. This may be a game but I still expect the highest standards of professionalism. Remain at your posts and stay alert. That is all.”
Moorhouse shook his head in disbelief. He still couldn't quite accept that they were going on without Forrester. A crash broke his train of thought and he whirled round, “What the hell are you doing?” he snarled at a young man who was in the process of picking up some kidney dishes from the floor, “Now those will need re-sterilising!” The man hurried off out of sight. Taking a deep breath and running his hands over the back of his hair, Moorhouse realised he had been too harsh on the lad. He badly needed to get out of the place despite knowing that orders were to remain at post. Surely some fresh air wouldn't hurt, after all, they weren't under way yet. So he made his way up a level and was just about to go on deck when he heard his name being spoken quietly. Standing back against the bulkhead he listened. Two sailors stood guarding a door.
“I don't care what you think. I think the doctor bumped him off. It's amazing how easy it would be to cover up something like that!”
“Nah” said the other sailor, “Not the doctor. He seems to be OK. No way he'd do that, would he?”
There was a silence quickly followed by laughter. Moorhouse couldn't understand. He thought he'd always been well-liked by everyone on board. Did people really believe that of him. True, it did look strange, him coming back alone with the story he'd given about the sub. What if Admiral Turnbull thought that too? He'd hidden his drink problem well, but he guessed some of the crew had to have noticed. Feeling his anger build up, he thought it best to go get that fresh air.
The decks were deserted, the swell was noticeable but not too bad. Leaning against the rail he sighed. Breaking the rules, he produced his cigarettes and placed one in his mouth. With his lighter in his right hand, he realised that his shakes were slightly more pronounced today despite his being clean. Lighting the cigarette he replaced the lighter in his pocket and keeping his hand firmly in there and out of sight, he wallowed in his own dark thoughts. The grey smoke disappeared as soon as he'd exhaled. In the breeze he could feel the stress begin to wash away with every breath. 
“You should be at your post, Doctor,” came a friendly voice behind him.
“I know, Chief, but so should you.”
The pair grinned. “Throw one of those over and I won't tell anyone. How are you holding up, Doc?”
Moorhouse sighed, “I'm fine. I just keep going over it all in my mind and just now I overheard crew members muttering weird conspiracy theories as I walked around.”
With a sharp exhale, the Chief looked at Moorhouse, “The people who matter don't think anything adverse. It's a small ship. Rumours will travel but we all know they are just that, rumours. You'll have some hard times ahead, Doc, but the people who know you best will help you through it and watch your back. Forrester is a good man, a good officer, he'll turn up.”
Moorhouse felt better, the Chief was right. As long as those people who mattered didn't assign any blame to him, everything would be fine. Slapping his friend on the shoulder and leaving quietly without a word, he made his way back to his post. 



Chapter 32
With the help of Doctor Helton, Weib had begun to settle in and now had quarters and fresh clothes. Getting used to working in a laboratory again, however, had been a different thing altogether. It seemed that none of the specialists had any contact at all with the military and Doctor Helton had so far resisted telling him why he was here. On three occasions he had avoided answering him, and for now Weib had decided it was best to just go along with everything until he knew what precisely they wanted from him.
So far, he had helped Helton with some experiments on animals which had yielded positive results. Today he had a meeting which he hoped would shed some light on his mission here. He made his way down the stairs and through dimly lit corridors to the lift which took him to the lower levels.
He noticed a beam of light shining through a crack between the boarded-up windows.  Since arriving he hadn't seen daylight, so taking the chance he peeked through the gap. The once manicured and well-tended grounds of the Manoir were now overgrown but still retained a vestige of their original beauty. Suddenly a metallic slam forced him to look in the opposite direction. A large truck with lowered tailgate was parked on the other side of the grounds. Four soldiers stood with their guns trained towards the open back. Weib stared as a group of people began to exit the lorry, men, women and children, all dressed in ill-fitting, ripped, filthy clothes. Shouts became audible as they were led and paraded in a line some hundred yards away. Just then a small boy ran from the line making his way across the tall grass almost towards Weib. Rifle shots resounded as the boy was shot repeatedly in the back. The bullets' impact forced the little body into the air and from his small, dirty shocked face he seemed to making eye contact with Weib. As the body fell to the ground, Weib recoiled in horror but pressing his eye against the crack saw two soldiers dragging the body away, one limp arm flopping to the ground, an arm band adorning the sleeve. Shrill anguished screams from a female were silenced by a rifle butt to her head. 
Suddenly a hand on Weib's shoulder made him turn and look up. Helton stood before him. “Are you OK, Herr Weib?”
Stuttering, he replied, “Yes, I'm fine.”
Curiously, the doctor said, “Come quickly. You'll be late.”
Weib continued as Helton silently guided him beyond the elevator, then asked “I thought I had a meeting today,”
“You do,” replied the doctor. 
Despite feelings of trepidation, Weib followed regardless. Ahead were a set of doors flanked on each side by guards. Helton knocked and waited for a response. An officer opened the door. “I have brought Weib, as requested,” he said.
“Yes, thank you. That will be all,” the officer replied as he gestured for Weib to enter. The door closed with a decisive click. It took a moment for Weib to become accustomed to the room beyond, as bright sunlight streamed in through a large bay window. Behind a desk sat Richter. “Good morning, Herr Weib. I trust you have been treated well. Please sit down. Cigarette?” asked the officer as he held out a small silver case. The concentric wheel design engraved on the side looked both familiar and very similar to the design on the floor he'd seen a few days earlier.
Trying hard to conceal the shock he felt after witnessing the boy's shooting,  Weib began to take a drag of his cigarette.
Richter looked right at him, “What you witnessed a moment ago worried you?”
“Yes, to be honest,” How did he know what he had seen thought Weib to himself. 
“Death is a part of war.”
“He was just a child,” began Weib angrily.
“He was of no importance,” replied Richter. “None of them are. They are merely creatures to be used for the greater good of the Reich. We are at a very critical juncture in the war, Weib. We're ready to tip the scales. Keller's submarine is a wonder weapon, yes, but we cannot expect victory from that alone. I understand you have some experience in torpedoes. Is that correct?” 
“A little, yes, but a long time ago,” replied Weib.
“Tell me more,” ordered the officer.
“Well, I was on the team that designed the first standard torpedo design which became the benchmark for all of those used on board our submarines today. However, I've been away from that work for years. They're much more powerful these days. What use am I?”
“Your knowledge is needed as is your experience with detonators. I wish you to work with a rocket propulsion specialist. Together you will build a prototype capable of carrying the payload to a land-based target.”
“Did you say land-based?” queried Weib in astonishment.
Richter smiled, “As you know our rockets are causing havoc and help to destroy the morale of the Allied Army. If we are to survive you will create a torpedo capable of running undetected underwater until it breaks the surface and flies at a low level towards its target using our new rocket propulsion technology.”
The excitement and enthusiasm in Richter's eyes was enough to enthuse Weib. Full of ideas, Weib listened to Richter until finally he'd finished. He still had doubts as to its viability but, after what he had witnessed he kept them to himself. Speaking calmly he asked, “What time frame were you thinking of?”
Richter straightened himself up at his desk, “Well, Keller has said the boat will be ready in three months so you have that long.”
A gasp came from Weib, “It can't be done. It would take that long to draw up plans!”
Richter's manner changed immediately and that menacing look that Weib had seen before returned.
“It will be ready,” he murmured quietly. “How is your son, Herr Weib? I understand he has a favoured position on Admiral Donitz' staff.”
Weib rose slightly, “Don't you threaten me, Richter.”
The officer who had been quietly standing by the door, stood to attention but Richter held up his hand. “Be mindful of what you say. Three months, Weib, or it will become a problem for the both of us.” 



Chapter 33
Huber made his way across the slipway. The now fully-extended hull sat on its trolley all but complete. A new conning tower was still to be fitted but the rest of the boat was coming along nicely. The conveyor and electrical systems were installed for the most part and new batteries were in place and wired. The last couple of weeks had been difficult forcing him to compromise on certain things and Keller's prolonged absence was becoming increasingly problematical. 
Since the death of his wife and child Keller had spent most of the time in his quarters. Overcome with grief, he could find peace only at the bottom of a bottle. Huber fervently hoped that he would be able, in some way, to come to terms with their death, as the funeral was to be held today. He, himself, had spoken to the local priest who had agreed to say the Requiem Mass. Huber, after giving final instructions to the yard crew, set off to collect Keller. Straightening his tie and adjusting his yellowed collar, he knocked on the door. Inside, the faint sound of music was just audible over the background noise of the yard. After a few moments, Huber decided to just go in. As he pushed the door open, the frame above his head was hit by what appeared to be a tin mug. Hesitantly, he pushed his head in through the opening. An overpowering odour of sweat and vomit filled his nostrils. A figure was crouched over on the edge of the bed. “Close the fucking door,” came a sharp voice from out of the gloom. “What do you want?” 
“It's time,” he said.
“Time for what?” closely followed by another object that bounced off the wall and smashed on the floor at Huber's feet.
“The funeral. It's today.”
Rising to his full height, Huber stepped inside the drink-fumed room closing the door behind him. He knew the truck would be leaving soon. “Please, Wolfgang, you need to come now.”
“Fuck off and leave me alone.”
Annoyance outweighed concern and for the first time Huber spoke louder than a stutter. “It's your family's funeral. People have gone to a lot of effort to give them a proper send off but if you would rather sit here to drink and rot, that's up to you.” and with that he turned and reached for the door handle.
“Wait,” came a rasp and the light flicked on. Keller stood unshaven, with eyes red, his hair standing on one side greasy and lank. Shocked, Huber remained silent. “That is the first time you have ever raised your voice to me, my friend,” uttered Keller.
Huber replied, “Sometimes it's needed. The truck will be leaving soon. You need to clean up. What else can you do but honour them?”
Nodding, Keller ran water into his hands, smoothing it onto his hair, flattening the unruly mess. The water was cold against his bloodshot eyes. Lathering his face he stared into the shard of mirror wedged into its wooden frame and raised his razor. So many memories. Looking into the mirror he watched the lather remove bristles with each stroke of the blade. Leaving a moustache, he finished then wiped his face on a grubby towel. He picked up the clothes that Huber had found and placed on the bed then began to change. Keller looked at himself one last time and turning away from his own reflection, gazed at the photograph of Sabine and Petra. He walked towards the door and paused by the picture as he had done hundreds of times before but this time he reached out and placed it face down on the side. 
Huber had retreated outside and was sitting on a nearby post where he could see the obviously drunk Keller making his way towards him.
“You know, Huber, I didn't care for war before. It was just a way of us getting our designs out into the world, but now I see that we need war. We need to clear the world of the unnecessary. Huber looked at him. “Do you know, Keller. You sound more like Richter than yourself.”
The other man's face showed no reaction and just turned to look off into the distance.
As the pair made their way towards the waiting truck, they saw some ten men inside it with an escort car waiting behind. The journey seemed to last an age as both vehicles made their way through town towards the church. Keller said nothing. Instead he gazed out over the bombed out buildings flanking the road. After ten minutes or so they slowed and stopped outside a small stone church which was surrounded by a grassed cemetery. The roof had sustained damage during the recent raid and its outbuildings were a charred ruin. An aged priest stood just by the door holding a Bible. Huber had invited the people closest to Keller but the poor man seemed oblivious to everything. Huber nodded to some of the men and the tailgate was lowered and two coffins were drawn out, one heartbreakingly small. Only then did Keller speak, “But how?” 
“The yard crew didn't want them to be sent off in the cattle crates that are usually used, so the men remembered what you have always told them to do…. to make the best of what they have. So they did.”
After the Requiem the procession made its way to a mound of earth under a cherry tree in the corner of the little churchyard. As the priest began reading at the graveside Keller's expression, one of pain and defiance remained unchanged.  First Sabine's coffin was lowered followed by little Petra's. Huber threw down a handful of wild flowers that he'd picked, as did the other men who then walked away without speaking. Huber moved a respectful distance away and thanked the priest. 
Keller had, so far, managed to hold his emotions together but as he let fall his flowers, grief completely overwhelmed him. With scalding tears and a cracked voice he whispered his loved ones' names repeatedly. Finally his knees gave way and he fell to the ground grasping the loose soil as he wept. 



Chapter 34
Forrester's training had taught him never to panic but he could feel his hands shaking badly on the periscope handles. The water was already over the lens and soon green murk filled the view finder.
“Calm down, Forrester,” he thought. “There has to be a way. Think, man, think!” He'd done two weeks training on a submarine but nothing had prepared him for this. Using the small light he looked at the panels. “Valves,” he thought. “Valves. If she came up once, she can do it again.” The pale beam of light illuminated all the panels. Despite not having a clue what they would do he took to pushing buttons and turning dials. The noises increased, creaking and groaning as the submarine pitched gently. He could feel that they were going deep as his ears began to pop as he swallowed. Forrester searched for anything which might help. Suddenly light reflected off a shiny surface – a gauge of polished brass. A needle was moving slowly – Ahah! At least one instrument worked. The point counted upwards. “Depth” he thought. He knew that beyond the harbour the water was only 100 feet deep in places so he couldn't go too far down. “Every cloud....!” he thought. But no sooner had he said that to himself, when the submarine hit bottom. It ground, lurched and paused but then began to tilt alarmingly sideways. She rolled almost twenty degrees then stopped as suddenly as she'd started.
Breathing a sigh of relief Forrester found his footing. A small red light on a console had become illuminated. He suspected that it was a reflection of the torchlight. So switching off the torch with his thumb, he allowed his eyes to become accustomed to the dark before looking over in the direction of the glow. “Nothing!” he thought, “So it must have been a trick of the light!” He was continuing his search for the ballast valves when a hiss and a crackle filled the air, followed by silence. Moving in the direction of the noise he spotted a small speaker above him and a green light blinked off as he looked up. “Easy, Forrester. Just old circuits shorting from what's left in these batteries. You must have tripped something when you pushed those controls.” Reaching up he pressed the button of what was obviously an intercom – nothing! A loud slam from somewhere below made him jump. Then a matrix of five white lights came on in front of him, labelled ACHTUNG NICHT SCHALTEN WENN LAMPE AUFLEUCHTET (I II III IV V) Forrester didn't know German but he'd seen enough films to know fire control when he saw it. Then he had an idea. Thinking back to all the films he'd watched, he started looking around for instruments that he recognised. This submarine was different but she had to have the same basic ship functions. Making a note in his head he managed to find what he believed were key functions including fire control, dive planes, communications and periscope. It made sense that the Ballast controls would be by the wheel and planes, so Forrester sat on the seat. As he did so, a hum began and somewhere deep in the bowels of the submarine he could hear motors starting up. A bulb flickered and the filament glowed brighter, then another and another until the room was fully lit. Condensation still covered every panel but hums and whines filled the room. In amazement, Forrester stumbled to his feet. This was impossible. The ship was forty years old, the batteries should be dead and the machinery rusted beyond repair. But still, this clearly wasn't the case and he decided he'd be best advised to look around and find the controls he needed before the lights went back off. Four valve taps by the wheel drew his attention. Turning them all, he heard further creaks and moans from below but nothing else happened. It appeared that the tanks were full of water. In a fit of temper, he slammed his hands down on the wheel in front of him. The lights flickered and the boat lurched sideways. Considering the dire position he was in and its possible consequences, Forrester thought it would be better at this point not to make any more sudden movements. A quiet chirp from the green screen on the adjacent panel attracted Forrester's attention and he walked over to where the three lights glowed. Two together and one further away flashed and moved steadily. It appeared Forrester had been correct, it was indeed a form of radar but unlike any he'd ever seen before. 
The light made it easier to explore but he began to wish he'd paid more attention to German lessons at school as, despite the faded buttons being clearly labelled, he was unable to understand a word. He began to talk quietly to himself as he paced the floor “Come on, Forrester, you can't just start pushing buttons. You could launch a torpedo or even worse, flood the sub.” Then a thought popped into his head. If he could flood a section and open a hatch then it could be possible to swim to the surface. It was a stretch but better getting the 'bends' than dying down here.



Chapter 35
Captain Walther Stein had been observing the yard crews intently for quite a while now. The window of the old supervisor's office was perfect for watching his new boat take shape. Richter had requested he report to Lorient after completion of his last assignment. He'd assumed he'd be here to meet him but after a week, his patience was wearing thin. The yard crew below moved around quickly and purposefully like ants carrying out their tasks. Stein had many questions and so he'd requested that the designer join him and run through the details of this new make of submarine. The implication had been that it would be ready soon but from where he was standing, the vessel was nowhere near completion His agreement to leave his last post had been on the express understanding that he had a ready command. Sighing heavily he looked at his watch, a little past two. Late! It wasn't a promising beginning for what was to be their first meeting. Just then a firm knock on the door interrupted his train of thought. 
“Come in.”
Huber bumbled in, obviously nervous, and proceeded to drop the rolled up plans all over the floor as he attempted to close the door behind him. 
“Good morning, sir. My name is Huber, Nikolaus Huber. 
“Well, Huber, what can I do for you? I'm meant to be meeting with a Keller shortly so make it quick.”
Huber swallowed,” I'm sorry, sir. I'm covering for Keller who has been taken ill.” He hoped his poker face would hold as he knew Keller was probably passed out drunk by now. The look of frustration eased from Stein's face, “Oh, I see. Well it isn't your fault but perhaps a telephone call from him apologising would have been a polite and gentlemanly course of action? Now please, allow me to introduce myself. My name is Captain Walther Stein.”
Huber relaxed. He could tell immediately that Stein wasn't like the others but he still wanted to make a good first impression. “I'm Herr Keller's apprentice, sir. But please don't worry as I know the design just as well as he does.”
Stein nodded gently.
“Please, if you'll give me a moment to set up I'll explain and answer any questions you may have.” Clipping the plans to the large blackboard Huber spread the drafts as best he could.
“Please begin,” said Stein.
Huber grew more confident and began. “As you can see the U-boat works by...”
“Stein held up his hand, “Please, Nikolaus. I have been aboard ships and U-boats for a long time. Perhaps you could skip the introduction and brief me about the more innovative additions this sub will have.”
“Ah! I see,” for a moment, Huber was thrown but soon recovered his poise and began explaining again. After some thirty minutes and some rough chalk drawings, Huber then gestured for Stein's input. The captain stood and stared at the plans.
“Very interesting. Are you saying that she could run with as few as five men?”
Huber nodded, “That's correct, sir. The basic automation of the launch system and the new diesel electric engines mean that we don't need a large crew.”
Nodding his understanding, Stein asked, “and we live solely in the conning tower?”
“Yes. Of course you have access to the main hull for maintenance but the control room is also the living accommodation. Just below the main area are the toilet and kitchen. The hull comprises of 75% of weapon storage on racks and the rams for loading. To the rear is the engine room and single aft torpedo tube.”
“Single? All this armament yet only a single aft torpedo, you say?” queried Stein.
Huber moved on quickly. “The track and ram system will allow seamless loading of torpedoes without crew involvement. The main aim of this vessel is to enable it to stay out at sea for longer periods of time. Less people, more food, and most importantly, more space for armament.”
Stein was quiet. He tapped at the plans with a pen. “She is huge, I'll give you that, but I have serious concerns about the psychological effect on using just five men for that period of time. It is likely to become very tense. I think you have under-estimated the social complications of a smaller crew. However, that is yet to be seen.” 
Huber was unable to answer. “I wouldn't know, sir. I have never been to sea in a submarine.“
“You're lucky, “answered Stein. “I've seen real men be brought to madness. They're never the same again. Sometimes the only thing that pulls them through is the company of the rest of their crew mates and the camaraderie of the U-boat service. So, Nikolaus, it's not that simple. As I said before, we shall see!”
Huber began to clear the papers away.
“Wait!” Stein looked at a plan that had not been shown. “What is this? I've seen something like it before though not quite the same.”
Huber had rather hoped he wouldn't be asked about this but now he had no option but to explain. “This mark was originally a mine-laying sub. She was fitted with a basic detection system to find her mine plots.”
“Yes, I understand. Go on.”
“Sir, our new mines are capable of distinguishing between acoustic frequencies. For example, a fishing boat can go over magnetic mines but a mine sweeper, destroyer or carrier would make a larger signature, thus setting off the mine. Research has brought these two systems together. The larger surface ships have radar, no? So do we.”
Stein smiled, “Please correct me if I'm wrong but what you're saying is, that we have the same ability to track another vessel as the surface ships can, but that we can also determine the type of vessel automatically?”
“Yes, sir, but it is a little temperamental at present,” groaned Huber. 
“So what you are telling me is that this boat can both see and hear. That's amazing! We must fix this system. Well, what are you waiting for?” laughed the captain. “Go. I want progress reports daily. Oh and please, when Keller feels better, I'd like to see him.” 
Bundling up his papers, Huber opened the door.
“Oh Huber!” said Stein. “Well done.”
The door closed and Stein was left alone. He couldn't believe it. If that system could be made to work efficiently, it could change warfare for ever. A small amount of excitement began to grow inside him. He was glad Richter had chosen him for this mission. The U-boat war was going badly. Most of his friends had been killed but this was his chance to make their deaths mean something. He could stop an entire convoy.



Chapter 36
Winters woke early, his head feeling a little delicate after last night's overindulgence in the hotel bar. His attention was drawn to what sounded like a steam train rumbling and wheezing from the room next door. Knocking, then pushing open the unlocked door, he was confronted by the sight of Filmore's slightly off-white Y fronts. “My God!” thought Winters, “it's lucky he's unmarried. She'd have to be deaf or drunk to sleep through that!” After several futile attempts to raise Filmore, he left him for dead and decided to go for breakfast and collect him afterwards. He slammed the door with scant regard for the other man and headed down the hallway in the direction of the foyer. 
The sounds of clinking cutlery and hushed conversation led him to the dining room. The aromas of cooked food made his mouth start to water and his stomach rumble. He was greeted by an attractive young lady, who said, “I'm so sorry, sir, there's a forty five minute wait for a table as we're very busy this morning.” This was not what he wanted to hear. Winters needed breakfast, not just because he was hungry but he was in dire need of several cups of strong coffee. He strongly suspected that he was still over the legal limit and would have struggled to get the car out of the hotel's driveway. It had also become apparent that Filmore was in even worse shape. 
He had just turned to leave when a voice came from the other side of the dining room, “Excuse me, Donald, would you care to join us as we have a spare seat?” 
Looking over through his miasmic haze, he could see Alison Turnbull sitting at a window table with two young boys messily tucking into boiled eggs. Remembering the incident in the hotel lobby, Winters smiled and made his way across the room.
“Thank you so much, Alison. You're a lifesaver.”
“You're very welcome, Donald. After last night, it's the least we can do for you, isn't that right, boys?”
A shy “Yes” could be heard from both of them as they continued tackling the runny eggs with fingers of toast.
The waitress came over and after placing clean cutlery, stood poised with her pad, “Would you like more time to look at the menu, sir?”
“No. I'm fine. May I have a full English breakfast with three rounds of toast and a pot of coffee, please.”
The waitress smiled and made her way off towards the kitchen.
“Where's your friend, this morning?”
“He's still asleep. I think he drank a few too many brandies last night,” smiled Winters. Placing his napkin on his lap, he thanked the waitress who had brought his breakfast.
“How is Laurence getting along? I know you said he was busy.” asked Winters as he poured the hot water into the teapot.
“Oh, he's fine, but snowed under. He never seems to stop. I know you said you’d sent him letters but had had no response. I've hardly seen him for weeks, myself. First he was in Plymouth, then the Admiralty sent him to Portsmouth to oversee the refit of the base there.”
Winters felt a little more at ease knowing that he wasn't being ignored but the mere mention of the Admiralty made him seethe with anger. 
“Yes,” continued Alison,” it was only a few weeks ago that he suggested that we come over to see you and Jean on his next leave but since then he’s been gone on some sort of Exercise. I don't know the details really. All I know is that he jumped at the chance as apparently he'll be on the Talisman.”
“His old ship?” asked Winters, trying not to show his surprise by taking a bite of his toast.
Alison nodded, “I had no chance of stopping him. As you well know he wasn't at all happy to give up command of her, so when this opportunity came up to sail on her for two days, he took it.”
“I'm astonished that the old tub is still in service,”smiled Winters. He and the old girl went through a lot together.” The pair shared a laugh. Then Michael spoke up, “Did Grandad really crash his ship, Nana?”
Alison almost spilt her coffee as she hastily replied, “No!” but Winters had already interjected a “Yes, he did!”
The young boy found this very funny and while he finished his breakfast, Winters began telling the lads the story of how Turnbull had had his accident. Michael and Stephen listened intently.
Alison attempted to quiet their chuckling, “You know Laurence will just love you for telling them that story. Stephen never forgets anything. He won't let his Grandad live this down.”
“Always happy to help” Winters winked.
“You told me you were catching a ferry. Where are you going?”
“My colleague and I are going to France for a few weeks,” he replied.
“Oh very nice, business or pleasure?”
“Actually, we are going over on a Research trip.”
“Alison replied, I thought you didn't go on expeditions any more.”
He answered that he no longer made a habit of it but that this one would, hopefully, prove to be the end of years of personal research.
Just then Filmore walked into the Dining Room. Seeing them he walked over, “You could have woken me,” Filmore growled, a far cry from his usual gentlemanly demeanour. 
“Sore head? I did try several times but you wouldn't stir, so I left you to sleep.”
After a brief greeting, Filmore sat at a table for two next to Winters and Alison, ordering a continental breakfast with coffee. Then tucked in noisily. Crumbs fell carelessly over the crisp white tablecloth as he spoke in increasingly animated fashion about the day's plans.
The boys soon became restless. Checking her watch Alison realised they still had some time to kill before the dockyard opened. “Come along, boys. Let's go and clean up before we start our day.” Rising to their feet the boys whispered “Goodbye” and Alison said “Thank you so much for last night, Donald, and you Mr. Filmore.”
“You're very welcome” answered Filmore raising his head, mouth still full of his breakfast croissant. 
Winters stood to make his farewell and he hugged Alison. “It was a pleasure. Are you here for a few days?”
“Yes. Until Laurence arrives from the Exercise in Lorient.”
It was ironic, he thought, that his friend from whom he wanted help, was on his way here, and that he was on his way to where Turnbull was coming from. “Well, goodbye, Alison. Please tell Laurence that I was asking after him, won't you?”
Nodding, she kissed him on the cheek and left.
Winters settled back down and proceeded to chastise Filmore. “You could have shown a little more class. That lady is a very old friend of mine.”
“Yes! A handsome woman, for sure.”
“I don't mean it like that and you know it. You make a very, very nasty drunk!” answered a flustered Winters.
The pair grinned and then after finishing breakfast they rose from the table thanking and paying the waitress.
“Come on,” said Filmore. “The port isn't too far away but we'll need to check in.” So in agreement the pair returned to their rooms to collect their luggage.
Half an hour later, Winters and Filmore arrived in the lobby to return the room keys to the Receptionist and then made their way through the heavy doors and out into the car park. The gold paint of the Ford Granada glinted brightly in the early morning sun. Winters had warmed to the car over the long journey and had decided to buy one for Jean as a surprise when he got back from France. Filmore threw his bag in the boot, slammed the lid firmly and waited for Winters to open the passenger door from inside. Then he settled down into his seat. Throwing his cigarette from the open car window, Winters turned the key. Nothing! A second attempt brought forth only a click. After three more attempts it became clear that the battery was dead. Winters sighed and deciding that buying one of these perhaps wasn't such a great idea after all, he released the bonnet handle.



Chapter 37
Forrester knew that flooding the submarine was a hazardous move and it wasn't something to be done without some preparation. The main hatch had to be opened outwards and the sea pressure would obviously push the hatch tight to the hull. So the only way it would open was if the interior of the sub was flooded. Then he remembered that the reason he was in this plight in the first place was that the hatch was jammed shut! So he clearly couldn't risk flooding the compartment and finding that the hatch couldn't be opened with him rapidly running out of air. There had to be another way out. Somehow he had to find his way into the lower hull. It was useless staying here. He just hoped the lights were on down there. They had, at least given him some small measure of hope. Part of him screamed at the thought of descending back into darkness. 
Working his way around the room once more, he searched the floor and eventually found what he was looking for. Off to one side in the corner was a hatch. As he began to turn the wheel he was surprised that it turned so easily. Slowly, the lights began to dim making him pause but he decided he wasn't going to give up now. The lighting, thankfully,  returned to normal so he continued. The wheel stopped suddenly and something came free on the other side. As he pulled up the lid, stale, foetid air rushed up and another ladder rusted and damp fell away below. He was relieved to see a dim light further down but eager to not be imprisoned in the lower compartment, Forrester rotated the wheel completely so that the latch connected making it impossible to lock. As he climbed down, his footsteps on the rungs made a metallic sound that echoed off down the shaft. The ladder terminated in another chamber. In the gloomy light it was clear that this space had not fared as well as the upper compartment. Water on the floor was about an inch deep but the sub's list had caused the water to accumulate to one side. Forrester quickly realised that he'd become disorientated as to which way was fore or aft. He was totally uncertain. No matter. The only way was down for now, as yet again a quick glance showed there were no other exits or hatches to the outside. 
The water on the floor and the condition of the compartment didn't bode well and the further he descended, the rust on the walls and lack of working lights made him ever more conscious of his precarious situation.
Remembering how, on every vessel he stepped foot on, he often lost his bearings, he decided to pick a location that could be used as a reference point so as to not get totally lost and only then move forward. He quickly found himself in what appeared to be a galley. The metal range-cooker rings stood cold and all surfaces glistened with moisture. Drips from the ceiling and pipes had accumulated in puddles below. For a brief moment he smiled as he noticed that the only dry part was the sink. Opening a line of small cupboards he found them empty. Strange, he thought, no tins of food, very strange. Surely even if the crew had abandoned ship there would still have been food or personal effects. Walking slowly around, he shone the small torch lighting up darkened corners. As he did so, the torch light reflected in a mirror startling him. Stepping back his head bumped into a hanging rack of pans causing them to crash to the floor. His heart raced, “Fucking hell, Forrester. It's just you!” He raised the flash light at the mirror once again. The reflection was distorted as the old oxidised mirror showed his pale face and dirty smudged brow. 
Concentrating on his reflection, he suddenly became aware of a figure standing across the room from him. Terrified, he froze, rooted to the spot. The man was wearing an old suit and even through his shock, Forrester could make out his silvering hair. Forrester's heart raced and his hands shook. “Come on, Forrester,” he thought. “Get a grip. CO2, it has to be CO2 build up. I'm seeing things.” He blinked, swallowed and closed his eyes. When he opened them, to his horror the face in the mirror was less than a foot away. Every fibre of his being wanted to scream but what finally came out sounded more like a squeak. In fright he wanted to run but where to? He was stuck on this boat. His legs seemed unable or unwilling to move and he found himself repeating the same mantra to himself over and over again, “You're seeing things. It's not real. CO2” Blinking again, he found the face was gone. What a relief! He slumped to sit on the wet floor, head in his hands. Not since he was a child had he felt such primal fear. Allowing his heart to calm and to stop pumping in his chest, he took a deep breath and raised his head. This wasn't happening, he thought. Almost mirroring him on the other side of the room, the figure sat on the floor, his legs under his chin, dark eyes staring blankly at Forrester. It's lips started to move but Forrester couldn't hear any sound. The figure became more and more animated and began to move. Standing, it approached Forrester. If there was a hell, then he was in it now. As the man person thing, ghost, apparition, whatever it was became increasingly agitated, still not a word could be heard. By this point, be it in frustration or anger the man was less than a foot away, looking down at Forrester huddled on the ground. 
Forrester had to speak. His scared croak finally emerged. “I can't hear you. I see you but I can't hear what you are saying. I'm sorry. My name is Forrester.”
The figure stopped but the face moved closer and the lips moved and mouthed something else but still without any sound. As quickly as it appeared, he was gone.
The already pale light began to flicker and dim before flashing three times. Then the filament went out and he was in darkness. No no no, he thought. If things were bad before, well it had just got infinitely worse. A crackle became audible from an unseen speaker and a hiss then silence. Suddenly the compartment became flooded with red light. Four bulbs shone, one at each corner of the space and the crackle recommenced.
By this time Forrester couldn't care less what colour light was on, but for God's sake it needed to stay on, if only for the sake of his sanity. The figure appeared again and sat cross-legged opposite him, its lips moving and arms pointing and gesturing as if to question Forrester's non-responsiveness. The presence was becoming increasingly aggravated by the minute as he poked and prodded the air. Forrester screamed “I can't hear you. I don't know what you want from me. Please, I'm stuck here and I need help.” “Please,” he begged.
Again, the lights flashed, flickered and dimmed. Each time, the figure disappeared then reappeared. Finally, the lights went out and Forrester sat shivering on the wet floor. He muttered “Stop! Please stop this.”
The crackle from the hidden speaker turned to a hum, then suddenly a voice, distant but clear came through. “Who are you? What are you doing here? What do you want?”
By now, Forrester was convinced he was in a nightmare that he wanted to wake up from but from which there seemed to be no escape. The German accented voice continued to ask the same questions over and over until Forrester again screamed, “My name is Forrester. I'm trapped here and I want to leave.”
The crackle resumed, then the hum until the voice returned stronger than before, “That is up to me...”



Chapter 38
It was a cold morning as Huber locked his quarters and started down the walkway towards K1. Pausing he looked over at Keller's quarters. The windows were dark and he hadn't seen his friend for over a week. By now, Huber knew to leave him alone. He knew what had to be done and had every intention of completing the tasks with or without the older man's help. 
As he approached the yard there was even more hustle and bustle than usual. A big raid had shaken everyone up the night before. A pall of grey smoke still filled the sky over the town and the smell of burning was strong. Labourers worked under guard to right a wagon back onto its rails whilst yard crews rushed to and fro checking for damage on the tracks. Life inside the pens went on much as usual but the German war machine was beginning to struggle. There were rumours circulating amongst the men that the War could even be lost within months. According to some of the crews, the Allies' advance across Europe was both quick and relentless but the contradictory newsreels made it difficult to judge the real situation. Huber didn't care – he just wanted it all to be over.
Working his way over to the metal door he walked briskly down the corridor, his footfalls echoing on the concrete floor. The meeting with Stein earlier that week had encouraged him to take a little more control and he couldn't help but feel proud when he gazed at the giant U-boat sitting majestically in the water. He'd made some alterations during the week which had greatly annoyed the yard crew, with the overall result that the design of the vessel looked much more aggressive. If the rumours were to be believed, then the navy would need all the help it could get. 
Huber's concentration was suddenly broken by the sound of the air raid siren, its familiar noise pitching from low to high. The alarm began inside K1 and continued on through K2 and K3. The workforce who were, by now, used to it carried on regardless. Nothing could get at them in here. Soon the sounds of planes, a drone low and constant could be heard followed by whistles and muffled crumps. Those thuds came closer and still closer until the anti-aircraft battery around the base began to return fire. Huber knew this must be yet another big raid.. Curiosity got the better of him and he walked over to look through a crack in the fire door. It was then that an explosion threw him backwards, rubble and dust hitting the door like bullets followed by another and another. Picking himself up with his nose bleeding from the impact with the ground he realised that it was as well that the door had been there or he'd have been dead. Peering in the direction of the yard, he could see burning vehicles and men and soldiers running about. Some of the workers were trying to escape but were being cut down by machine gun fire from the soldiers taking shelter behind the now-upturned railway car. Shouts rang out from every direction. The anti-aircraft guns were still firing backed by the drone of motors high above. Huber stared up and saw a black locust-like shape high in the sky. Then the one shape turned into many, as bombs dropped from the planes' bellies, racing and whistling down indiscriminately towards their targets. Fires blazed. By now the yard crews had stopped working and were themselves looking on in awe at the spectacle before them. Tentatively they ventured out to try to help the wounded. Huber had never seen it as bad before. Blood ran down his arms as he helped lift the injured to safety. One man was crying for his mother as he was dragged across the concrete towards the pens. A huge explosion caused Huber to duck and close his eyes. When he opened them, the man had fallen silent, a large metal fragment imbedded where one of his once tear-filled eyes had been. He was still, save for the twitching of his foot on the ash and dust-covered ground. Huber dropped the body and tried to take cover under a lorry parked between him and the door.  
Turning, he saw a figure silhouetted against the fire, his clothes torn and face filthy – Keller. Laughing hysterically amongst the carnage he seemed oblivious to any danger. Walking past the mounds of bodies, he ignored people with their hands supplicating for help. Huber saw him stop and stoop, a brief moment of stillness in an otherwise hectic scene. His friend's motive became clear soon enough as he ignored the stricken soldier's mute appeal for help. Keller raised his hand gun and finished the man without a moment's thought. Huber couldn't believe his eyes. As Keller came level with him, he slipped out of the hiding place under the truck. “Wolfgang,” shouted Huber. He looked up and said nothing, his expressionless face bereft of any sign of remorse. 
The pair quickly covered the short distance back to the relative sanctuary of the pens. Keller walked on in the direction of the submarine. “Keller!” shouted Huber, “Wolfgang” he called repeatedly but the older man continued to ignore him seemingly oblivious to both Huber and the general situation. Huber was struggling to keep up. A growing group of workers stood idly by as Keller approached. “What is being done?” he asked bluntly. 
The crew, unused to him speaking with such a harsh tone were taken aback. A breathless Huber arrived behind the group as Keller began to inspect the now almost completed vessel, eyes flitting from bow to stern, taking in every change implemented since he'd last been in the pens.
“Still no conning tower? Explain this,” he barked at Huber.
Stuttering, he replied, “It's main parts were too big to be cast off site so we've had to create a shift foundry in one of the old buildings in the yard. The crews will have stopped working and be taking shelter due to the aerial bombardment.”
Keller's eyes burned into Huber's. “I see that in my absence you've made some changes. When was I to be informed?”
Huber, mindful of what he had just witnessed thought carefully before he spoke. “You were in no fit state to help do anything. I came to check on you regularly.”
Keller interrupted, “You came to make sure I was out of the way so you could take over and get the glory, didn't you?” Keller was now very close and Huber didn't like the direction the conversation was taking. 
“Of course not. I tried to help you but you were more interested in drinking yourself into oblivion,” cried Huber.
Anger welled up and Keller lunged forward at Huber only to be restrained by one of the yard crew. Swinging round, he lashed out, knocking the man to the ground. “Stay down,” Keller snarled. With his knees on the man's shoulder, he smashed down repeatedly on the man's face with the butt of this gun. Other members of the crew tried to stop him but were fought off by the flailing weapon. Tears and hysterical cries filled the pen. Huber was at a loss as to what to do.. He was witnessing his friend and mentor lose his mind and become a cold-hearted killer. The crew now stood back in silence as Keller stopped and rose to his feet. Smoothing back his silvering black hair with his bloody hands, he reached into a pocket. Pulling out a handkerchief, he wiped the sweat from his brow, tears leaving bloody streaks on his cheeks. 
Suddenly, a gloved hand fell on Keller's shoulder from behind. Without a thought, he spun round and with the butt of the gun still in his hand, hit out. It was only seconds later when the man had taken his hands away from a bloody gash on his chin, that Huber recognised that it was Richter. His pale blue eyes looked through Keller as though he wasn't there. Keller ran, the echoing sounds of his footsteps receding into the distance. The shocked soldier standing at Richter's side shot off a round but the bullet bounced and sparked off a metal beam some distance away. Huber was about to chase after Keller but Richter held up a hand to stop him. Staring down at the lifeless body at his feet, he turned to the crew and holding a handkerchief to his face ordered them to get rid of the corpse.
Richter looked down at the ground. “Hadn't you better go and look for your friend? Tell him I would like to see him.”
The soldier and Richter walked slowly away.



Chapter 39
Weib's room was a welcome retreat from his workplace situated in the lower floors of the main house. Some of the tunnels below showed how the once grand architecture was in dire need of some TLC. He was unconcerned and quite satisfied as long as he had a haven to help him unwind and forget about the job he'd been tasked with. During the time he'd been there, he often wondered about what was happening back at the boat pens. Had they even noticed his absence? Not that it mattered. He had his own problems here. The torpedo prototype he'd been ordered to make was not going well and he was beginning to feel the pressure. He now realised how Keller must have been feeling for these past few months.
Because of his advancing years his memory wasn't as good as it used to be. Remembering those old designs and schematics just wasn't as easy as it had been when he was younger. Even during his relaxation time he couldn't seem to switch off his thoughts as he mulled through various ideas. 
Weib was suddenly aware of voices and footfalls walking down the corridor. The wooden floor made it easy to hear comings and goings, and by the sound of it this was a large group. Not wanting to open the door, he removed the dressing gown hung on a nail and peeped through a pushed-out knot hole behind it. To the side of the split he could see some twelve men making their way down the hallway. Weib was used to seeing one or two people after work hours, but this seemed to indicate that something of significance was happening. Feeling that he would regret what he was about to do, his curiosity nevertheless got the better of him. Searching under the bed he found his slippers, which he opted to put on, believing they would at least keep any noise to a minimum. Opening the door quietly he slipped out, pulling the door to but not closing it fully. Then he quietly made his way down the hall. 
Speaking to workmates, he'd learnt that the building was indeed a manoir. The original tapestries and wood panelling had been changed to the more modern décor of the lower floors. He reached a lift, following a route he had become increasingly familiar with over the previous weeks. The group could be heard just ahead so he decided to hang back a little so as not to be detected. He definitely didn't want to have to explain why he was wandering around after work hours. Although he wasn't a prisoner, he felt it best to avoid that situation as he surmised they wouldn't take too kindly to being followed. The volume of the voices diminished, so hugging the wall, Weib continued furtively. Growing in confidence he turned a corner only to have to scoot back quickly. A guard stood outside the room which had attracted his attention on arrival. That had done it! Now what was he to do? As the guard turned and strode off down the corridor, he silently breathed a huge sigh of relief. Then Weib noticed a set of stairs, a narrow spiral close to the meeting room. Hesitating as to whether to climb them or not, he realised the guard was returning, leaving him no option but to go up and pray that they didn't creak under his weight. He arrived on what appeared to be a minstrel's gallery with a small balcony overlooking the meeting room. At least it was dark here, so he sat in the shadows and gingerly peered over the rail. Below he could see thirteen people sitting at a round table emblazoned with the distinctive emblem he'd noticed on the floor. Candlesticks were lit with the biggest candles he'd ever seen, all of them dripping hot wax like great stalactites. In the centre of the table on a beautiful ornate stand sat what looked like a blade, old and worn, its grey shank and tip separated by a band of gold wrapped around its middle. Quite a sight, he thought scrambling quietly for a better view. The people were seated in comfortable high-backed chairs, each one adorned with a black robe. One by one the group each donned their robes. This was like an old fairy tale thought Weib and not at all like the kind of thing you associate with real life. 
As one figure picked up the blade and raised it in the air the room hushed. Weib could now see that it was in fact the end of a spear. The room began to echo with a soft chant as the artefact was handed around the group then placed back on its stand. Below, a distinctive voice spoke. Weib knew that voice. It was Richter chanting sotto voce in a language he didn't understand. As Richter intoned the words, the group answered almost as if they were praying.
Weib began to feel extremely uneasy and wished fervently that he'd stayed in his room. After all, what he didn't know couldn't hurt him but now he was trapped here until the end of this performance, all because his curiosity had got the better of him. As he listened intently, the group was discussing normal items on an agenda. Hoods had been removed and he was able to see the faces of some of the men. Amazingly, he recognised many of the people. They were members of the elite, high ranking officers from all parts of the forces, and business industrialists. The group below read like a Who's Who of Nazi Germany. One man spoke up clearly, “How is your project in Lorient, Richter? Are we on schedule?” 
After a moment, Richter replied, “Indeed, we are. The submarine will be ready for its mission. However, as I've said, I'm more concerned about its weapon's design. That old fool, Weib may have been the wrong choice.”
“Send him back to the pens, then”, said another person.
“No” said Richter, “We can't do that. He already knows too much about the other matter. I'll give him just a little while longer.” Richter rose and prowled around the table, “He may still be of some use and it's possible he'll deliver what we need.” Weib looked over the balcony rail to see Richter staring right at him, “and if he doesn't, then I will personally make sure he never lives to tell a soul about this place.”
Weib's blood ran cold. Whether Richter knew of his presence or not, he'd certainly given him the necessary incentive to redouble his efforts. Weib had heard quite enough and didn't want to be around any longer. Quietly, he made his way to the spiral staircase. Carefully peeking around the corner he realised to his great relief, that there was no sign of the guard. So opting for speed over stealth he made the journey back. Sitting safely in the confines of his previously comfortable sanctuary, he now knew there was little or no more time to stall. He was under no illusions that the ruthless Richter was quite likely to get rid of him anyway once the designs had been delivered. 
Hearing a creak, he looked up to see Richter standing in the doorway. “Burning the midnight oil, Herr Weib?
“Er, yes. I've just been looking through some papers.”
“You'd better get some rest. I think you have a busy day tomorrow and no time to waste. You know what I require,” and with that the door slowly closed behind his words, “Goodnight, Weib.”
Shaken, Weib turned off the light and lay awake. The pale moonlight shone through the tiny window panes whilst the shadows of the trees and leaves danced on his grey blanket. It took a long time for his mind to quieten and when sleep finally came, he didn't rest well.



Chapter 40
Keller ran, the bullet whistling and ricocheting off the beam beside his head, knowing full well that Richter's goons, not to mention the rest of the garrison, would be after him soon. His head swam and grief had been replaced by rage. Anger at himself for not being there to help them and fury at the fact that he had no way of getting those bastards back for killing the only ones who mattered to him.
He hid in a doorway and listened. The din of the raid outside was dying away but strangely, he didn't hear the alarm to general quarters. It would come soon enough, he thought. He wondered if he could steal a car, enlist under another name and then fight and destroy them. Anything to make the enemy feel the pain that he did.
Emerging from one corridor, he heard his name shouted, “Huber” he snarled to himself. “Isn't it enough that the man wants the glory for himself?” Dodging around a corner, he waited for Huber to walk by as he remained unseen in the darkness. Speeding off down the hall, he made for a side entrance where he would slip out and never be seen again.
“Where are you going, Keller?” he heard and saw Richter blocking his way. Instinctively he ran in the opposite direction but two guards grabbed him and wrestled him to his knees. “There's so much hate in you, isn't there?” said Richter quietly. Slowly the officer circling him, holding the hard tip of the gun barrel squarely against his forehead. “I'm willing to forgive this little incident. I can help you get what you want, but the question is, how far are you prepared to go to achieve revenge? Are you content with just killing a few soldiers or do you want to play a part in the ultimate package?” The hypnotic quality of his voice had a calming influence on Keller's troubled and tumbling mind.
“I want them to suffer,” blurted the man fighting back tears.
“Of course you do, that's why I am going to give you what you want, but first you must be willing to make more sacrifices.” The officer knelt beside Keller and whispered in his ear, “Let me help you. You don't need anyone else, just trust in me. I'll make sure you get your revenge. Now come with me,” and he held out his hand to help Keller up. Leading him down the hall, past the guards, Richter raised his hand and the rifles lowered. The side door lead out onto the concourse between the different pens. As they emerged, thick black smoke filled the air obscuring the sun. A chimney on the far side added to the atmospheric confusion with a plume of sparks. From within came the sounds of flatting hammers and presses. Once inside the structure, Richter reached into his pocket and pulled out a necklace, silver in colour, worn and tarnished. All around the hot sparks of furnaces glowed red and orange, white hot sheets of metal gleamed as they were pressed with holes or cut to size by massive machines. The heat took away their breaths. In front bubbled a huge vat, men dripping with sweat manned the furnace and stoked it with huge lumps of coal, some as large as the shovel itself. 
“What are we doing here?” shouted Keller but Richter held up his hand for silence. Placing the necklace on a red hot metal bar, the purpose unknown, a design suddenly became visible.
“What's that”” queried Keller. Richter held up his signet ring and the same sun-shaped wheel design was now glowing white hot in front of them. “This is what will help grant you your desire but are you sure you're willing to make the ultimate sacrifice, Wolfgang?”
Richter took Keller's hand, holding it palm down. “Take it. Pick up the necklace,”His calming voice once again breaking through the turmoil in Keller's head.
After a long pause, There was a vile smell of searing flesh and Keller felt a sickening pain as he held the glowing hot chain and watched blisters in the shape of the sun erupt on his palm. Richter spoke words Keller couldn't understand but somehow understood what he had to do. With a last glance at the officer, he made his way over to a nearby ladder. For the first time since that awful day everything was perfectly clear. Looking down at the necklace he still held in his hand,, he felt no pain. He knew that in this way he would make a difference – for the good of the Reich – for the memory of Sabine and Petra. Richter was correct, he didn't need anyone else, just a sense of purpose and that purpose was revenge. Scaling the ladders running up the side of the wall he didn't notice the soot covering them or the blown out windows. He stopped to see Richter standing below watching, his face impassive but his lips still moving as he continued to intone secret words.
Keller resumed his ascent to the access platforms high above the work area. He could feel the heat of the furnace through the grated catwalk, the soles of his shoes sticking to the metal. A man before him looked at him questioningly but stood to one side without a word. Keller's memories flitted across his mind, Sabine, smiling contentedly as they lay on the lawn outside their house, the sound of a soft singing voice filled his head. Petra loved to sing and would spend hours humming as she brushed her dolls' hair. But he realised the memories were just that. They were gone. Feelings of love changed to those of hate and loathing once again as the infernal heat continued to increase around him. Now the stink of gasses coming from the gaping furnace below filled his nostrils and stung his eyes. Still, he knew what must be done. Richter was absolutely right. The white hot bubbling metal below him seemed almost comforting as he continued walking towards the end of the catwalk until his toes overlapped the edge. Below he could just spy Richter, his eyes dead but transfixing him with his gaze. Looking at the necklace one last time, gripping it tightly in his fist, he breathed the two names that had brought him to this and stepped off the edge. 
Huber had followed the two men and then chased up the gangway after Keller. He lay on his stomach just managing to reach Keller's arm before he dropped away. With his eyes burning and hair singed he attempted to pull Keller clear, screaming,  “Wolfgang, What are you doing? You have to live. Petra and Sabine wouldn't want this.”
Keller stared fixedly at his old friend and muttered, “I know what I must do,” and swung his body forcing Huber to lose his grip. As he fell, their eyes made an unbroken contact until Huber had seen him disappear into a red and orange flame - a hiss - then nothing! 
Huber rolled onto his back lying there sobbing drily. After a long time he came to his senses. Descending the ladder he walked on past dumbstruck workers who stood shocked at what they'd just witnessed. Oblivious to them, he just had to find Richter. 



Chapter 41
Those words sent a chill through Forrester. This was impossible. First he was trapped on a World War Two U-boat, stuck on the ocean floor and now this! Fear turned to disbelief. Surely it could only be lack of oxygen making him hallucinate.  
“Well, you know who I am,” snapped Forrester. “Tell me who you are.”
The hiss continued then the voice spoke again “My name is irrelevant. What is important is your reason for being here.”
Forrester's aggravation grew. “I've told you. I was trapped here when the hatch closed. The swell must have caused it to slam shut.”
Knowing that he still needed to get off this boat and realising that sitting on the floor with his head in his hands wasn't going to accomplish that he struggled to his feet and hesitantly looked around.
“Show yourself. If you're real you'll show yourself and face me.”
The speaker continued to hiss but apart from the sound of water droplets there was only silence. 
Now Forrester resumed his exploration, walking around the room searching for a means of getting lower, hunting with increasing desperation for any sign of a hatch or ladder. He moved slowly towards a hatch that seemed to separate the galley from another compartment. The red light cast strange shadows on the bulk heads as he passed through into what seemed to be a junction, only to be confronted by two toilets with moulded wooden seats and a terrible smell of damp which he had absolutely no interest in.
He'd had enough, it was down or nothing. Stooping and listening he could hear the drone of machinery somewhere below and it seemed louder here. Shining the torch around the darker corners of the compartment he soon found what he was looking for. Another access hatch to the lower levels, its cover stuck half open. It would be a squeeze but he'd just be able to fit through. 
Despite pushing with all his might the cover stubbornly refused to move any further over. Half on his belly he swung his feet through the hole and felt for rungs below. As he found one and began to descend, the hiss resumed, louder now. 
“Where are you going, Forrester?”
“Not again,” he thought. “Pay no attention. It's only your imagination.” so ignoring the voice he continued to squeeze himself through the small gap. The hiss stopped, lights dimmed and there at once in front of him stood the figure regarding him silently. Forrester struggled awkwardly,  half stuck through the hatch with his feet dangling into the unknown below.
The lights became brighter once more and the figure was gone but instead the voice returned, harsher this time. “Where are you going?”
“I'm going to get out of here and there's nothing you can do to stop me,” growled Forrester still squeezing himself through the gap which seemed to be getting tighter against his chest.
The hiss was replaced by a laugh and the hatch began to close against Forrester's chest, the metal lid gradually compressing so he couldn't breathe.
“You see, I can stop you. Haven’t you realised it yet? The sea didn't make the hatch close, I did. I also brought you down here.”
“That's impossible!” gasped Forrester. “You're a figment of my imagination brought about by stress or gas.” Trying to wriggle free, he found he was still unable to move. 
“Do you think that a figment of your imagination could do this?” and the hatch began, once again, to tighten its grip on him. As it did so the figure loomed over him again with no warning, as before. This time the lights stayed constant. But the hatch pressure eased a little. Staring up in terror he took his chance and pushed down hard off the floor. His body slipped through and his arms cleared the hatch with nothing to spare as it slammed hard shut above him. He had escaped from the figure for now but it was quickly dawning on him that this was no hallucination. But how this was possible? What was it? Was he a ghost or a poltergeist? Whatever or whoever he was it was clear that it and the boat were connected somehow. His Grandfather had often told him stories of souls lost at sea roaming the depths on ghost ships but this was clearly different. He was here and this boat was real. Both he and Moorhouse had seen it. “Bloody hell,” he thought,  remembering Moorhouse. The doctor would have already come back for him and found the submarine gone. Surely his friend would have reported back to Wilkes and Turnbull who would be looking for him. Knowing this his mood lightened somewhat.
The light, in this new area, was practically non-existent so he flicked on his torch. This was totally different. He was confronted with a dark, narrow walkway made from grated steel flanked on both sides by a metal hand rail. The small beam of light cast by his torch was feeble and dim and he realised was quickly losing battery power. 
Another light was visible further down the walkway. “That's better than nothing,” he thought “Maybe I can find a power switch for the other compartments down there.” Slowly and carefully with his hands on the rail he moved towards the light, his pace and confidence increasing. Suddenly, however, as he got closer his hand fell away to nothing as the rail on one side came away and fell off down into the dark below him and bounced with a metallic clank. The shock was enough to make him curse but he was now very close to the source of the light.
Sounds of machinery grew louder as he approached. The purr turned to a drone as he reached the doorway. He was confronted by yet another control room. On either side huge engines idled turning two large shafts. The purr came from two generators on either side. This was impossible. Not only was the boat's engine running but it was charging up. Forrester knew enough about engines to find his way round this compartment which in many respects resembled 'Talisman'. Working his way across he came to a damp and rusted control panel. It appeared that this panel had some of the same instruments that he'd seen on the bridge. A screen flickered with small lights which blinked moving that radar light again. Moving on, he found what he was looking for, a black-faced dial with the needle pulsating gently. It was rising slowly and another below it 'Voltsekunde' and 'Ampsivarii'. “Yes!” he thought. Even though he didn't speak German he was aware what that meant 'Volts' and 'Amps'. The needles were low at the moment but rising gradually. This was bad. The rational part of his mind immediately rejected this notion but what if the figure he was seeing WAS real and was somehow connected to the submarine. Everytime it appeared the lights dimmed and it couldn't appear and speak at the same time. Forrester knew that if this was the case it had managed to trap him at the hatch on low power and if the boat charged fully, he didn't want to be around to see what it could do. He had to stop those generators. Searching desperately, he spied a wrench and after examining the machinery he jammed it between the lip of the generator and the shaft but with a screech the wrench sheered off and fell to the floor.  
The hiss from the speaker above crackled. “Stop what you are doing, Forrester.”
Ignoring the voice he looked for a larger tool and found a huge crow bar. Jamming it in the same place forced the shaft to screech and grind. Again the speaker told him to stop but Forrester pushed with all his might and rammed the bar further in. A jolt of blue struck him through the metal bar and threw him away from the machinery. As he caught his breath he saw a light come on at the far end of the submarine. Momentarily he saw the figure standing at the end of the walkway. Then the light went off. Forrester staggered to his feet and tried wedging the crow bar again, his eyes watching the darkness through the door. Another light, but closer. Again he pushed with all his might and sweat ran from his brow. The figure was half way down the catwalk and the lights dimming faster. Now it was only metres away and Forrester could see the lips still silently speaking and the dark eyes starring malevolently at him. Just as he realised that the next flash would bring it inside the compartment the bar spun round and with a loud grind and a flash of sparks the lights went out completely. Forrester caught a momentary glimpse of the figure as it appeared before him but then was gone leaving nothing behind save the smell of burning and the sound of Forrester's racing heart. 



Chapter 42
Huber sat with his legs swinging over the edge of the dock, the dark murky water swirling below him. Behind him was a scene of carnage, still smouldering wreckage and rubble littering the dockside. All was silent save for squawking flocks of seagulls. Groups of soldiers were busy removing corpses that lay in a line under the shadow of the pens rising above them like a giant grave stone.
Three hours had elapsed since the raid, but Huber had yet to move a muscle. He was in complete shock and couldn't believe what he'd just witnessed. His friend and mentor had thrown his life away in a pointless act and Huber knew who was to blame. It could only have been Richter who'd put the idea into Keller's head. He recollected how the officer had merely stood watching as Keller had made his way to his death without saying so much as a word, let alone trying to stop it. Huber knew he couldn't dare say anything as Richter was clearly a very dangerous man.
He also felt partially responsible and kept asking himself if he should have tried harder to talk to his friend. However, he realised Keller's grief had manifested itself as hate and anger since the passing of his family and that he, himself, couldn't have done much more than he had. The question was, what was he going to do now? With Keller gone, the submarine project was now his sole responsibility, and ultimately his risk. He knew that the threats from Richter were not hollow. He didn't want to end up fighting a lost war and find himself in a trench somewhere. The project was going to be completed, not for Richter or for Germany, but for Keller, wherever he was now. Huber intended to make him proud, with a fitting legacy. So with a decisive push up with his arms, he stood and brushed off the concrete and ash stained smudges on his clothes. Even so, Huber opted not to change. Instead, he retrieved a crumpled pack of cigarettes from his jacket pocket and straightened one out before lighting it with his last match. Blue-grey tendrils of smoke drifted off into the late afternoon sky as the deep inhalations came as a calming relief and settled his nerves somewhat.
With renewed purpose and determination, he strode off in the direction of the pens. He now realised that a lot was riding on him and that the quicker the project was completed, the faster he could get back to other ship designs and be rid of Richter and this whole nasty business for good. Store rooms lining the corridors had been converted into triage bays where bloodied and bandaged soldiers either sat or lay on fold-up bunks while being attended to by medical staff. In the aftermath of the bombing, the masses of civilians and labourers were queuing along the walls. Huber's arrival at the bays sparked an immediate and gratifying reaction from the men as his approach saw the crews quickly scurrying back to work.
“Please stop,” he shouted. The words echoed around the boat and soon all eyes were on him. “As some of you are aware, Wolfgang Keller was killed this morning.”
“Killed,” came a shout. “You mean he killed himself”
“Yeah, good riddance,” came another.
“Didn't you see what he did?” More jeering rose until Huber lost his temper.
“Stop this now.” he shouted loudly, his face burning with rage. “I can't condone what he did, but all of you are well aware of what happened to his wife and little daughter.”
Another angry voice called, “What about Johannes Brunt? He had a child.”
Huber deliberately composed himself realising this was a battle and that he needed these men on his side. He repeated, “You are right, what happened to Johannes was unforgivable. But I can't change what has happened. You still have jobs to do. Let's get this boat finished. I'll be taking over control of the project, nothing changes apart from that”
A young man, perhaps seventeen years old, was hanging over the rail trying to look busy. Huber looked up at him curiously, “Hi, you, what's your name?” 
The boy looked down and asked in amazement, “Me, sir?”
“Yes, you, young man. What's your name?”
“My name is Franz Adlar, sir.”
“I see. I don't remember seeing you before.”
“No sir. I've come to replace Johannes.”
Huber thought for a moment., then began again. “Do you have any experience welding, riveting, wiring?”
Hesitantly, Adlar looked at his feet.
“It's fine. You're not in any trouble, I just wondered what experience you have.”
“I've never worked on anything like this before. I was sent here because I used to work for my father who was a motor automobile designer.”
“Can you draw as your father did?” asked Huber who had had a glimmer of an idea. This boy may be just what was necessary. Now Keller was gone Huber would need his own assistant, otherwise the project would never be completed. His thoughts were interrupted by the shouts from one of the crew who was busy attaching the new snorkel tube to its mount. “Show him your pad, boy. You spent most of the last hour drawing in it instead of working!”
Patiently Huber held out his hand for the lad's sketch pad. From out of his overalls, Adlar produced a brown book, scuffed but well-loved, the string holding the worn and frayed pages together. Gently, almost with reverence, the designer opened the front cover. The first page was labelled with the man's name, nothing more. The second page, however, made Huber gasp out loud until he managed to control himself. It was clear that Adlar had some experience as a portrait artist. The sketch showed an older man sat drawing at a desk. “Your father?” he asked.
“Yes, sir. I did many of him.” He gestured Huber to continue turning the pages. Each paper leaf contained scribbles or half sketches of machines, cars, ships or people. After the horrors of this day, Huber had not been expecting this. He closed the cover and retied the string passing the book back to a nervous Adlar.
“Am I in trouble, sir? It's just that I didn't mean to waste time. I just didn't have a job to do when I arrived and I draw to settle my nerves.”
Huber smiled as the lad reminded him of himself on a first day long ago. Keller had scared him so much that he hid behind the drafts table before he finally got up the nerve to speak to his boss.
“No, young fellow. Please come with me,” and ignoring the smirks from the yard crew, Huber led Adlar away in the direction of the stairs. Adlar scurried along behind Huber like a pupil following a teacher. As they walked quickly he was told, “Remember this route. You'll be coming here so many times per day that your boot leather will need a cobbler!”  Eventually a very bewildered Adlar found himself following Huber into the drafts room. 
Pushing aside conflicting emotions, Huber began to clear Keller's belongings into a pile.
“Excuse me, sir....”
Packing pencils into a small wooden box he answered, “My name is Huber, Nikolaus Huber, and I am the …..” and he stopped only to begin again, “I am the senior draftsman at the Lorient pens.”
“Sir, I mean Huber, What am I doing here?” queried Adlar.
Huber began, “I've recently acquired this position and I'm in need of an apprentice if this project is ever to be finished. Now, I know you can sketch but the question is, can you draw?”
A look of realisation and excitement built on young Adlar's face. “You mean, I don't have to go down and work on the crew anymore?”
“No, but don't think for one moment that this will be easy. You've a lot to learn in a very short space of time. Tomorrow morning, you'll be here at five. The heaters need to be on as well as the kettle. I want my pencils sharp and ready.” 
Adlar nodded, trying frantically to take in all that was happening.
Reaching into his pocket Huber retrieved a large ring of keys and passed them to the young man. “Here are the keys for this room and the store rooms. Keep them safe and the stores tidy. Everything we need is in there. These are your responsibility from now on. Oh and if you're late, you'll stay behind and make up time later, do you understand?” asked Huber in his new authoritative way. 
As Adlar voiced his agreement, Huber told him that for now his day was over and to return to his quarters to rest. “You will need good eyes tomorrow. Don't be late.”
Adlar nodded and sped off down the corridor leaving Huber sitting at Keller's work area. He collected together the remaining drawing implements and packed them slowly into the ornate iron chest that had lain on his old friend's desk. Opening the drawers he thought about how strange it was going to be never seeing Keller again. The events of today were so unreal. What hurt him the most was that there was no one to send the box to – a whole family wiped out in less than a month. He picked up Keller's spectacles. It had been a rare sight indeed to see them worn as his friend had always furiously denied needing them, but on many a late night Huber had seen them perched on the end of Keller's nose when he thought he was alone. Perhaps it was this memory or delayed shock but Huber's eyes burned and soon the tears ran freely down his cheeks as sobbing noisily, his head lowered into hands tightly gripping the glasses.



Chapter 43
Chief stood leaning on a rail, his foot resting on one of the engine casings. He'd been on Talisman long enough to know by feel when the engines were running well. Ticking a box on a check list hanging from a bolt nearby, he shouted over to a young seaman who was sitting cross legged across the engineering space beside one of the ship’s generators.
“Craig!” 
“Yes Chief?”
“You'd better hurry up and finish. If I know the Admiral he'll want full power available soon and the generators have been off line for quite a while.”
The young sailor immediately became more animated in his efforts, calling back, “The systems on this boat are a mess Chief. She should be scrapped. For every problem I fix another two start. Wouldn’t you like to be Chief on one of those new destroyers? Have you seen them? They're a real sight. Unlike this tub - it's embarrassing.”
With slight annoyance the Chief shifted his weight to his other foot and crossed over to where the young man was now almost up to his waist inside an access panel.
“Now you listen to me, lad. This ship might be old and have her quirks but she’s ten times the ship those new ones are. She may not be as fast or agile but she'll always get you home and don’t you forget that. She deserves a little respect.”
“Yeah if you say so Chief but I can't see the lads I went through training with having to do the stuff I have to do. Their life must be a lot easier.” A blue light reflected from inside the panel closely followed by the clang of a dropped tool, “Fuck's sake!” Craig slid out from the access panel cradling his hand and kicked the panel in temper. 
Chief grinned to himself. He'd done that so many times himself.
“It hates me!” exclaimed Craig, “It does. I'm sure of it.”
“That’s because she can hear you,” replied Chief half laughing.
“Sometimes I think you're right!”, said the young man reaching for his mug of cooling tea. 
“Listen to me, lad. Your class mates might be having an easier time but you're learning systems that none of them will ever get the chance to use and you never know when that'll come in handy. I'm showing you the old ways because I want you to stand out. You're doing me proud. I don’t want another yes man I want an engineer who can do as I do and have his own ideas.”
Craig took a sip of his brew and nodded. “Yes, Chief, thanks. It means a lot. I just get frustrated.”
The conversation was cut short by a crackling voice coming from the tannoy .
“This is Captain Wilkes. Full power, if you please.”
“Ay sir!” answered Chief putting down the receiver.
Chief turned and looked at Craig who was still drinking his tea “Well! You heard the Captain, so go kiss and make up. Tell her she's a beautiful boat and that you love her. She'll help you if you do!” He walked away laughing to himself leaving Craig to get back to his repair.
Dropping to his knees the young fellow slid himself back under the access panel and began again this time a little more carefully. Shaking his head he found himself talking to the boat as he did so and surprisingly the rest of the repair became a little easier.
Meanwhile, Chief stood before the large panel which controlled the engine revs and speed monitoring them carefully as the controls moved from the bridge. The revs grew slowly and the hum from the engines became audibly louder. Taking a sip from his cup he placed it down on the side and flicked some switches and tapped some gauges. The powerful turbines whirred away behind him and the two shafts rotated simultaneously and disappeared off out of sight.
“How are you getting on, Chief?” came a voice from behind him.
Startled, he turned to see Admiral Turnbull some three feet away from him. How did the man manage to do that when there were two doors to get through to enter the engineering section and he hadn't heard a thing? It was uncanny, the chief smiled fondly, remembering well how quiet Turnbull could be when he had served with him as Captain some years earlier.
“Admiral.” with a salute.
“Please, that isn’t necessary, Chief, not while I’m down here. I'm here to see you as a friend.” 
Chief instantly relaxed, “How are you, sir? It's good to see you back on board.”
“It's good to be back. I just wish Talisman was in better shape.” replied Turnbull.
Chief nodded. He knew it must be hard for the Admiral when Talisman was his ship. She'd been spotless but had gone downhill rapidly after his departure. “I know, sir. I can't say much but you know that the departments do their best despite the current situation.”
“I know, I know, Chief. Forrester does a good job. He's very able.”
Chief looked at the floor, his mood darkening. “Have we heard anything?” he asked, looking up at the admiral hopefully.
“No sign!” Turnbull answered, “I fear we may not either. The coast guard are still looking for him as we speak.”
The two men went silent and Turnbull began walking around running his fingers over dials and switch panels as he did so.
“You won't find any dust over there, Admiral,” came a rather amused voice.
“I have to try, don’t I?” replied Turnbull.
Every panel was familiar. Turnbull enjoyed being at home with Alison but part of him wanted to be back out travelling the seas. This was where he belonged and he knew it but… 
“Are you OK, Admiral?” the chief stood behind him “Yes, Sorry, I was miles away.”
“You miss it, don’t you?” said Chief. “Out here, I mean, out at sea with your own command? It's not too late. With your record you could get any boat you wanted. Maybe you could even keep your rank if you wanted to still be at sea.”
Turnbull had thought it over many times, “I do, Chief, but the Admiralty won't budge on their decision. I'm to stay behind a desk.. It took me long enough to arrange this exercise. Age has caught me up Chief and that's one thing I definitely can't change. “ 
“We had some adventures though, didn’t we? said Chief.
“Oh yes!” smiled the Admiral, his mood instantly lightening. The pair laughed and joked for a while longer until Craig arrived to inform the Chief he had completed the repair. Craig stiffly saluted “Admiral.  
“This is Alex Craig” said the Chief. “He's the best engineer I have.” 
Turnbull nodded, “Nice to see Chief is keeping you busy, son. You listen to him. He's the best engineer in the navy and he'll always steer you right.” 
The chief beamed and gestured for Craig to continue with his duties.
Just then, a crackle came again from the overhead speaker “Increase speed to flank, if you please.”
Chief looked over to the control desk to see the instruments dancing and lights blinking. The engine drone changed noticeably as the revs needle inched passed thirty knots.  
He watched the oil pressure slowly rise then settle before looking back at Turnbull.
“Captain Wilkes is driving her hard to keep up with those new ships, Admiral.”
 “She'll be fine, Chief. She still has it in her, I know she has.”
The Chief's cup which was on top of the console began to shake gently as the speed increased and he caught it as it slid off the edge. Turnbull was trying his very best not to say or make eye contact with Chief who was aware of the Admiral's personal embarrassment, but he couldn't help but feel a little uncomfortable. Clearing his throat Turnbull looked at the Chief. 
“Well! I have to get back to the bridge. It's been good catching up, Chief. Keep up the hard work.” and with that he turned and briskly walked away. Chief looked over from the panel and caught the gaze of Craig who was grinning from ear to ear.  
“What're you looking at, seaman?  Get back to work, lad” 



Chapter 44
Huber had spent the morning going over the finer points of the design prior to the last part of the build being completed. The conning tower was now almost finished, but the same couldn't be said for the rest of the changes. Over the past few weeks, since taking over the project, the work had been plagued by delays and accidents. Two welders had been lost in a week. They'd been sent back into the pressure hull to repair a weld that had sheared shortly after being done. Three electricians had barely got out alive from the battery compartment after failing to connect a bank of batteries correctly. Only today, a young hydraulics fitter had been hit by one of the bow planes after it dropped, killing him instantly. The men were beginning to talk of curses. It was no secret what had happened to Keller and some of the older yard crews were a deeply superstitious lot. Huber also knew that it was only a matter of time before Richter, who'd been absent over the last few weeks, would arrive to check on progress. Despite all the drawbacks, Huber was determined to finish the boat on time, not only for Keller but for his own safety, as he had no intention of being sent to the front as Richter had threatened. The designer felt conflicted both missing and hating Keller for leaving him to finish the work alone. 
Looking back at the plans spread across the table, he traced the outline of the drawing and referred to his notebook, marking crosses on points, denoting problem areas. He sighed. For every problem he fixed, another cropped up. If only the snags were all in one area but no such luck. They were spread about the submarine. Shoddy workmanship or second rate parts, he wasn't sure which, but he just had to make do. Settling back, he started to turn the pages. The well-worn jotter was almost full. Taking the stub of pencil, he ticked off the note he'd just made. He'd just transferred the modification to the designs, folded over the corner in his notepad and was about to move to the next, when he suddenly felt he was being watched. Looking up he saw Captain Stein, “Oh! Please don't let me stop you.” 
The Captain was dressed down in dark blue pants and a white jumper, the thick wool of which was rolled down at the neck and slightly greyed - well-worn but obviously loved.
Rising to his feet, Huber said, “Please, come in, Captain. It's good to see you.” Offering his hand to shake, he continued, “What brings you here?”
“Well, I make a habit of keeping an eye on my next command and I was hoping she'd be looking more like a submarine by now.”
The designer could tell by the half smile on the Captain's face that he was joking. With anyone else, Huber would have been more annoyed, but he had the feeling that Stein wasn't like the other officers and realised that he was just here doing a job.
“We're on schedule. Next week the conning tower will be fitted and the sub will be watertight.” 
“Good, very good. I'm looking forward to taking her out. How long after the tower is lifted will she be ready for trials?” asked Stein perching himself on the edge of Huber's desk and choosing one of the pencils from the tin.
“Around five weeks, though with painting and sealing, perhaps a little longer.”
Stein looked at Huber in amazement and shook his head. “Man, that isn't fast enough! Haven't you heard?”
“Heard what?” asked the other man.
“We're fighting near here now. The English and Americans landed not too long ago and the conflict is getting progressively closer each day. It won't be long before they arrive here looking for a deep water port. If we don't get her out of here soon, I fear she'll never see the open sea.”
Huber was shocked. He'd known things weren't going well and had heard that the fighting was now on French soil but the bulletins had still been saying that the lines were holding strong. Hearing this from Stein made all the pieces fall into place. It made complete sense now, all the air raids, not to mention the amounts of munitions and troops heading towards the Front line. For the first time, Huber realised that there was a distinct possibility that the War would come to him.
Stein continued, “You see how important it is that we get her finished and out to sea just in case they take Lorient.” Huber said that he would double the yard crews and work around the clock in order to complete the tasks in time.
The sound of footsteps approaching from down the corridor distracted the two men and they looked over towards the door as they stopped outside. The door handle turned and in walked Richter. Huber was horrified and quite relieved that the Captain was with him. The officer smiled and greeted Stein with the Nazi salute which the other man returned in the old German way.
“Walther! I had no idea you were in town. How have you been? It's good to know you have encountered our chief designer, Nikolaus Huber.” 
“Yes. We've met twice now. He seems to know what he's doing,” replied Stein with a smile. 
Huber's nerves settled. Richter appeared to be in a good mood and uncharacteristically jovial.
While Stein continued talking to Richter, Huber tried to carry on with his work. Attempting to look busy, he fervently hoped Richter would leave without talking to him. Stein rose to his feet and moved to the door saying his goodbyes with the Nazi officer. Hoping that they had both left, Nikolaus turned to see that Richter had come back into the room.
“Well, Huber. Now we have a little peace and quiet, I think we need to talk,” said Richter. Removing his hat and placing it on the table he proceeded to take off his leather gloves, finger by finger and put them down beside his hat. Then he perched on the table, uncomfortably close to Huber, crossing one booted leg over the other.
“It's been a few weeks hasn't it, since Keller's unfortunate accident. Yes? Very unfortunate” he sneered. 
Feeling the anger build up inside him, Huber snarled, “That was no accident. You could have stopped him. I watched my friend throw himself into that vat, and I saw you just standing there. You could have saved him.”
“Now why would I have done that? The submarine would be completed either way, and let's say you were much more controllable than Keller, so saving him would have ultimately served no purpose!”
Unable to take anymore, Huber rose to his feet and looked Richter squarely in the eye. “If it wasn't for your rank and your troops, I would…”
Richter stood, “You would do what?” as he punched Huber in the gut. Huber folded in half. Richter grabbed him and then flung him over the desk, “If it wasn't for my rank you'd do… what? You're a small weak man. Be very careful, Huber. You're messing with people and forces well beyond your understanding or control.”
Managing to swallow the pain, Huber gasped, “You won't kill me, Richter because you need me to finish the work on the submarine. We're both aware that the tide has turned in the War and it's only a matter of time before the English and Americans overrun us.”
His grip loosening, Richter rasped, “How do you know that? What has Stein told you?”
“Enough! He's told me enough!” replied Huber managing to stagger to his feet. 
“I would say you overestimate your importance. The work on the submarine is almost complete. I'm certain the yard crews could do your job without a problem and give me less trouble. Finishing the project or being sent to the Front will be the least of your worries. I'll make sure that you rot in a shallow hole and that your body is never found but not before you scream in pain and beg for your worthless little life. Your last thoughts will be of what I have done to your family back in Germany – yes I know about your mother and your two sisters!” Releasing his grip and straightening his uniform, he continued, “Time is ticking, Huber and I'm watching, I'm always watching!”



Chapter 45
Adlar had spent the first few weeks of his new position almost completely silent, thinking it best to keep his head down and work hard. Looking up he saw Huber sitting with a furrowed brow and an increasingly worried expression on his face as he perused a creased letter. Even from across the office Adlar could see the black lines of edited and censored text. Plucking up the courage, he spoke quietly asking “Huber, are you OK?”
After a long silence he repeated, “Huber, is everything alright?”
This time the other man raised his head and replied, “I beg your pardon. Yes, I'm fine.”
“It's just that you look so anxious,” said Adlar.
With a heavy sigh, Huber laid down the letter, removed his glasses and pinched the bridge of his nose. “This is a letter from one of my sisters in Germany. From what I can make out, the raids are getting worse and our childhood home has been destroyed. Don't you ever get any mail from home?” 
Adlar looked noticeably solemn. “My mother and sister were killed in an air raid during the first few weeks of the war. My Father and I spent every day at the car factory and when our home was destroyed we lived there working long hours.”
“Doesn't he write to you?” asked Huber.
“Father was very good at his job. One day some Nazi officers came and requested that he look at a set of plans. As I watched through a window, I saw that the meeting was becoming rather heated. He struggled with the men and then for no apparent reason was bundled into a car – a large black car. I haven't seen or heard from him since. Shortly after that day an order arrived to transfer me here. I believe it was because of my career background.”
“I'm truly sorry, young man,” said Huber softly, “I had no idea.” 
“Why would you be sorry? You didn't know about my family. You've given me a chance to do what I love, what my father trained me to do and for that you have my gratitude.”
Now, Huber feeling it best to steer the conversation back towards their work, reached into 
his pocket and produced his notebook. Thumbing through the pages he found a rough diagram and began again, “So have you sketched that mounting point for the tower?”
“I have. The seal and weld should be perfect.” responded Adlar producing a more precise diagram.
Holding it up and studying it closely, Huber nodded. “This should be fine although it may be necessary to ask the yard to increase the steel thickness in that area.
“But, if we do that, won't we have to save weight somewhere else?” worried Adlar.
Huber was becoming increasingly impressed with how the younger man was gaining in confidence and expertise, despite working here for only a few short weeks. Nodding his head he returned to studying the plans. 
Adlar flicked his notebook open to the second page showing the likeness of his father – the paper still clean and crisp, in no way as dog-eared as the rest of the jotter. It showed his father's concentration as he worked on designs for Hitler's Volkswagen Kafer project – a car for the people. That all seemed such a joke now - “Strength through Joy” - what a lie! A mad man's idea for motivating future soldiers. His attention was caught as he felt eyes watching him. He looked up and caught Huber's concerned stare. The young man lowered his head and continued his work. It had only been a few weeks since his father's abduction from the Volkswagen Factory at Fallersleben and he still found it extremely difficult to stop his mind wandering off, thinking about him. He’d sketched his father's likeness on the very day of his abduction attempting to capture everything that he loved about him. 




Chapter 46
Weib had been working as quickly as possible so as not to draw any further attention from Richter or the other officers. It was clear that after overhearing what had been said, his position was anything but secure and was increasingly obvious that once his work was accomplished they'd have no further need for his services. He was also aware that the other team creating the chemical payload were very close to completion. The delivery of prisoners and transportation of bodies was now undertaken daily. His team consisted of himself and an electrical expert who had been reassigned earlier that week. There was also a designer called Horst Adlar, a man in his mid-fifties, who from the small amount of information Weib had managed to piece together, had been here a few weeks. 
Walking down the hall, Weib emerged into a well-lit working area. At its centre, on heavy duty trestles sat two massive cylinder-shaped objects, roughly four metres in length. These were the torpedoes. Open access panels spread over their surface exposed internal wiring and pipes. The brass propeller gleamed under the bright lights. Over at the far side of the room, a man sat at a highly-angled desk checking the torpedoes over his shoulder and then referring to his papers before making delicate markings. This was Horst who acknowledged Weib as he crossed the room. 
“How are the changes we discussed coming along?” asked Weib as he stood a few feet away from the desk so as not to obscure Horst's light.
A moment passed as the other man made a final flourish with his pencil and sat back on his chair. Turning, he faced Weib with a mild look of annoyance. As he did so, something fell from his pocket and hit the stone tiled floor. Weib bent down to retrieve the object finding a brown leather wallet lying open as it landed. Turning it over as he straightened up he saw two small photographs, one of a woman and a young girl, the other of a young man whose resemblance to Horst was striking. As Weib returned the purse, he enquired, “Is that your family?” 
“It was,” replied Horst in a harsh tone as he replaced the wallet into his pocket. Quickly reverting back to the original subject, he said “I've finished but this does seem to be a little drastic. We could've just used a standard casing. I mentioned this to those idiots at the start but they wouldn't listen. If they're such experts then why do they need us? What else are they going to change. Next it will need wings!” The man's face began to redden and the vein on his forehead bulged as he continued with a barrage of abuse.
Weib held his finger to his lips as they both knew the room was monitored.  It took some time before Horst managed to compose himself. “Weib, this weapon is ready to be deployed. We've done our job. I just want to go home!” 
Smiling compassionately, Weib asked, “How long is it since you saw your wife and children?”
Horst's eyes grew sad, “My wife and daughter are dead, killed in an air raid over Fallersleben. My son and I survived as we were at the car factory. I was always there. My work was so important back then. We returned home to discover a smoking hole in the ground where our home had been. After that we had nowhere to go, so we lived, slept and ate in the Drafting room at the factory. I got to see my son turn into one of the best artists I have ever known. Then they dragged me away bringing me here.”
Weib nodded, “Where is he now? Have you heard anything about him?”
Sadly shaking his head, “I haven't heard from Franz since I was brought here but not a day passes that I don't pray that he's safe!”
With a sympathetic smile, Weib placed a hand on the designer's shoulder, “We'll be finished soon. Let's put these systems to the test, make our reports and then we can both return home.” With a nod the men began checking their measurements in silence but with renewed sense of shared optimism. The scratch of Horst's pencil and rustle of paper were soon the only sounds to fill the room as Weib began using a small magnifying lens to peer at the maze of brass tubes inside the casings.  



Chapter 47
The needle of the Ford Granada hadn't dropped much below seventy five mph as it pulled into the Ferry Port at Portsmouth. Not an easy feat in town traffic. By the time a kind taxi driver had been persuaded to jump start the car for the price of a few quid, there was just enough time to show their tickets and passports before they were hustled through the heavy gates which slammed shut behind the car. The lines in the marshalling yard were empty and two men directed them straight through the big Customs shed. Four uniformed officers took very little interest as they were ushered through and back into the morning air. Moments later after rounding a bend, a large ramp rose in front of the car. It moved gently as the car drove on, its wheels clunking as they rolled over the gap. 
Both Winters and Filmore couldn't help but notice that they were the last to arrive on board and Filmore slumped in his seat with a huge sigh of relief. No sooner had their engine stopped, than a mechanical hum began as the bow doors closed behind them, the bright morning sunshine slowly disappearing as they locked into place.
Squeezing past bumpers and open car doors, they made their way across the blue painted deck to a stairwell,. As they walked, the floor beneath began to gently vibrate. They were under way. 
Slightly out of breath, Winters gasped “Well, there's no turning back now, old friend!”
“Oh! I'm not bothered about that yet. Where do we eat?” puffed Filmore.  
Laughing, Winters answered, “You ate not too long ago! What are you? A hobbit or some such. Oh come on, a second breakfast, it is!” Despite being small, the ferry was well-equipped, thought Winters noticing a deck plan of Duc De Barnais on the wall. There was, apparently, a Self Service Restaurant forward. As Winters opted for a pot of tea, Filmore tucked into a lukewarm plate of something resembling a full English breakfast. However, he was pretty sure the food was floating on a greasy film of oil and wondered how on earth Filmore could possibly stomach all these meals. He counted himself lucky that Jean had always looked after his welfare carefully but they sometimes forgot that others weren't so comfortably placed. 
Raising his gaze from his last forkful of bacon, Filmore asked, “Have you thought of how we'll proceed once we reach Lorient?”
Of course Winters had and he now produced a scrap of paper from his briefcase.
“I think we'd be best splitting up. If you head for the library, I'll hit the town. The pens are used by the French military these days but I still know some people. I sent a telegram to an old colleague before we left the hotel. He's expecting me.”
Filmore sniggered, “Why do I get the dusty bookshelves job when you spent ages getting me away from them?”
“I know, but that's where your talent lies and there must be records somewhere about that sub.” 
“I suppose you're expecting her to just come to us and be easy to find!” laughed Filmore.
Winters snapped back, “You could have stayed in your dark little cubbyhole if you didn't want to come. I'm sure that battleaxe of a secretary would have been happy keeping you busy” He slammed his mug down harder than intended and the people at the surrounding tables stared at him in disapproval.
Filmore was surprised, “I'm sorry, Donald. I was only joking, you know.”
“No, it's me. I apologise, old friend,” replied Winters, “I'm so worried that I've dragged you here on a wild goose chase. I mean, for all we know, she could be lying off the shores of Argentina or in pieces in some secret American dockyard.”
The other man gave him a sympathetic smile, “We can still only try. Even if we do find she was destroyed or taken, we can fill in a space in that part of German Military history. Now, go and get me one of those creamy cakes!”



Chapter 48
Huber and Franz Adlar walked together down the side of K2, past the metal blast doors to the far end of the building. Sentries watched from the gun emplacement above the door. The vast wall of concrete rose nearly six storeys darkening the whole area with its shadows. As they reached the cradles just in front of K3, a group of labourers were being escorted to their work detail by six soldiers. They approached the side door followed by Huber and Adlar. A round eyepiece hole slid open, closed and the handle turned 45 degrees allowing the door to swing inwards. The work group passed the guards while Huber and Adlar flashed their identity papers.
The pair then continued on down the dimly lit passageway leading to the inner spaces and bays. Passing through another entry they emerged into the massive bay which spread off in both directions. The gantries suspended from the ceiling were rigged with chairs and calls from workers mingled with the creaks and clangs of industry.
“Today is an important one. Look, Adlar,” Huber pointed at a huge shape hanging from the cranes moving slowly overhead. “The conning tower! In a few hours she'll be watertight and only one week away from sea trials”.
Adlar nodded, he'd only played a very small part in this endeavour but realised how proud Huber must be.
The noise died down save for specific instructions from three foremen, as the tower approached slowly. Guide bolts came closer to their targets. The bay was almost completely packed with workers expectantly watching the joining. Huber had explained that many hundreds had been forced into labour on the docks but Adlar recognised none of them. He realised that almost every man was holding his breath. Tension rose still further as the massive form finally touched down and the guide bolts were knocked into place. A huge cheer rose up from everyone. As workers began to weld the gap, showers of sparks flew as inch by inch the leviathan became watertight.
Two of the welders struggled to penetrate the thicker steel and argued back and forth hitting the surface with hammers and torches. “This weld won't hold and you know it,” growled one.
“And do I care?” replied the other, “It's not me going down in it” He continued to fill in the gap, the slag flattening off as it was hammered into the space.
A large bottle of gas sat behind them, the moisture on its outer casing increasing as sweat formed. Slowly the valve turned. A shiny brass thread appeared, then another. Gradually, the seal was broken as though an invisible hand manipulated it. Oblivious to to the build up of gas, the two workers continued their shoddy work. The hose, which should have been neatly coiled, shifted then lay motionless on the deck once more. The welders stepped back, moving sideways to continue the next joint, their boots stepping into the tubing, inch by inch tangling themselves still further.
Huber watched in awe. The structure's sheer scale was truly breathtaking. He had known she'd be big but absolutely nothing had prepared him for her majesty. Keller would have been so proud. The two men walked slowly along the dockside. Huber's smile growing wider by the second as he prowled the vessel's length.
As they approached the rear of the conning tower, a strange smell reached Huber's nostrils. Familiar, but still taking a moment to put two and two together. Suddenly he saw the large gas bottle on the deck below. “Gas!” screamed Huber pushing Adlar to one side. “Gas!” The workers below looked up at him and, realising what he was shouting, tried to run, but the hoses were now curled tightly around their ankles. They tripped and fell, both of their torches dropping to the ground. The open pilot lights hit the gas and a massive fireball engulfed the rear of the sub. Both Adlar and Huber were thrown backwards, the fireball scorching their skin and singeing their hair. The fire dissipated as quickly as it had started, leaving smoking clothes, ropes and burning flesh.
Helping Huber up, Adlar dusted them both off. “My God!” grated Adlar, surveying the scene. Soldiers and labourers used buckets to douse localised sparks and a medical team could be seen racing from the far end of the pens. Looking up from the charred and smoking remains of the two welders lying amongst the tangle of hoses, one of the medics, out of breath from his dash, was heard to gasp, “What happened?”
“It was a gas explosion,” replied Huber shaking his head “and a poorly serviced welding kit. An accident”
“You mean Sabotage!” growled one of the officers on guard. “You men have seen enough accidents to know that this wasn't one. I'll report to HQ. Rest assured, we'll find the scum who caused this. It was likely one of the French.” Before Huber could argue, the officer saluted and sped off down the dock.
A shout came from below where one of the labourers was investigating the tower for damage. The designers descended the ladder. “What is it?” 
“Look at that weld,” hissed the worker pointing at it. Huber was no expert on welding but even he could recognise the poor penetration. “It wouldn't have held and we wouldn't have known in time if this accident hadn't happened.”
Huber nodded his agreement, “Please repair this and report back to me when it's correctly completed.”



Chapter 49
Forrester became aware that although his eyes were open it was still pitch black. He'd lost all sense of time because he had no idea how long the period of unconsciousness had lasted. Slowly regaining his senses, he sat up as his head and sight gradually began to clear. Maybe it had all been a dream after all. 
Feeling around and finding his footing, he quickly realised “No such luck!” as he was still in the sub's control room with lights blinking brightly on the panels and an awareness of the soft drone coming from the generators on either side. It soon became apparent that something was different. There was light beyond the bulkhead door leading to the catwalk. It was perfectly illuminated. That meant just one thing – Power. Praying that he'd bumped his head and everything had been imagined, was as maybe, but the trapped mariner was still in this sub and knew that if there was to be any hope of escape he would have to go deeper. Walking past those engines and panels, oblivious to volts and amps which had now spiked above halfway, his eyes stung as he passed into the light. Several blinks later an incredible sight appeared. This was, by far, the most well-lit area and his courage returned, partly because he was able to see properly. The long catwalk was indeed flanked by railings and the roof lined with pipes. Cables had dripped moisture down onto a metal grate, leaving it so slick that he would need to tread warily. 
Deciding to take in as much as possible before the lights shorted again, the Commander walked with slow deliberation along the catwalk, carefully checking whatever was above and below. Beneath he could see rack upon rack of torpedoes stacked five high, their black paint faded but still noticeable. He had never seen so many. They lined the full length of the boat on each side. Possibly this was a re-supply sub for other U-boats. Large trolleys sat stationary on rails running up either side. They seemed to feed the tubes at the bow. Forrester remembered a similar arrangement for shells on main battery guns, on older vessels with maybe a primitive automated firing system. Advanced for the time, she would have been a real threat to shipping.
Forrester was fast coming to the conclusion that this was a fully experimental boat. The systems seemed very advanced for the year – automated firing, crude sonar? This didn't explain the intelligence or whatever it was. Further down the catwalk a ladder led to a lower level. He decided it would be best to have a closer look while the opportunity presented itself, so turning backwards, he reached for the first rung and allowed the ladder to take his weight as he descended. The light dimmed slightly and that distinctive hiss started again but Forrester had no intention of stopping now that his investigation was underway.  
As he continued downwards, in the poor lighting he became uncomfortably aware of something. This was different. Looming over him was a scruffy, bearded man dressed in blue trousers and a cream seaman's jumper which was worn and greyed. His hat was crumpled and stretched over dark greasy hair. The person didn't say a word but gestured for Forrester to press on. Turning and looking back towards the bow, he caught a glimpse of the other figure which was now moving quickly towards him. It appeared stronger somehow, having no problem moving in the pale light. The sailor stood firm blocking its path and the two seemed to be exchanging words but Forrester could hear nothing. All he was sure of was that the seaman had stalled the suited figure and it would be a very smart idea to make full use of the interruption.
The lighting suddenly reverted to normal and he risked casting a glance to ensure the top of the ladder was clear. No sign of them. Both figures seemed to have vanished. Thank God! Working his way forward he could see the large tubes labelled I II III and IV. All lamps were green and the doors were tightly shut. Forrester's initial hopes were dashed as he realised there was absolutely no chance of escaping through any of the tubes if they were armed. Even if he could clear a tube and fire one manually, who knew where it would hit?
A crackle from overhead became audible but rather than the voice he'd heard earlier, there was, instead, the noise of propellers, the drone and swish quite unmistakeable.
The sound changed, still props but now it sounded cruder, the pitch was different and seemed familiar to the Commander.  Again the sound changed. This time to voices – radio traffic German, American, Italian, and then British. He gasped. He recognised Wood’s voice from the Talisman. The Exercise – it must have begun. Yet again, the lighting dimmed as the figure of the sailor returned. He gestured and nodded at Forrester to calm down. Forrester could see his lips moving, “I can't hear you. What are you trying to tell me?” he stammered. 
Impatiently, the sailor pointed at an adjacent panel. A red light began to flash in a sequence. Forrester realised it was SOS – Morse Code.
“Yes. Now I understand.” The figure nodded and the light began to flash again. Forrester's morse was rusty but he was managing. 'I…. HELP…. NO…. FEAR'
The figure looked tired. The light resumed 'ONLY…. ONE…. AFT…. CAPTAIN…. STEIN'
Forrester nodded and said, “Captain Stein” and pointed at the sailor. “I'm Commander Forrester.” They nodded politely at each other. “But One Aft....what do you mean?”
Before the Captain had chance to answer, the lighting turned red and he disappeared. The lights on the fire control turned red and then back to green. As the door lights turned to white; he heard a rushing sound from the tubes and the radio traffic became clearer. Then an even louder voice hissed, “Help if you must, but I will do what you couldn't do.” 
Puzzled, the Commander shouted, “What do you mean?” There was another rush of air and Number I tube turned red. Impossible! How could it fire, and worse, “What the hell is it firing at?” 
A stopwatch on the wall began to count. The torpedo was running! Seconds later a massive muffled explosion rocked the sub. The calls on radio traffic turned to pleas for help with American voices, clear as a bell, requesting aid and calls for “Mayday! Mayday!” 
The torpedo hatch opened on Tube I. “This is my only chance,” thought Forrester, but before he could climb up to the hatch, the mass of equipment came to life. The cradle rolled and squealed as another torpedo was pushed onto the carriage by a ram. It rolled forward and slid gently into the tube.
The Commander had now witnessed for himself how the sub could still function as a death machine. The door slammed and the tube filled with water once again.
“Stop! Please stop!” screamed Forrester. “What are you doing? We're no longer at war.”
But the firing sequence was repeated, this time on Tube II. A rush of air and the torpedo had gone. The stopwatch ticked again. 




Chapter 50
The small convoy of ships steamed
out into the open Channel. Kentucky, Aconite and Roma made good progress, Talisman with smoke belching from her stack followed. The other vessels were smaller and noticeably faster but, from a distance Talisman with her size and turrets, made an impressive sight. In comparison, the newer destroyers' single forward guns seemed feeble. 
Wilkes checked his watch and compared the time to the clock on the far wall of the bridge. Four hours. Berlin would be setting out in just under an hour from now. 
Radar barked. “Seaman, what traffic do we have on our bearing?” A young sailor glanced at a rack of plastic strips in front of him with hand written notes on each of them. He then checked the radar which swept around the black screen and illuminated any object in green.
“I’m waiting Seaman” snapped Wilkes impatiently.
“Sorry, sir! All our convoy is holding at 300 metres spacing on our port and starboard. A cargo ship is working its way up towards Roscoff. It passed us around an hour ago. We also have a passenger ferry that is two hours out of Portsmouth. They'll pass us two miles to starboard, sir.”
“Very good. Once we pass the ferry, mark position and signal all ships to take up search grid positions. I want everything ready for when Berlin makes her run on Portsmouth. Communications: signal Roma to commence laying the practice mines at the pre-arranged line formations.”
“Aye, sir.
A call came over the loudspeaker, “All senior staff report to Admiral Turnbull's quarters.”
Wilkes made his way down below decks and soon filed in through the door behind the Chief. The smell of coffee and cigarette smoke filled the small room. 
“Thank you, gentlemen. Please, at ease and sit yourselves down. How are all the departments, Captain?”
 
Turnbull looked squarely at Wilkes.
Clearing his throat, he began, “I've made preparations for the convoy. We'll be in position within the hour. The Italians will lay the mines and we should be in a good place for when Berlin arrives, sir.” 
“Good,” smiled Turnbull, “so no problems then.”
“Not really sir, we have a ferry out of Portsmouth that seems to be sailing slower than normal but she'll pass out of the area before we commence.”
“Good, very good! Chief, how are we holding up?” 
“Not too bad, Admiral. The engines are running well but I'm not too sure whether one of the generators will last at full power for the whole exercise. I have a team working on it, sir.” 
“Doctor, are we ready to receive our mock casualties?” 
“Yes, Admiral. Sick bay is prepared and set up for multiple incoming using the Canteen and Mess Deck for Triage units. All manned and ready to go, sir.”
The end of that sentence was interrupted by the sound of a phone ringing. Turnbull answered. “Ah! I see. Anything else to report?” he asked. “Keep an eye on it. Any change, let me know immediately.” Replacing the receiver, he sat quietly before Wilkes spoke, “Everything OK, sir?”
“I'm not sure. Sonar reports a signal shadowing us at 145 yards astern,” mused the Admiral. “A small target, possibly a periscope.” 
“A submarine in the Channel?” exclaimed the Chief. “Could it be ours or American?”
“I know as much as you do, gentlemen. Until we have more information, we continue as planned.”
“Bet it's the Russians,” commented Wilkes.
“That's just guesswork. We deal with facts not supposition. Dismissed.”
All of them began to leave until only the Chief remained.
“I said 'Dismissed', Chief”
 
“I know. Do you not think we should alert the other vessels, Admiral?”
“Alert them about what, Chief? That we may have a possible signal, but we aren't sure? No, we continue as planned.”
“Yes, sir.” The Chief sensed as he left the room that the Admiral wasn't certain of what to do but they always followed his orders to the letter.



Chapter 51
“Captain. Berlin has just come into radar range, sir.”
“Very good. Has the ferry signalled its call sign?”
“Yes sir. Duc de Barnais Captain Roux wished us “Good Day and Happy Sailing.”
Wilkes nodded, “and has Roma signalled its completion of the minefield yet?
“Ten seconds ago, sir, she signalled completion of her last line.”
“Very good! Signal BATTLE STATIONS. All Channels.”
The alarms sounded and the klaxons rang throughout the ship. Turnbull sat forward in the bridge wing chair.
“Radio silence, all vessels. We are now in Battle Simulation.”
“Captain! Radar contact.”
“Captain! Sonar contact. Fast propellers and possible bubbles and cavitations.”
“Where?” shouted Wilkes.
“Aft, sir.”
Turnbull raced to the port bridge wing rail and looked aft. A white trail of bubbles ran some 150 metres away.
“Radio Roma. Inform her EVASIVE MANOEUVRES”
But it was too late. The bubbles stopped and hit her amidships with a massive explosion, the Italian vessel lurched to one side, a plume of flame leapt up into the sky and she was momentarily engulfed in smoke. As it cleared, Turnbull and Wilkes could see her listing badly.
The radio was alive with Mayday calls. Scanning the horizon, the two senior officers could see sailors scaling nets, some jumping off the now steeply tilting deck. The blare of klaxons rang out only partially obscuring the shouts of men in the water.
“Communications! Radio Kentucky and Aconite,” ordered Turnbull. “Tell them to watch for contacts – possible hostile submarine. Emergency crew – sailors in the water. Take her in as close as we can,.”
“Admiral!” shouted Wilkes, “suppose they fire again. In my opinion, we should keep sailing.”
“Duly noted Captain but we've no choice. Obey my orders.”

Talisman slowly began to turn.
“Station all lookouts on all decks. Forward and aft, “shouted Wilkes. “I want to keep an eye out for that sub.”
“Sir!” shouted one lookout. “Look sir, Roma.….”
They reached the rail just in time to witness her roll over. Her red keel faced the sky for a scant three minutes before slipping under, leaving only the anguished screams of her distressed and injured crew bobbing like corks on the flat ocean.
Turnbull picked up the bridge phone. “Medical Bay respond.”
 “Medical bay here, sir,”
“Moorhouse, prepare for real patients. This is not a drill. I repeat, this is not a drill.”
A hesitant and solemn Moorhouse acknowledged, “Aye, sir.”
No sooner had he replaced the handset than Turnbull was called by Bridge Communications. “Sir! I'm getting communication from Duc De Barnais. They've witnessed the accident and have reversed course in order to assist.”
Turnbull looked at Wilkes. “My God, Signal CAPTAIN... DUC DE BARNAIS... DO... NOT... REPEAT... DO... NOT... ENTER... AREA... RECOMMEND...FULL...SPEED.”
“Aye sir.”
Both men raced back to the rail and scanned the horizon again. Horrified, they saw Duc de Barnais closing. “Communications. Have they responded? Send again.”
It was too late. Another trail of bubbles shot towards the bow of the approaching ferry.
“Why doesn't she turn? Can't she see it?”
“Should I radio them, sir?”
“Yes!” responded Wilkes, “HARD... APORT”
“No, wait. Radio HOLD...COURSE.”
“Sir!” exclaimed Wilkes.
“Tell them HOLD... COURSE.”
“Belay that order, Communications,” shouted Wilkes.
The radio operator didn't know what to do.
“Still the countdown,” the Admiral ordered the seaman. “Tell them BRACE... BUT... HOLD... COURSE”  
“Aye sir,” gasped a confused radio operator. 
“Impact in 10...9...8...7...6...5...4...3...2...1...” A massive explosion as the torpedo struck her at the bow. The Admiral and Wilkes looked over at the now smoke-engulfed ferry. “Communications make contact. Ask about their current condition and what we can do to help. Helm! Place us between the last torpedo’s origin and Duc de Barnais.”
“Admiral!” said Captain Wilkes.
Cutting him off, the Admiral responded with, “Should you wish to countermand my orders again, then I suggest you do not do it in front of the crew.”
“Admiral! You risked the lives of everyone on board that ship. They might have been able to avoid the torpedo had they been warned. Much like the Roma, if we had alerted them of the contact sooner.”
Taking a deep breath, Turnbull replied, “Had they turned, the torpedo would have hit midship, killing most of the passengers. As it happens, the bow doors will have taken the impact and there would have been fewer people in that area.” 
“I hope you're correct, Admiral,” replied Wilkes tersely.
“Admiral, Captain Roux is in contact.” said the Radio operator.
 “Patch it through to the speakers.”
 
“SITUATION....SECURE . . .MINIMAL....FLOODING. . .NO....CASUALTIES....
MINOR....INJURIES....RETURNING....TO....PORTSMOUTH....THANK....YOU.... TALISMAN....GOOD....FORTUNE.”
“Signal VERY GOOD, Now raise Kentucky, instruct her to rendezvous with the ferry and to shadow her into Portsmouth.”
Staring at Wilkes, Turnbull said, “We'll discuss this later. We have injured seamen to secure and then we must find that sub.”
“Radar? Sonar? Anything?” asked the Captain.
“No, sir, all quiet.” 
“Well listen hard and maintain observation,” ordered Turnbull. “She's somewhere down there. I want answers. Analyse the sound of those props. I want to know what we're dealing with....best answers in one hour, gentlemen.”
Returning to his quarters for a short while, Turnbull slumped in his chair cradling his brow. “May God forgive me for not alerting the convoy… I'll never forgive myself” Realising he had no time for the crippling guilt which would inevitably come later, he returned to the Bridge.
This all made no sense. Why go after a ferry? There was no tactical advantage. And why did it not attack Talisman? She was in the firing line running a straight course at just over eighteen knots. Fast, but not too fast.
“Sir, Kentucky has set course for Portsmouth. Both ships are making 10 knots. The captain says 'Good hunting'”
Hunting. That's it! Tonnage. While the ferry itself had no strategic advantage, it was a juicier target. But who perpetrated the attack …..and why? 




Chapter 52
After an intensive program of testing over the next week, Weib had finally signed off the complement of torpedoes laden with the bio toxin. The two prepared test units sat on the dockside near the rear of the installation, the wooden packing cases clearly labelled with a swastika. As Weib and Horst Adlar were supervising the loading, a familiar black car pulled up at the entrance.
“Richter” warned Weib.
The SS officer came swaggering towards them, his long leather coat and immaculate uniform putting Weib and Horst's worn clothing to shame. 
“Gentlemen!” greeted Richter cheerfully. He tapped the crates, lovingly. “So, here they are. I've seen the tests. You're both to be commended on their perfect performance.” Then before Weib could answer, he continued, “You will be happy to know that you'll accompany the weapons to Lorient in order to supervise their loading.”
Horst blurted, “Once we've completed this, will I be allowed to return home?”
“But of course! You've done a wonderful service for the Reich and our Fuhrer has ordered me to give you whatever you're due. Now hurry, as we have very little time to waste.”
“Our effects...?” asked Weib.
“Someone will send them on. Quickly now, we must catch the tide.” ordered Richter.
After the bulky crates were stacked and safely strapped into the back of a covered lorry, a soldier gestured for Weib and Adlar to climb in. With a roar, the lorry started up and jerked forward setting off down the drive. It gradually gathered speed and Weib could see Richter's black car keeping a close distance behind, followed by a half track and two motor cycles which had been waiting outside the gates of the chateau. The motorcade made slow but steady progress through the Breton countryside.  
Suddenly, machine gun fire was heard and shouts rang out around them. With it came the unmistakeable sound of a plane which had been hidden from sight by the sun. Bullets strafed the convoy but missed the vehicles, hitting the ground instead and sending showers of stones and grit through the air. The plane swept round for another pass, the half track sending a hail of bullets up towards it. The reprisal, however, was too late as the plane had found its mark and reduced the heavy vehicle to a blazing hulk. Soldiers could be heard shouting but Weib was unable to make out any word save “tunnel” Speeding up, the convoy left the now smouldering half track blocking the road. Rounding a bend they immediately entered a tunnel and drove forward into an inky darkness and waited for what seemed an age. With the convoy's idling motors, the unpleasant smell of fumes soon became increasingly noticeable and everyone was relieved when Richter's finally called out “Onwards! We must go.”
As the vehicles edged forwards into the open, all seemed clear for the first few miles but soon they began to hear, yet again, the telltale drone, faintly at first, then gradually getting louder. This time, there were two aircraft, weaving about up high. Adlar and Horst watched from the open flap of the lorry as one plane rolled and began to dive, smoke pluming from its tail. It crashed beyond the hills, a lone parachute floating downwards, then was gone from sight. The second plane banked and turned. Weib felt very uneasy as it drew closer. “There's no tunnel this time!” he whispered to his colleague. However, the sight of the black Luftwaffe cross painted on the underside of the wings eased his nerves. The pilot tipped the wings in the international signal showing they had been recognised and flew off in the direction of the crash.
The soldier seated at the back of their lorry cheered, “I guess that's the last bit of excitement for this journey!” though Weib had his doubts.
The light began to fail as evening approached. With Adlar curled up asleep on the bench seat beside him. Weib watched as Richter's car pulled out and quickly overtook the convoy, speeding off down the road. He didn't like this, something didn't sit well in his gut.
A few minutes later, they began to slow. Turning off the main road, the lorry bumped and clanged down a badly rutted track under an avenue of densely packed trees. With a squeal of brakes they stopped in a large clearing.
Amid the slamming of doors, the tramp of jackboots on the wet ground grew audible. Shaking Adlar, who came awake with a start, Weib whispered, “Something's wrong!” and turned to ask the guard. He was greeted with a rifle butt to his face. Adlar, a powerful man, put up a struggle but was soon overpowered by more guards climbing into the back of the lorry. Before long the two men were hooded and bound hands and feet They were dragged roughly from the vehicle and forced into a kneeling position on the sodden ground. Richter stood composing his features into a gentle smile, “Gentlemen, I would like to thank you both for your exceptional work. However, it is now time for us to part company.” 
The prisoners raised their voices to plead, but the rags in their mouths only caused their muffled curses to be beyond understanding. 
“Oh please” said Richter, “surely you weren't naive enough to think we could simply allow you to go back to your normal lives. You know too much. Now, goodbye, gentlemen.”
The pair expected their execution to be instantaneous but instead they heard voices from a distance, too far away and too indistinct to hear what was being said or what was happening. Instead, they knelt in the darkness waiting for death. 




Chapter 53
It had taken a little longer than expected to get the massive hull out of K2’s dry dock, but now, finally, Huber and young Franz stood watching as the submarine passed them, descending the last few feet down into the water. Spotters were stationed the whole length of the vessel on the deck and dock, and yard crew posted inside to look for leaks. As the leviathan began to slowly rise off the trolley in the wet pen of K1 the tension around the dock was palpable. Reports came in slowly from the workers inside and Huber marked each off on his check sheet. “Just one to go,” he thought, “but it's the big one!”

“48 centimetres,” came a shout. Huber held his breath. “46 centimetres in the bilge and holding. That will do ….. and the pumps are not even turned on!” He smiled, speaking quietly to himself, “Well Keller my friend, we did it! We did it!”
The yard crew continued the buzz and frenzy of activity, welders, fitters and electricians, all checked their specific systems. A large snorkel that had been fitted in its horizontal position on the deck was now raised and the rumble of the big diesels on the decks below made the deck plates move and shudder. Huber felt a real sense of achievement as not only had they created a true sea-going marvel, they had done it in a relatively short space of time. He just wished Keller had been here to see it. Happy that they had completed their day's objectives, the two men returned to the drafts room and began to clear their desks.  
The sound of footsteps in the corridor broke the companionable silence. An officer followed by two soldiers appeared in the doorway. “Herr Huber, Herr Adlar, please come with us. Herr Richter requests your presence immediately”.
Huber was frightened. Keller had warned him that this might happen. The men walked down the corridor through the side exit of K2. A staff car sat idling by the door flanked by two motorcycles. The drivers acknowledged the designers as they were ushered into the back seat. As the car began its careful exit from the dock, the officer seated in the front turned and smiled, “Please, don't be concerned. Herr Richter realises that this is a very important day and wishes to congratulate you personally.”
Somehow, this failed to fill Huber with confidence and the journey didn't pass any faster as the car wended its way around the twisting roads of the Breton countryside.
Daylight had begun to wane as the car suddenly pulled off the road onto a rutted track. A thick canopy of trees enabled very little sunshine to penetrate and what little did, cast a strange dappling effect that danced as they drove through. A lorry, surrounded by other vehicles, was already parked in a clearing at the end of the lane. Huber recognised Richter's car partially obscured by the truck, its windscreen dusty and its black body paint extremely mud-spattered. The car stopped and the officer stepped out, gesturing for them to alight also. Their feet sank into deep churned up mud before they were frog marched away from the vehicles.  
Richter stood waiting, his black boots still somehow shining immaculately. “Welcome, gentlemen, thank you for coming. I believe we have much to celebrate, but for now I thought perhaps you may like to see something.” He gestured towards two figures kneeling in the mud, their heads covered with hoods. These scum are your saboteurs from the explosion at the base – French Resistance, I thought you'd enjoy witnessing their demise.
Huber stuttered, “This really isn't necessary. It was just a minor setback.”
“No, I insist.” smiled Richter, as he pulled out his side arm and cocked it with an ominous click. “In fact, I feel it's important that you do it personally.”
Huber's blood ran cold as the officer pressed the pistol into his hand.
“Please, no more words” said Richter, “It's not fair to let your victim hear doubt.” 
His guards closed behind Huber and Adlar. “Step forward and fire.” They were pushed nearer. Huber took aim, his hand shaking violently, the soldier's gun barrel dug into his back. Tears ran freely down his cheeks. “I can't.” but as he dropped the gun, was dealt a sudden painful blow under the chin from a rifle butt.
“Weak! You're so weak.”
Now Adlar was forced to take aim instead. The officer and soldiers laughed as the young man stood crying and shaking. “If you don't pull the trigger, you'll share the same fate.” Adlar swallowed and looked away from the first prisoner. Then with a bang, there was one shot, then another. Warm blood splattered on his face and the figures slumped to the floor. Clapping could be heard all around the clearing. “Well done! At least one of you has some spirit. Very well done, young Adlar. I didn't think you had it in you.” grinned Richter. “Take them back to Lorient,” he barked at the car driver.  
“What about the bodies, sir?” asked a guard.
Richter looked back, “Let the birds have them,” and with that, he walked away.



Chapter 54
Forrester couldn't believe this was happening. Not only was he stuck on this submarine with ghosts or whatever the hell they were, but now torpedoes were being fired at his shipmates! Desperately needing to see what was happening, he made his way up to the control room. Now that the lights were all on backtracking his steps up the ladder was easy. He hoped that whatever was firing it would be too busy to notice him opening that hatch. To his surprise, he found it open anyway and taking less time than expected to race upwards, he found the captain pointing towards the control room.
Somehow, the commander had become accustomed to the captain's presence so he wasn't at all fazed to find him standing beside him as he studied the dive plane console. The controls turned gently as if manned. All of the discoloured panel lights blinked as they had sprung to life despite its rust stained state and many dots became detectable on the screen. 
He had to see what was going on. The motion of engines revving up through the deck became noticeable and he could tell that the vessel was submerged and running at 35 feet but a quick glance round at the gauges made it readily apparent that it was deep for a periscope sighting but he had to try. Reaching up he found the scope difficult to budge so using all his strength he pulled again until it suddenly released, sending a torrent of water spilling out and soaking him. That didn't matter, he didn't care. He'd managed to see out when he first came on board but now hoped that the mirrors were still in working order when the periscope was extended. Peering through the scope he was confronted with a blurry view but it was enough to scan the horizon. Kentucky and Aconite were off in the far distance although Talisman appeared to be shielding another vessel. Forrester could see smoke beyond but that was all. It could only have been Roma that had been hit. 
Turning towards aft he checked behind them, completing his sweep. Some 300 metres away he caught sight of two propellers sinking below the waves! It made no sense to him. Unless Berlin was early for the Games, another vessel had been caught up in this mess. He was able to see the sub was setting up for a run against Aconite. They had to be warned! Looking at the crude controls on the periscope, Forrester realised that maybe they had a chance if a morse code message could be flashed to them. Fumbling, he found the button and extended the periscope still further and flashed as fast as he could, “TORPEDO… ARMED… PREPARING… FIRE... RECOMMEND... ZIGZAG” He flashed the message again and watched as the plane control began to level off for firing depth. Praying Aconite had received the message, Forrester heard a muffled 'Whoosh!' and knew that the torpedo was away.
Watching in horror, he saw the vessel turn sharply almost at the last moment. A miss! Thank God. Almost collapsing with relief he now realised that the sub was under fire. Deck guns peppered the area but the boat was too deeply submerged. Furiously racking his brains, Forrester wondered how he could possibly inform Talisman that he was aboard. Swinging the periscope around, he flashed towards Talisman's bridge, UBOAT… ON… AUTOMATIC… HIGHLY… DANGEROUS… FORRESTER… ONBOARD. No sooner had he sent this message, when he felt a jolt of electricity arc through the scope forcing him to step back. Another jolt hit him from the nearby console. Looking up, he saw the suited figure standing nearby as clear as day, “Who are you?” grated Forrester, more annoyed than scared. “We've done nothing to you. First, you imprison me for no valid reason, and then you attack us. Why?”
The figure shifted on one foot and shocked Forrester as the voice he had heard from the tubes now came from the figure.
“I attack your vessels because it is what I am built for and because you are an enemy of the Fatherland.”
“Fatherland?” puzzled the commander, in surprise, “The war has been over for forty years. We're at peace!”
“Impossible! The Reich will prevail. Peace would only come with victory.” 


Deeming it wise, at this juncture, not to mention the German defeat, Forrester changed tack knowing that the longer he kept the figure talking and occupied, the more chance the ships on the surface had to regroup. He continued, “You said 'What you are built for' but you're a ghost, a spectre, nothing more”. 
“You are wrong. I may be a ghost to you but I am so much more. This submarine and I are one. We co-exist together and our sole purpose is one of vengeance! 
“You're the last of your kind. How can you possibly succeed? The modern Navies on the surface are far superior. Your old torpedo and Wolf tactics won't work. You may well sink some of our vessels, but ultimately you'll be hunted down and destroyed.” 
The suited figure disappeared and only the voice patched through the speakers, once again, remained. “We shall see how your navy survives when we launch our deadly payload into the home of your British fleet.”



Chapter 55
Walther Stein clutched his worn leather case as the staff car drove around the bay from Lorient to the Keremin Peninsula. Although he and his new crew had spent the past few nights being lavishly wined and dined at the table of Admiral Donitz, the sailor in him longed for the salted meats, stale water and the familiar movement of the sea.
Driven around a corner, the car stopped and the driver showed papers and documents to the Checkpoint sentry. The barrier was lifted and the guard waved them through. Military presence had increased dramatically in recent months but that was to be expected. The Allies were now less than 128 kilometres away from them. Stopping at the side of K3, Captain Stein alighted, case in one hand and a white duffel bag over his shoulder. The guards at the entryway saluted him but Stein could not return them, not that he would have lowered himself to give that Nazi salute! Instead he nodded and smiled. He was well liked by all and had been known to share a cigarette with the enlisted men or even to tell a saucy tale. This popularity did not go down too well with some of his stricter contemporaries, but he didn't care. He felt excited. If this new boat could do half of the things they said, it would cause mayhem with the British convoys!
The steel door to the wet dock lay open. Beyond, the hustle and bustle became louder as he approached and walked along the dockside. He had never seen a sub so large. Her bow and stern almost reached the ends of the pen and she was so wide that there were only a few metres to spare on either side of the dock.
Huber stood on the dock, notebook in hand. “The torpedoes are being stowed safely?” asked Stein. There was no answer from the designer. “Nikolaus,” 
The use of his first name made Huber snap out of his reverie. “I'm sorry. What?” he asked.
“I was wondering if the torpedoes were being stowed away correctly. Are you OK, my friend? You seem a little distant.” 
Huber's face was ashen with reddened eyes. “I'm fine,” he replied swallowing hard and continuing “Yes! We're just finishing. You have a full complement.”
“Wait. Full? I thought we only required enough for a shake down cruise.”
“I'm sorry, Captain, Richter's orders. Those two crates are also to be loaded but we're to defer that until he arrives to supervise the task personally.”
Stein prowled around the crates looking puzzled. A sudden noise caused the pair to look upwards. One of the workers had allowed a torpedo to swing violently and it had hit the conning tower rail bending it before being brought back under control. The workman slipped and fell as the sub shifted at its mooring, pinning him between dock and the sub's hull. His mates worked feverishly to push the sub away so they could free the poor fellow, After the victim was pulled gently onto the dock, a few minutes passed as frantic efforts were made to revive him but it was too late as his chest had been crushed.
Stein glanced at Huber, “If I was a superstitious person, I'd be worried!”
Huber surveyed the bent rail, “I wish I could say it was the only incident, but the death and accident toll has been unnaturally high. Anyway, we can fix this rail by tomorrow, Captain.”
“No” replied Stein shaking his head, “we'll launch anyway. A rail won't affect her seaworthiness and it can easily be fixed on our return.” 
“As you wish, Captain. Now perhaps it would be best if you run through these systems with me before setting out.”
Following Huber across the gangplank and up the conning tower, the captain could only marvel at the vessel's sheer size.
“As you see, she has many of the standard features that you're used to,” Huber pointed at the deck gun and the snorkel which had been lashed back on the deck in its storage position. 
“I see we are still limited by that!”
Huber, who was mildly annoyed, tried not to show it, but instead continued on down the ladder. “Here's the control room, which could, if necessary,  accommodate extra crew,” he said, gesturing towards the bunks “Now, over here is the dive control.
Stein nodded complacently, as so far he hadn't seen anything different to past commands. Yet walking over to the main control panel, he quickly noted a bank of switches and lights on an unfamiliar screen.
Huber smiled, “Yes. It works!” Gesturing towards a man who stood at the foot of the ladder he asked, “Captain, may I introduce your Communications Officer, Klaus Vermon.” The two shook hands, “Allow me to explain a little,” offered Vermon. “Each surface vessel emits a particular resonance frequency as its propellers turn. This system is able to recognise the individual frequencies of different vessel types, whether it be a destroyer, cruiser or liner, thus enabling us to respond appropriately to the level of threat it poses. The system won't show non-threats such as fishing boats. Each target will show as a light or dot on the screen. The lines are at eight kilometre intervals so would allow for a swift response when required.” 
“Remarkable,” said Stein admiringly, as he found it impossible to contain his excitement. “Shall we continue, Huber?” The helm was manned by a very young seaman who looked nervous as Stein offered his hand to shake. “You must be Karl Heinrich?”
“Aye, sir,” he replied, “Weapons control can be operated manually from here as usual,” and the seaman gestured at the Firing control box on the wall above him, “but due to the nature of the new systems, you have a Weapons Officer.”
The two men descended the ladder and emerged into a generous living space. The galley and more bunks came into view. “No cabin?” grinned Stein.
“Of course, Captain,” and Huber pulled a curtain around one of the bunks. “We thought of everything”
After a few more minutes, they moved into the banks of the ship. “Here is where she shows the most differences, sir.” Stein was in awe. Another crew member introduced himself as Otto Wilhelm, the Weapons Officer. “As you can see all the space stretching back to the engine compartment is totally dedicated to weapons. Multiple racks of torpedoes feed four forward tubes and one aft. All the ...” 
Stein held up his hand, “Only one tube aft on a vessel of this size?”
Huber felt uncomfortable. He could see Stein's displeasure.
Wilhelm continued, “These carriages on rails and belts automatically slide a fresh torpedo into the tube after one has been fired. This means that no crew are needed to load the tubes.”
“I see. However, I notice there is no loading system for the aft torpedo tube.”
“No, sir. It's possible to load the aft tube manually, using the block and tackle.”
“Still, the automated service runs only to the forward tubes,” grizzled Stein, removing his hat and running his hand through his hair. He knew immediately the implications of this problem. Having only six crew to move a torpedo was a major challenge.
“Here is the engineering space,” said Huber. A sweating individual lay on his back under one of the huge engines, “Shite! Total shite! New sub – larger sub but shite engines. Worn out engines!” He threw the oily part he had been studying into a bucket next to the captain's foot. 
“ Erm! This is Chief Engineer Ernst Gunt.”
“Pleased to meet you,” grinned Stein. 
“Likewise, and now if you don't mind I have work to do. The engines are the same diesels. We have slightly better generators and more batteries,” said Gunt adding quickly, “but still the same total shite otherwise, Captain!” 
“No problem, Chief. Get her to work as best you can. Let me know when we're ready to go.” 
Huber began to lead the captain back to the upper level.
“All compartments are linked by a tannoy, controlled by anywhere in the sub, as usual.
Also we can use a new form of communication. Low band radio signals which can pick up vocal or morse traffic and this can be piped into any part of the ship via a control box on the bridge.
Emerging onto the deck, Stein smiled, “Well, you and Keller have delivered a very fine boat. Now it remains to be seen if can she handle herself OK out there.”  
A stentorian shout from the dock startled them both, “Walther!” It was Richter making his way up the gang plank.



Chapter 56
Taking the opportunity to spread out their papers on one of the larger tables, the two men began to pour over the information which Winters had been busy collecting. Until the fifty year secrecy act disclosed them, a lot of relevant data was still filed away. Despite this, however, he'd managed to amass photographs and snippets of text.
“Let's be logical and start at the beginning,” suggested Filmore as he tucked into his third piece of toast. “Is it possible that we've been looking in the wrong place? You've been searching for a newly-built submarine but what if it was a refit? Do you have a list of work done at Keremin?”
Donald nodded and from a large yellowed file, he pulled out several sheets of paper. His German was poor at best so he handed them over to Filmore who put on his reading glasses before perusing the papers carefully. “I notice that everything in this section is signed W. Keller, then N. Huber. Didn't I see a photograph of someone named Huber?”
“Yes! Wasn't he one of the prisoners detained at the base. Look, this must be him,” handing the photo to Filmore.
Using a paperclip, Filmore attached the photo to the list. “Now, do you have anything about Keller?”
“There's no photo and his name doesn't crop up on any of my lists.”
“Okay, but look at this! All of these signatures are on work done to this Type 10. Didn't you say that the vessel on that photo you'd found looked like a larger Type 10 variant?”
“Yes!” replied Winters, producing another snap which he clipped to the list.
“Donald, don't you think that six months is rather a long time for a repair to be carried out? And then there's nothing written up until 5th May when N. Huber signs off on some work on a conning tower rail. There's no boat number, just Type 10 again!” 
“So, for one whole week no repairs were carried out?” Winters checked his notes. “The pens lay under siege until 10th May when they surrendered, so nothing would have been done during the fighting. Therefore, the boat either put to sea or she must have been stuck in the port when it was liberated. Right! We need a list of all the equipment the Americans found after the surrender.”
Winters paused for a moment. Reaching into his briefcase, he retrieved another Log. Using a pencil as a guide, he read off the items listed. “No, nothing!” he said. “Tanks inoperable, guns, bikes, cars...” he flicked over the page and continued scanning. Suddenly, a huge grin spread across his face, “… submarine damaged – inoperable - lost in a storm somewhere in the Bay area”
Both men cheered, “That's it!” Winters couldn't believe it! Everything checked out, all the clues pointed to that Type 10 being the UX505. Well, at least they seemed to have narrowed it down to that point.
“This calls for a celebration,” as he cleared the table and made his way over to the bar ordering two double scotches for Filmore and two large glasses of beer for himself.
Their excitement over the research had preoccupied them for so long that they had hitherto failed to notice the Naval vessels outside the windows. Winters recognised HMS Talisman immediately. “That's Turnbull's ship and there's the man, himself. I'd know him anywhere!”
Seconds later, a huge flash filled the window as one of the destroyers was engulfed in flames. The shock of the blast stunned them momentarily, “Bloody Hell!” exclaimed Filmore. “What was that?” Staring out of the window, they watched as the stricken boat began to list.
“If I didn't know better,” gasped Winters, “I'd say that a torpedo just took out that ship.”
“Impossible” whispered Filmore, “Even in war games they don't use live warheads.”
“We're turning.” The glasses on their table began to slide. “By the looks of it we're heading over to help.” 
Crew in white shirts and black trousers began to quickly and efficiently clear the decks but before this could be completed, a huge explosion rocked the ferry, sending drinks, cutlery, crockery and passengers crashing to the floor. Alarms sounded and many of the frightened travellers completely forgot safety drills and began to panic, milling around the decks and stairwells. Winters helped Filmore to his feet as the pair instinctively moved towards their lifeboat station on the rear deck but were stopped by a crew member who requested that they stay inside until the Captain had assessed the situation.
“Fuck what he said,” whispered Winters, “We're going on deck, NOW!”
Slipping cautiously out of the door onto the deck they were just in time to see a white trail some three hundred yards away and a slight glint in the water reflected by the sun.
“Do you see that, James?” hissed Winters pointing towards it, “That's a periscope!”
Looking forward, they saw a grey plume of smoke engulfing the bow with sailors manning powerful hoses.
“Maybe I imagined it, Filmore, but I'm sure it was a periscope.”
One of the crew walked past them, “What's going on?” demanded Filmore in the most authoritative voice that Winters had ever heard from him.
“Nothing to worry about, sir. There's no danger. We've just had an accident with the bow door and the Captain says to tell the passengers that we'll be returning to Portsmouth for repairs.”



Chapter 57
Standing on the deck of UX505, Richter gazed around nodding in pleasure and appreciation  at what he saw.
He shouted to some workmen, ordering them to begin loading the crates but to be vigilant. “Inform me when they have been stowed below.”
Shaking Stein's hand, he turned to Huber, “You are dismissed.” He held up his hand, “That is, you are dismissed for now.” Something in his tone made Huber shudder as he made his way towards the stern.
“What are they, Richter?” asked Stein pointing to the crates. “Exactly what are you loading onto my boat?”
“Richter smiled, “Walk with me. These walls have ears!” Silently the two men approached the back of K3, a small concrete jetty projecting into the deep water basin. Behind them loomed the vast unfinished shell of K4, a mass of white concrete and steel.
Richter stood on the jetty, bent down and picked up a handful of stones. Skimming them one at a time, he began, “It takes me back, Walther. Back home. Here!” and he handed Stein some of the pebbles. “Come, let's throw them together for old time's sake, my brother.” Stein smiled and taking up the challenge, stood beside the officer. “It seems like yesterday when your father took me in, Walther. I do wish he was here to see this day. He'd be so proud of my vision and your new command.”
“Indeed! But you still haven't answered my question, Brother. What have you loaded onto my boat?” 
“Victory, Walther, Victory! The Fuhrer believes in his V rockets but there are those who have their doubts. I'm one of them.”
“Just answer me, Friedrich!” 
“A weapon. A pair of experimental torpedoes which when launched towards a beach, are designed to make landfall and detonate once out of water. The warhead contains an airborne gas that kills all human life yet leaving every installation and all technology completely untouched.” 
Stein looked at him in horror, “You're talking genocide. Won't it kill indiscriminately?”
“Yes, It has something that the scientists call a half life of twelve hours, but in that twelve hours it is able to clear up to fifty miles depending upon conditions.”
“I want no part in this, Friedrich. I'm a sea captain, not a murderer.”
“Oh, Just think, Walther. Thousands die on both sides everyday. This way, the war could be over in less than a week. No more Germans need die, no more of your fellow submariners need to be blown up. It's fired from out of harm's way at an undefended beach then we let the weapon do its job and towns and cities are emptied ready for re-population by the Fatherland.”
Stein shook his head, “I don't know, Friedrich” 
“Walther, forget it for now. Just get the boat through sea trials and see what she's capable of.”
Nodding Stein agreed to do his best.
“That's all I ask. By the way, you haven't chosen a first officer yet.”
“I have,” replied Stein with a smile, “and I believe he's just arrived.” He pointed out across the Bay where they could see a nasty plume of black smoke billowing from a small submarine.
“Who is it?”
“An old friend.”
As the sub drew nearer, the amount of damage stunned even Captain Stein. She was peppered with holes and her hull was crinkled and crushed. A single bearded figure stood on the conning tower as the vessel passed the side of K3 in the direction of the wet docks. Richter and Stein walked over to meet him. By the time they had reached the entrance, the old submarine was already entering Bay 1.
The figure grinned, “Is that you, Walther?”
“It is, my old friend. Richter, allow me to introduce Wagner, Kurt Wagner.”
Richter clicked his heels in the old way while Wagner flapped his arm in a desultory salute.
“The Kurt Wagner? So this must be U22?” he said gesturing to the boat, “and this, Stein, must be your second-in-command?”
“What can I say? He owed me a favour,” and before the sub stopped, they watched Kurt jump onto the dockside.
“Walther, it's good to see you.” as the pair exchanged a bearhug. “I heard you'd been crushed. I'm very glad the rumours weren't true!” Then, turning to the port official, said “Mein Herr, take good care of my boat and make sure my men get food, drink and women. Thanks. So, Walther, did I understand you to say we are doing something new? When do we leave? What - do you mean we leave now? NOW! You're eager. Well, what are we waiting for, Shiny Boots?” he grinned at Richter who started forward to react but Stein held him back with a smile. 
The three men entered K1 and rounded the corner into the wet dock.
“Mein Gott!” said Wagner, “Just look at that!” I may not be captain but I'll certainly settle for second-in-command for a chance on this.” He jumped on board before Stein had even managed to reach the gang plank. 
“What's that?” queried Wagner as he noticed a curious symbol painted on the back of the tower – a concentric wheel denoting the same pattern as Richter's curious black ring.
Richter looked at Stein, “Call it a good luck charm!”
The two seamen stood side by side on the conning tower as Richter called, “Safe sailing, Captain.”
Stein ordered his crew to cast off the bow and stern lines, and for the engines to reverse one quarter. Slowly the large submarine moved backwards metre by metre. Huber and Adlar stood on the quayside watching as the vessel slowly emerged into the daylight. It was a tight squeeze rounding the corner but finally she was out. Stein shouted “Rig for surface running. Ahead Full.” The wash from the props frothed then settled as the sub headed out to sea.
Huber felt proud, his spirits lifting as the boat passed the fort at the harbour's entrance and he continued staring long after she had disappeared from view. 




Chapter 58
Moorhouse and his medical team had spent a great deal of time setting up triage centres for the Exercise but he had never dreamed it would be necessary to use them for real! Streams of wounded from the sunken Italian destroyer, drenched and covered in oil, began to fill the decks.
He'd ordered that only the severely injured were to be sent to him for surgery. Fortunately, he had to operate on only three seamen with life threatening trauma.  His team efficiently tended to the rest after basic but swift triage sending the victims either to the Mess deck or the Canteen. 
Once he considered the situation under control, he left his team to tend to the now stabilised Italian crew members, and ran up to the Bridge. He'd already heard many different rumours about the cause of the explosion, ranging from an old minefield to even Russian involvement! As he emerged onto the Bridge the tenseness was palpable. Wilkes snarled at him, “Shouldn't you be in Sickbay?”
“Yes sir. Just reporting – eighty five crew recovering, three life-threatening traumas stabilised. Everything medical under control.”
“I'm sure you could have called that up to the Bridge,” said Wilkes.
“My apologies, sir. I was just anxious to know the situation at first hand.”
Admiral Turnbull stood with his binoculars around his neck, the viewers trained out to sea, “Where are you, blast it?”
Moorhouse picked up a spare set of binos and also peered out. He could just make out the ferry under escort making its way slowly back to Portsmouth. “The fact that she withstood a blast so large and is still afloat is a miracle,” mused Moorhouse.
“That captain is a fool to have risked his crew and passengers on such a rescue,” growled Wilkes from over his shoulder.
“Maybe so, but brave, all the same,” said Turnbull quietly. “He only wanted to help. We must stick to our heat of the moment decisions, Captain. It's those moments which define us.”
“Sir, Aconite is attempting a very sharp turn” cried a lookout. They watched the large ship beginning to turn, her red hull showing as she keeled over, her props foaming. 
“Look,” he called, pointing to a perfect line of bubbles shooting in her direction, missing her stern by only metres.
“How did she know to take evasive action?” queried Moorhouse.
“There!” Turnbull pointed towards the low shape which was causing a slight wash a few hundred metres behind Aconite. “That's a periscope, no doubt about that and now they've seen it...”
A barrage of bullets from the 25mm peppered the water causing splashes but no obvious damage to the sub which was still in pursuit.
“Prepare forward battery. Prepare to straddle target.” The order rang out and soon the forward guns trained low over the sea, tracking minutely.

Suddenly there was a flash from the periscope far off in the distance, then random flashes which couldn't have been coincidence. “Is that a signal?” asked Moorhouse.
Grabbing a pad, Turnbull threw it towards the Lookout who interpreted “UBOAT… ON… AUTOMATIC… HIGHLY… DANGEROUS… FORRESTER… ABOARD” 
Simultaneously, Fire Control signalled “Target acquired.”
Wilkes snatched the radio handset and shouted “FIRE”. Before anyone had chance to rescind the order, Talisman's front battery fired. The momentary fire flash cleared and a second later two huge splashes hit the water.
“What the hell are you doing?” shouted Moorhouse at the stone-faced Wilkes. “Didn't you hear that message? Everything I told you is true. Forrester is on that sub!”
 
This latest turn of events had shaken Moorhouse to the core. He couldn't believe it – his friend was alive. But  how could he prevent the destroyers from sending him to the bottom?
Wilkes broke the shocked silence and shouted for the gunners to reload. “You said the moment makes the man, Admiral. We can't risk that sub coming after us!”
“Listen to yourself, man...” shouted Moorhouse.
“No” interrupted the captain, “You listen to yourself, Doctor. It's my job to be dispassionate. I can't afford to let emotion get in the way. For all we know, Forrester could be working for the Russians or gone rogue with some third world country with a black market sub. Reload those guns.”
“Rogue! Why would he have signed to warn us if he had gone rogue?” 
The other man shrugged, “Who knows? It could be part of the plan.”
“Gentlemen, if you don't stop bickering like infants, I'll have you both removed from the Bridge. Both of you have valid points which need to be investigated but at the moment we don't have the luxury of time! For now, though, there will be no more shots fired until we have more information.”
“Admiral, may I remind you that this is my ship,” said Wilkes.
“You don't need to remind me, Captain, but let me also remind you that I am the higher ranking officer and I am in command of these Exercises. Now, it is logical to accept that Forrester is trapped aboard that submarine and we must take account of his warning that the vessel is fully automated. Despite that, he must have some measure of control or he wouldn't have been able to signal that alarm. He's on his own and, therefore, will need to know that someone is in his corner! Signal all vessels to zigzag and to make turns every three minutes keeping the speed and course random. That should keep who or whatever guessing. Listen, he specifically said 'UBOAT' – that means a 2nd World War vessel. Isn't that what you said earlier, Doctor? What communications did they have back then and how can we signal him because its quite possible he'll be unable to look through the scope. Come on! Ideas. Everyone!” 
The Bridge fell silent for a while as the officers thought.
“Ping!” said Moorhouse.
“Yes! He'd be able to hear it but unable to determine its meaning. Low band UHF would pick up a Morse signal, “said Woods, the Communications Officer who had been quietly monitoring radio traffic, one earphone pulled to one side of his head.
Turnbull realised that they had to try anything and everything. “Woods, can you send a message in Morse but use the hydrophone speakers. That would travel through water, wouldn't it?”
“I can only try, sir, but it would be audible to all, not just Commander Forrester,” said Woods. 
“That's a risk we'll have to take. Make preparations. I want it so in fifteen minutes. Meanwhile, Captain, relay the following via Morse Lamp from the Bridge wing and repeat for the next half hour “MESSAGE… RECEIVED… AWAIT… INSTRUCTIONS. I trust you remember your Morse lessons, Captain?” Wilkes nodded his assent and went to obey orders.
After Woods had signalled his readiness, the Admiral ordered him to transmit the same message that he'd given to Captain Wilkes and to repeat it at thirty minute intervals.
Seconds later the Admiral could hear the amplified scratchy sound of Morse sounding through Talisman's speakers.
“Ok, Doctor, I think now is the time for you to tell me everything you know about this submarine. No hysterics this time, just facts, and leave nothing out. Nothing!” 




Chapter 59
“Home of the British Fleet - What did he mean?” wondered Forrester, but he didn't have time to think about that as the submarine was rocked by a massive explosion. That was a shell blast and it was close. The figure still stood in one spot seemingly unshaken by the near miss. 
The commander knew he must keep it talking and preoccupied.
“Hey! You say you are going to attack our home port. With what? You can't take on a port with torpedoes and shells. You're only one vessel, antiquated torpedoes won't let you win a war. Warfare has moved on!” 
“You assume I intend to use conventional tactics. However, you are incorrect. This vessel contains the most advanced weapon of our age – one which can destroy a city's population. The V Nulla V virus will kill millions within hours. First your Navy and then your capital city will fall. The German people will have revenge and be victorious.”
Forrester was dumbfounded. Dealing with shells and torpedoes was one thing, biological weapons was another. Somehow, he had to find them and neutralise their power.
“The Germans are no longer at war with us,” he told the suited spectre. “We're all allies nowadays. There's no valid reason for you to want domination or revenge. Both sides killed and committed acts of atrocity. Why kill millions of innocent men, women and children who have done nothing wrong?”
The voice seemed to take on an aura of bitterness, “Killing innocent women and children, you say. I shall take revenge for everyone you killed with your bombs and bullets.”
“I,” said Forrester, “You keep referring to yourself as 'I' but this is a submarine, an inanimate object. Who are you?”
“My name is unimportant. This submarine and I are one. We are UX505.”
Losing his temper, the commander snarled “God damn it, you're a spectre. You cannot be joined to a machine. Now, who the hell are you and what do you want?”
The lights dimmed and the figure disappeared. Lightbulbs exploded with a shower of sparks and glass. “I am Wolfgang Keller and I am UX505,” came the now disembodied voice.
“Impossible!” replied the horrified seaman, shielding his face from flying glass.
Accompanied by an arc of electricity which hit the commander squarely in the chest, the voice repeated more loudly, “I am Wolfgang Keller and I am UX505.” 
Forrester picked himself off the ground, the burning agony in his chest making it difficult to catch his breath. “But how? If you're going to destroy life then at least explain why and how.”
“I was once like you, weak and mortal. I designed this boat to end war and to help stop the killing. However, the purity and purpose of my work was taken and twisted into something unspeakable by others with their own agenda.”
“Keller,” said Forrester, “there is no more need for killing. The war's over and our countries live in peace.”
“No peace,” came the voice from the speakers, “I have no peace so why should any of you be different?”
“Again, why? You said you were once a man of peace before all this. Why must you now kill?”
Again the lights dimmed, lower this time and the voice seemed to come from a distance, quieter, softer, moaning, “My wife, my daughter, my dear Sabine and little Petra, so young, so beautiful, gone.”
“What?” asked the commander, realising there was a change in attitude and the possibility of acquiring more information.
“Killed by your attack!”
“Mine?” queried Forrester.
“Your people. My loves died a meaningless death during an air raid on Lorient.”
“But it was war and millions died on both sides. I know how you must have felt, Keller. I have daughters, myself,” urged the young officer. “Killing is not the solution.” He felt a keen sense of empathy, but was also curious, “How did you become trapped here?” 
“My grief and hatred trapped me and bound me within the very metal that this boat is made from. When I committed suicide, I jumped into the molten steel and so it was impossible for us ever to be separated. For years we were stuck on the bottom of the sea, fast in the mud, waiting for a chance to be avenged. Your attack broke us loose.”
“My attack?” puzzled Forrester. “We didn't even know you were there.”
“The explosion meant to destroy me. It broke the suction and allowed me to surface.”
The commander remembered the dynamite that Moorhouse had used, and suddenly remembered the stick he had not used! “Keller, listen. We are not your enemies. There is no reason for any of this. You could still have a use. Just trust me and allow me to surface.”
Just at that moment there was a loud noise from outside the hull, instantly recognisable as Morse code. Pausing, Forrester listened. They had understood his message and awaited instructions. He felt such a relief but it was short lived as lights returned to full power and the voice hissed,  “So, you managed to signal our position, Commander. Awaiting instructions on how to destroy me, no doubt! I have to finish them before they destroy me. To think, I was almost convinced to set you free,” Another arc of electricity jolted Forrester.
“No, wait. They're of no interest to you.” he pleaded.
“But I am of interest to them, however. Too much interest! They will meet their end soon enough!”



Chapter 60
Huber and Adlar stood looking out over the Bay at the burning town, the sound of gunfire still echoing through the night air. Propaganda news assuring of a certain victory had been proven false. Lorient now lay besieged by American forces as they advanced street by street and it was obvious that the city would soon fall. They'd been unable to rest as the relentless aerial bombardment made sleep impossible.
The designer knew he would soon have to make the same choice that numerous Germans already had, as to whether to stay and surrender or take his chance to escape. The pens had become a bastion of hope for some of the military units, a last opportunity to fight, but many of the officers had gone, leaving behind tired and disillusioned troops.
It had been three days since Stein had taken the sub to sea but from the ferociousness of the fighting here, Huber found it difficult to believe she would still be afloat. The captain had initially intended to take her for two days from 5th May to 7th but still there was no communication. 
As the sun rose on 8th May 1945, the situation became clear. In the cold light of day, Allied vehicles could be seen on the coastal road leading to the docks. Worse still, the sound of gunfire was now coming solely from the Keromin Peninsula. Lorient had fallen.
Sharing a cigarette as they leant against the wall, Huber and Adlar both knew the time had come to make their decision. As the sounds of shouts and vehicles drew closer, the older man turned to his young colleague, “Listen, I'm going to remain. As my name is on so many documents they'll obviously wish to interrogate me. Franz, are you sure you won't stay?”
Adlar shook his head, “No, after what I did I wouldn't put it past Richter to have noted it down in a memo and that would mean I'd be wanted for a war crime! No, sir, I need to find my father.” Shouldering his backpack, he shook Huber's hand. Slipping out of the rear door the designer watched as he made his way stealthily down the roadway between K1 and the unfinished K4. Keeping close to the rough concrete wall, Franz headed in the direction of the old Scorff Base with its towering vaulted roofs. A shower of concrete dust and a loud crash halted his progress forcing him to slip into a small recessed doorway to hide for a while. Huber who had plucked up sufficient courage to pop his head out to see, saw Adlar running down the path. This time, however, there were shouts of “Halt!” and “Stay where you are!” in an American accent. “Don't move or we'll shoot,” Huber couldn't see where the command had come from, but a well-placed bullet cracked into the concrete some six inches from Adlar's head. The young man raised his hands but a misplaced step caused him to trip forward on a loose chunk of masonry. A shot rang out and echoed through the complex. The sniper may have found his mark but in doing so, had given away his position. A German soldier hidden behind a partly open door picked him out, fired and he fell from his position high up on K4's walls. 
Huber shouted, “No!” and caring little for his own safety, ran straight down the lane, skidding to his knees beside the now motionless Adlar. Shouting at the soldier for help, he was ignored, as the man had no intention of breaking cover. Franz lay in an ever-widening pool of dark blood which stained the chalky white concrete, trying desperately to reach inside his breast pocket. Huber heard a weak, “Please… my father!” and as blood began to leak from the corner of the boy’s mouth, he pulled out the lad’s notebook, pages now blood soaked. Finding the sketch of Horst Adlar, he helped the lad hold it to his heart for one final time. He felt the young man's arms fall limp as his last breath rattled in his chest. 
Gunfire continued to rain over Huber’s head as he gazed sorrowfully at the young man. Then he ran tripping and stumbling back to his hidden doorway and lay on the floor inside, gasping for breath. The short spurts of machine gun fire and animated shouting now seemed just metres away. Only minutes later, he heard the speakers located around the Base sputter to life with a news broadcast piped out of the Communications Room. It told of Germany's unconditional surrender to the Allies.
Despite the demoralised state of many of the men in the bunker, most refused to acknowledge the defeat. Instead, believing it to be a trick designed to force them to yield. Owing to this, the two days of fighting that followed were amongst the most bitter and bloodthirsty of the conflict. 




Chapter 61
Stein knew the situation was precarious. Since the Allied invasion, merchant and escort traffic was extremely heavy and he had only forty eight hours in which to prove all the systems on this sub worked efficiently. Although the Channel was a relatively small area with a high risk of confrontation, the sooner she was tested, the sooner he could take her out into the big North Atlantic shipping lanes.
He and his second-in-command stood on the conning tower and stared at the flat, calm sea.
“Two days, Kurt! “Two days to show that she's up to scratch. That's not long enough but given the current circumstances I'd have preferred to take her out on patrol and make my own luck. Being in the Channel feels like suicide.”
Kurt Wagner nodded, “But that's what we do best, isn't that so, Walther? Come on, let's get on with it.”
Still laughing, Stein shouted, “Herr Gunt, increase to flank, if you will.”
“Increased to flank, aye,” was repeated and echoed through the boat. Soon the bow was cutting through the waves, the wash spilling over the deck. The view from the conning tower was undoubtedly impressive.
With the wind wafting his beard and hair. Kurt grinned, “She runs well, Walther.”
“Yes, indeed! She's a big improvement on your old tub!” laughed Stein.
“Hey! That's my girl. She may be slow but she's never failed to get me home and that's enough for me!”
“Oh, and being one of the only submariner aces left isn't part of the satisfaction when you get home is it not?”
“Well, maybe that helps me score with the frauleins!”
“ALL STOP” shouted Stein, then “FULL ASTERN.” He had pulled out his stopwatch and timed full stop. Shaking his head, he showed the dial to Wagner who readily acknowledged that she was slow in reverse, but then all subs were. After manoeuvring tests, the huge sub fared quite well. 
“Now for the big test,” growled Walther.
“New crew?” said Wagner, “Let's make their asses fall out!”
Standing beside the hatch, Wagner behind him, Stein bellowed, “ALARM....ALARM. AERIAL PATROL ….CRASH DIVE.” The pair slid down the ladder with Wagner slamming the hatch behind them.
“How far to the bottom, Vermon?” asked Wagner. The red light reflected from Vermon's sweaty brow as Wagner grinned at Stein, surreptitiously.
Checking the systems, Vermon reported, “260 metres, all sand and silt, sir.”
“Good, very good!” answered Stein. “Take us to the bottom, Heinrich, if you please. Make depth 260 metres and level off.”
“Sir, that's way past crush depth,” said Heinrich.
Wagner glared at the young seaman, “Do you not think your Captain knows this? If he requests you to drive this thing into a cliff, you do it without questioning the order. Now, make depth 260 metres.”
“Aye, sir, 260 metres.” The depth gauge slowly moved past 120 metres, creaks and groans broke the tense silence. 
“Passing 160 metres.” Still the submarine dived. “Passing 200 metres, sir.”
Suddenly the radio chirped, “Captain, we have water leaking through the shafts.”
Stein returned, “Seal them, Chief.”
“215 metres. Approaching crush depth, sir” reported Vermon. “220 metres, 40 metres to bottom.”
“Captain!”
“Yes, Chief?”
“Water through both shafts.”
“Keep them turning, Chief, they'll hold!” grated Stein.
“Helm, are you levelling off?” asked Wagner.
“No, sir. I'm getting resistance from the planes. She won't dive past crush depth.”
Wagner shouted, “Dive, you baby,” and pushed the controls violently. The rudder control jolted sideways twisting his wrist before returning to Dead Ahead. He was shocked but retained his cool. Looking up at Stein, saw that the captain was as amazed as he. 
“Blow main ballast. Prepare to surface. Whatever that fancy stuff is up there, prepare to put it to good use!”
Vermon checked the screen, “Nothing above, sir. All clear and no contacts!”
“Very good. Blow ballast. Prepare for snorkel running. Then when snorkel is raised, dive to 15 metres.”
Gunt radioed an aggressive, “Aye, sir!”
Stein gestured for Wagner to join him for coffee and they descended the ladder to the galley.
“What's wrong, Walther?” asked the second-in-command.
“It's this ship, Kurt. It has me worried. Ok, it runs well enough but she won't stop. She won't reverse and now it won't bloody dive!”
Just then the lights began to flicker, “What now?” he thought, pressing the intercom for Engineering. He let go of the button as an electric blue spark arced through his hand.
Cradling his burnt hand, he poured hot water making the two coffees and flopped onto a bunk. Sipping from his white enamel mug, Wagner sat opposite him and asked, “How's your hand?”
Stein considered his friend’s question briefly, and then said, “It's not funny. Maybe I should have ordered Huber to come along for the ride. Then he would understand the consequences of shoddy workmanship to us seamen!”
“Come on, Walther. Six months to build a boat! That's nothing. They're just teething problems which can be sorted out when we return to Lorient. As for the handling, you're equating the ship to the 7s that you're used to and you know they're much more agile in comparison.”
Chewing his lip, Stein responded, “I guess you're right.” No sooner had he lain down to rest, than Vermon popped his head through the hatch, “Sorry, Captain. You're wanted up top.”
“Fuck's sake! What now?”
As Stein appeared on deck he saw Gunt struggling to raise the snorkel.
“Captain, it seems to be jammed. It won't budge and we can't dive with it like this!”
“Have you tried hitting it?”
“Yes, sir. I've tried everything, even a mallet!”
“ALARM!” shouted Vermon and the klaxon sounded from inside the sub. “Destroyer smoke!” Wagner spun round. “Smoke heading straight towards us. How the hell did the system not pick that up? Chief fix that bloody snorkel !” 
“Can we use batteries?”
“Negative, sir. We didn't have chance to charge them after our last dive.”
Gunt kicked and hit the snorkel, bending and chipping off metal and paint until he finally had it up. Despite it being far from fixed properly, he grunted, “Done it, sir!” holding onto the shaft. 
“Clear the deck,” called Stein. They slid down the ladder and the hatch slammed shut. “DIVE… DIVE!”
Just as the sub began to dive, Gunt jumped into the tower screaming, “WAIT!” He tried to turn the hatch but it was jammed. By this time Stein had realised Gunt was still outside, and so desperately he and Wagner worked feverishly to open the hatch. “Stop the dive!” ordered Stein.
“It's too late, Captain,” groaned young Heinrich.
Realising he was unable to get inside, Gunt knew he had no option but to swim. However, as he pushed off, his belt became snagged and he was quickly pulled under the water. Desperately, he tried to fight free but all too soon, with a last exhalation of bubbles, it was over. As the sub passed into the dark green depths Gunt's belt unclipped and released his body to the deep. 




Chapter 62
With an increasing feeling of helplessness, Forrester desperately began flicking buttons, switches and levers, anything which might possibly stop the thing, but to no avail. Nothing he tried had any effect whatsoever. The engine noise altered pitch, the drone became faster and a noticeable list indicated that the ship had changed direction. The lights on the dim screen flickered and flashed. 
Below he could hear machinery start up and realised that the tubes were being readied. “Stop! Please don't do this.” he begged.
There was no answer, instead the lights flicked from white to red. That voice suddenly spoke up, “I believe it's best that you should see what is going on. Come, watch.”
From above, the periscope slowly lowered. Forrester had to look. Taking position, he peered through the scope and his view was immediately drawn to the intended target - a French destroyer making a good turn of speed, its bow cutting through the waves, its Tricolore billowing in the wind. 
“Why are you doing this, they've done nothing to you. Your enemies are long gone. These people have families just as you did.”
Believing that the only chance was to keep the spectre talking he placed his finger on the Morse light switch. Surreptitiously he began signalling despite knowing there was only a slim chance that Aconite would see it and recognise it for what it was.
The voice sneered, “Trying to signal again, Forrester? Forrester, that is your name isn't it? There is no possible way on board this vessel that you can warn anyone again. Even if you should make an attempt, I promise you pain.” Then, the arc of electricity that the commander had grown to fear, hit him square in the chest. Once again he held onto the periscope handles in an effort to keep upright. 
“Now watch!” The opening of the bow tube doors sounded ominously. Four lights on the wall turned green one at a time. Then all four went out accompanied by a rush of air.
 Helplessly, Forrester watched as four trails of white bubbles streaked towards the unsuspecting ship. His eyes followed them right to the point of contact with the other vessel, a sickening thud and a succession of concussive explosions followed as the destroyer erupted into flames. The commander's heart sank. The sound of imploding bulkheads and muffled booms carried through the water.
“Bastard! You bastard! I'll find a way to destroy you and I'll make sure you go back down to the depths of hell where you belong, and if I don't, others will.”
“Brave words for someone as helpless and trapped as you!” replied the voice.
Forrester dreaded what he would see when he looked through viewfinder again. When he did so, it was even worse than he had imagined. Figures were now jumping from the now sinking Aconite, some covered in flames, others simply leaping from the rail and into the sea. He knew that it could just as easily have been his own ship.
There just had to be a way to communicate with the fleet, but how? The thing seemed to control everything. If only he had a radio. Wait a second! Maybe he did. Remembering that on boarding, he had dropped his torch and small two-way radio. They had very limited range but maybe, just maybe, they could be made to work. Doing a cursory check around the foot of the ladder he couldn't see them anywhere. They had to be somewhere here. Desperately scanning the surrounding area, he caught a glimpse of something in the corner. Now he wished the lights would come on again but the red light was better than nothing. Feeling around in the shadows he located it but something was wrong. It felt broken and there were jagged edges. Holding it up in the poor light he saw that the back had separated and the batteries were missing. Those had to be found so he began to crawl about on all fours, his hands feeling forward and sideways. He thought this is like trying to find the proverbial needle in a haystack. Then his left hand nudged a cold, metal cylinder – hah, that's one, where's the other? Searching for what seemed like ages, his hands becoming increasingly cold and wrinkled in the water, he felt like giving up. Suddenly a shadow moved from the gloom. Forrester's heart leapt and then settled somewhat as he realised it was the captain's spectre standing watching. 
“Hellfire!” he gasped, “I wish you'd give me some warning before you do that.” realising how mad he must seem, talking to a ghost.
It gestured to the ground and after making his way over, he hesitantly reached out beside the figure's foot and took hold of the other cylinder. Looking up, he sensed the apparition was gone.
Now settling onto one of the old bunks, Forrester began to re-assemble the radio. The plastic casing was cracked but hopefully the water hadn't damaged it too much. Drying the items as best as he possibly could with his cold sweat-sodden shirt, he replaced the batteries. The light flickered on the top and went out. “Damn!” then after pushing the back on harder and finding that the light stayed on, he realised something was needed to hold it together. He decided to use part of his bootlace and by cutting off just enough and abrading it against the metal bunk springs, soon managed to bind the radio back together. 
The light shone brightly as he switched the radio on. Turning the dial on the top, he swept the channels until he reached one he knew was currently in use. Keeping the volume low and speaking quietly, he spoke, “FORRESTER TO ANYONE WHO CAN HEAR THIS. PLEASE RESPOND.” The only reply which broke the silence was static. “FORRESTER TO ANYONE HEARING THIS TRANSMISSION …. PLEASE RESPOND.” Forrester waited.......... 



Chapter 63
Talisman was a hive of activity. All the crew were at duty stations and Admiral Turnbull, Captain Wilkes and Moorhouse stood scanning the horizon. The silence was broken by a shout from the lookout, “There!” he pointed. All three men rushed to the rail and looked in the direction he was pointing seeing a milky white trail of bubbles. 
“Periscope,” snapped Turnbull.
Wilkes ran to the radio. “A turret” he shouted. “Periscope, nine o'clock. Acquire target and stand by to fire.”
“Wait!” shouted Turnbull, reaching into his pocket and removing a small pad. “It's signalling “..UBOAT..ON....AUTOMATIC....HIGHLY....DANGEROUS....FORRESTER....
….ONBOARD”
Shocked to the core, Turnbull and Moorhouse looked at each other.
“Fire!” shouted Wilkes.
The other two shouted “No” simultaneously. Turnbull managed to reach the radio just in time to belay the order. “Track that scope,” he ordered but do NOT fire.” he ordered looking at Wilkes who glared back with utter disdain. “What the hell are you doing, Wilkes? You heard me, Forrester is onboard that sub.”
“Admiral, it has fired already. It's my professional opinion that regardless of Commander Forrester's location, we need to neutralise the threat.”
Moorhouse swung round and loomed over Wilkes, his eyes burning into him, “I ought to …..”
“Stand down, Doctor,” ordered Turnbull calmly and he continued, “I understand your point of view, Captain, but we need to find out more first.” 
Walking over to the signal lamp, he flashed back a simple reply, “UNDERSTOOD.....STANDING BY.....” 
Moorhouse was overjoyed, Forrester was alive. He leant over the rail and gazed towards the scope.
“It's turning, sir,” shouted the lookout. “Oh God, it's heading for Aconite.” 
“Communications. Radio Aconite and warn them. Quickly, man,” commanded the Admiral.
It was much too late. No sooner had he issued the order than a massive explosion rocked the ship followed by another three strikes. Blast waves hit them like a warm wind.
Then as they sheltered their faces a plume of fire and smoke rose at least two hundred feet into the air, the intensity of the heat could be felt even from this distance. Everyone on the bridge watched in horror as the superstructure of Aconite disappeared in red and orange flame, a film of oil surrounding the destruction like a burning halo. Men could be seen diving into the sea burning and screaming, only becoming silent as they hit the water.
“Doctor!” murmured Turnbull quietly, “I think you should go below and prepare for more casualties.”
As quickly as she had been hit, the ruined French destroyer began to list and in the next moment had turned turtle and capsized in a shower of water and steam, leaving only the flaming film and black specks floating in the distance. Clearing a lump from his throat, the Admiral croaked down the tannoy, “Emergency crews man the lifeboats. I repeat, Emergency crews man the lifeboats.”
“Admiral, may I remind you that to launch the boats, we have to stop,” grated Captain Wilkes. 
Turnbull turned on his heels. “Do you expect me to just leave them?”
Wilkes snarled in return, “If you hadn't stopped the order to fire, maybe that wouldn't have happened.”
Deep down, Turnbull knew the Captain was correct. “Helm. Slow to ten knots but do not stop.”
Another shout from the lookouts sounded, “Torpedo 600 yards and closing.”
“All engines full ahead flank,” shouted Turnbull. “Stop starboard prop and hard to port.”
“Are you crazy?” shouted Wilkes.
Slowly the ship turned but it was too late. The impact threw everyone to one side and the bow was now engulfed in smoke. The windows of the bridge, though still mainly intact, were cracked and smeared with soot. Alarms sounded and crew dressed in fire suits ran towards the bow dowsing it with water jets.
“Chief”, shouted the Admiral, “Come in Engine Room.”
There was no reply.
Another massive explosion, this time closer to the bridge, rocked the ship. Talisman seemed to lift from the sea momentarily with the impact and then she settled back down. The fire control teams at the bow seemed to have disappeared into the smoke. Turnbull looked for Wilkes who was nowhere to be seen. Grabbing the intercom, he called the Engine Room again. “Chief. Do you copy? Engine Room respond.”
A low cough and a voice replied, “Yes, Admiral. It's Craig, sir, Alex Craig.”
“Where is the Chief?” asked Turnbull.
“He's gone, sir.”
Turnbull composed himself. “I see. Can you run the Engine Room?”
A stammered reply, “Er....Yes, sir.”
“OK, lad. She's yours. I need to know the extent of the damage and I need you to keep us powered. Can you do that, Craig? Yes or No?”
“Aye, sir.”
“Good. Give me a damage report and for God's sake, keep those pumps running.” Turnbull replaced the handset and tapped the door frame next to him. “Come on, old girl. Hold together. Do it for me....”



Chapter 64
The morning of the liberation of Lorient brought relative silence for the first time in quite a while. At last the sound of the waves lapping gently on the pebbles and the calling of gulls could be heard from high above the pens. Everywhere there was evidence of a desperate fire fight.
Huber sat, his back to the wall, only one of some sixty men lined up there, knees under their chins, filthy, dishevelled and in some cases covered with dried blood. Looking outwards he watched a company of sweating German soldiers, wearing only white vests and pants, groaning as they lifted the dead onto two American and German flatbed trucks.
Around them stood vigilant American soldiers, guns slung over their arms, just waiting to stop anyone stupid enough to run. The dead bodies seemed to have attracted every blasted fly in Northern France and the stench was almost unbearable. Gazing along the line he couldn't help but notice the lack of high-ranking officers. Most had no place using a razor, let alone a handgun – nothing but scared young boys! The pens had been the last to surrender and had withstood a few days of siege before the inevitable lack of food and ammunition forced them to yield. Huber was not ashamed to admit that he had spent most of that time hiding in the drafts room as far away from the fighting as possible. 
The roar of an engine broke his train of thought as a jeep raced round the corner, raising a cloud of dust, tyres skidding on the debris. The motor sat idling as its passenger emerged, a cigarette hanging from his bottom lip. Stopping a few feet away, the soldier took a last drag and flicked the butt away. Then after looking at the clipboard tucked under his arm, spoke in a very smooth American voice. Huber understood very little of what was said but he recognised the accent as one he had heard in the few Western films he had seen.
“Hubber,” the man said, totally mispronouncing his surname. Huber raised his hand and said, “Huber, sir?”
“Good, come with me.”
Nervously, Huber followed and was ushered into the back of the jeep where he kept his eyes down and felt increasingly apprehensive. The vehicle moved off drove around the perimeter of the pens. Huber hadn't seen the rest of the complex for some time and was shocked to see the measure of destruction. The number of American military vehicles and personnel milling around was staggering. Stopping outside the blast doors they exited the jeep and made their way inside. The two soldiers escorted Huber to the drafts room where he was requested to sit. 
The officer spoke slowly and clearly, “My name is Lieutenant West and this is Corporal Philips. You are Nikolaus Huber. Is that correct?” Corporal Philips translated this into German after which the draughtsman nodded his agreement.
West looked at Huber, bright blue eyes boring into him! Lighting a cigarette and sitting back on the chair, he asked, “So, you are a Nazi and you believe you are the master race?”
Huber shook his head.
“Do you have a voice?” asked the Lieutenant. “I asked are you a goddam Nazi,” slamming his palm hard on the desk. 
“No” stammered Huber. He looked at Philips. “I am a draughtsman, a designer.”
West smiled nastily, “A fucking Nazi designer. You been designing shower systems, Nazi boy?”
Huber didn't understand the meaning of the latter comment but he frantically shook his head. “No, I design boats and submarines.”
Nodding his head after the translation, West opened a file. Inside was the photograph of Huber along with his identification papers. “Now!” snarled West, “If you ain't a Nazi prove it. I'm half Jewish – here's my hand!” 
Huber took the officer's hand and went to shake it but West pulled away.
“Oh, Niki, I believe you, really I do, but you're in a pickle. You German boys have been causing us a whole lot of hassle since we got off the boat and a lot of my friends are dead.”
 Standing, West walked around the room, “I want you to explain to me what your function is and what you’ve been doing for the past few days.”
After two hours and a mountain of translated notes, the officer looked under the desk as Huber spoke. When he paused, West raised his hand, “You were sleeping and hiding under this desk?” pointing to a couple of blankets.
Ashamed, Huber lowered his eyes, “Yes! As I said, I'm a draughtsman not a soldier.”
Nodding, West laughed and handed Huber a cigarette. “Oh, don't be ashamed, Niki. These blankets just saved your life!”
He signed the forms and closed the file, “Er....one last thing. This Richter guy. Where is he?”
“That I do not know. He comes and goes.”
“Hmm, slippery Nazi fucker, eh? Niki, you're not going home just yet, plus you may not actually want to anyway now that the Russians have started to seek revenge! No, you're going to assist me and my team. There are a lot of ships and u-boats due to be arriving here soon. I need your help to catalogue them. You're free to move around the complex but it's best you don't go any further. When the time is right, you'll be freed to go home.”
Huber was so relieved that he nearly cried. Standing, he shook the lieutenant's hand.
“Hey, Niki. Calm down. Go get cleaned up and find a fresh change of clothes. Report here at 1700”. After the designer had left, West turned to Corporal Philips, “All these fucking Nazi officers have run.”
“Do you believe that guy?” asked Philips.
“Yeah! He would have sucked my cock let alone shook my hand to prove his innocence. Real Nazis are fanatical. He's just a scared boy, same as the rest of them out there. No, the rats have deserted the sinking ship.” 




Chapter 65
“What the hell...?” shouted Stein. “Take us up.”
“We can't, Captain. He's gone,” whispered Heinrich.
Stein pinched the bridge of his nose and wiped sweat from his brow. “OK! Take us to 15 metres.”
“Aye, sir, 15 metres.”
Stein pulled down the periscope. “Now where is she?” Slowly he turned the scope. Ah, there you are. Vermon, are you picking up any other vessels in the area?”
“Nothing on the screen, Captain, but it's hard to say on the phones.”
Kurt stood behind Stein and spoke quietly, “Do you think she saw us?”
“It's hard to say. We got down quickly but I wouldn't like to take the risk. If we saw her, she could just as easily have spotted us.”
Stein nodded, “Let's move off slowly and see where she goes.”
“Captain, we could have her,” said Vermon. “The first kill for the UX505 – a destroyer would be an excellent kill.”
“We don't know yet if all the systems work as there hasn't been chance to test them. We'll wait to see if she's alone. Heinrich, shadow her but keep your distance and watch for the propeller wash. Possibly they'll stop engines from time to time to listen.” 
Gesturing for Wagner to follow him, the pair descended to the lower levels towards the relative privacy of the weapons bay. “First that fellow was crushed before we even left port and now Gunt. This boat makes me nervous,” sighed Stein. As he climbed down the last ladder he looked around the racks of huge torpedoes “and all of this – there's so much that could go wrong, my friend.”
Nodding in agreement, Wagner leaned on one of the torpedoes which lay in readiness on the tracks. “It's the future, Walther. Everything must move on.”
“I guess you're right. Hey, Otto, what are you doing?”
Otto Wilhelm was tinkering with one of the torpedoes that Richter had brought aboard.
“I'm just looking, Captain.”
“What can you tell me about them,” asked Stein.
“Captain, they're like nothing I've ever seen. They may look similar to standard torpedoes but that's where the likeness ends. They contain chemicals, I know that.”
“Ok. Leave them stored, Otto. I don't want them mixed up with our standard complement. Now, how confident are you that if needs be we can fight?”
When Otto paused momentarily, Wagner told him, “Come on, man, spit it out! Can we fight or should we dive?”  
“We could fight but we haven't tested anything yet. In my opinion, some of the systems aren't ready, sir”
“Then we're best to avoid conflict until we've had a chance to test the systems in question,” said Stein.
A crackle from the intercom sounded and a voice spoke crisply, “Captain, we have a rudder issue. The helm won't respond and we're circling.”
“Thank you. I'll be up shortly,” responded Stein. Looking at Wagner, eyes flashing and burning, “This is bad. I have a feeling that something is terribly wrong with this vessel.”
Just then, the tracks on the torpedo loader powered up. The low drone of the motors filling the room. Moments later both tracks had shells lined up in front of the tubes.
“Otto! What the hell is going on?”
Stuttering that he didn't know, Otto denied touching anything and wondered if it could be a short circuit.
“Well, sort it.”
Otto pressed buttons and turned pressure valves. “It's not responding, sir.”
An audible clunk was shortly followed by another. “The doors,” exclaimed Wagner, “Look!”
Lights danced on the control panel and levers moved seemingly of their own accord.
“It's possessed,” hissed Otto, “It must be.”
“Captain,” crackled the radio. “That destroyer is escorting a vessel – a white liner, some 23,000 tons, Hospital ship markings. It must be heading for Dover.”
“Steer us clear, Helm.”
“I can't, Captain. We're now lined up in a perfect firing position.”
Suddenly, without any warning, the tube inner doors swung open and the torpedoes slid into place as though pushed by an invisible hand! The doors then closed and with a rush of bubbles both tubes let loose and the shells sped off.
“Otto, stop this thing, NOW!”
Stein and Wagner moved quickly up the ladders, reaching the bridge just in time to feel the submarine rock slightly from a blast. Pulling down the periscope and finding the relevant bearings, Stein saw a destroyer some nine hundreds metres off. The torpedoes had hit their target which blazed brightly against the sky. Plumes of smoke and fire engulfed the vessel while explosions rocked it sending burning equipment and screaming men skyward before they plummeted into the sea. 
“Sir, we're moving again!”
“Then stop us. You're the helm officer, aren't you?”
Heinrich wrestled desperately with the controls but was still unable to master them. The engines revved and the sub increased speed. “Oh what the hell is happening?” groaned Stein resting his forehead against the scope.
“Wagner, get down there and help Otto stop that machinery in any way you can.”
“Captain? questioned Wagner.
Stein pulled him towards the scope. In horror, he saw that the hospital ship, now aware of the sub's presence, was moving away at top speed. Unfortunately, whoever or whatever had taken control of the UX505 was not for allowing it to get away. 
“If we fire on a hospital ship ….”
Stein raised his hand to stop him, “Go now, quickly.” and Wagner slid rather than climbed down the ladder.
“Vermon, can you hear any communication from the ship? Any code?”
“No, Captain, they're just running for Dover.”
Stein took off his cap and smoothed his greasy hair, thinking. The systems malfunctions had been an inconvenience earlier, but now he had his doubts that they were just random faults.



Chapter 66
After the best night's sleep he'd had in weeks, Huber rose from his bed and stretched luxuriously. Looking into the mirror above the washbasin, he had to smile at his untidy and untended facial hair. There wasn't time to shave everything but perhaps an effort to look human was in order! His safety razor lay on the shelf next to what was left of his bar of RIF soap, its letters just visible. As he rinsed the razor in the cold, cloudy water, the blade came away and dropped into the sink. Shaking his head, he realised it wasn't going to fit back together again. Remembering the case he'd taken from Keller's quarters, he searched and found his friend’s razor, its blade still shining as Huber gave it a few strokes on either side with the strop. He smiled again, thinking of his friend. It all seemed so long ago. 
Then his thoughts moved onto Stein and the sub. No one had heard anything and in the light of recent events, he wondered what had become of them.
Hearing a ship's horn blast broke his concentration and he began to hurry his ablutions. A few minutes later, Huber left his room, hair brushed and sporting a neatly trimmed beard. His clothes were still tattered but they were clean and he felt human once again.
As he walked quickly across the complex towards the waterside and rounded the corner, he was completely unprepared for the sight that greeted him. Six U-boats sat by the quayside and two more were being towed by tugs into the deep water basin. The place bustled with sailors, soldiers, jeeps and trucks. Supplies and men were being unloaded down makeshift gangplanks. German sailors were being herded in groups over to one of the larger open-sided sheds by K3. GIs laughed as they sprayed the seamen with cold seawater after ordering the men to strip and wash. Hundreds of pale, naked bodies, with shaggy beards of every colour, shivered as they washed with lather-less soap. A loud voice shouted in German, “Come on, wash and clean your hair and bodies, then continue to the next shed where you'll be given clean clothes.”
Huber realised that the atmosphere was not one of sorrow or defeat. Instead, young faces smiled and laughed as they frolicked and spat water at each other.
A jeep pulled up beside him and a loud, strong New York accent called out. “Huber, isn't it? I'm Lieutenant Fisher. I understand you know all about these undersea shit boxes.” Huber nodded and shook hands. “Good. Come with me, we've got some work to do.” Fisher spoke in German and Huber looked at him in amazement, “This is a relief, sir. My English isn't very good.”
Fisher grinned, “Don't worry, that's another thing we'll work on and you can help me improve my German.”
As the jeep continued, Huber asked, “What will happen to them?”
“Well, first they'll be washed, de-loused, given fresh clothes, de-briefed and allowed to go home. All except the Nazis, of course – they have some questions to answer.”
“And me?”
“Ah, well! You're staying to help me sort these boats out. Anything salvageable, we'll store away. Anything old and past it, we'll scuttle or melt down.” He stopped the jeep and the two men alighted. “Type 7 sub.” said Fisher as he investigated some rust close to one of the rails. “She's had a hard life, this one.”
“Most of them will have,” replied Huber. “She's been close to crush depth a few times.”
“How on earth can you tell that?” questioned Fisher.
“Look at the plating, see how it's wrinkled.”
The two men spent an hour walking around. Every compartment was checked and catalogued. The overpowering smell, a mixture of sweat, faeces, rotting food and diesel almost overwhelmed Huber. After working for so long on UX505, he'd forgotten how small the older boats were and their emergence back into fresh air was very welcome!
Fisher turned to a page in his notebook, “Are we agreed she's junk?” he asked.
With a heavy sigh, Huber nodded, “Yes, all except the engines which may be of some use.”
The day passed quickly. They inspected five u-boats and had them towed to different areas, three had been moved into the centre of the basin, lashed together, pending being towed for scrap. One Type 21 and another, Type 9, had been marked for further research.
Drinking coffee from the first clean mug that Huber had seen for months, the men sat companionably on the dock gazing towards the open sea beyond the harbour mouth.
“What're you gonna do when you get back home, Huber?” asked Fisher. 
“Oh, I don't know, perhaps set up a design practice somewhere. You?” he queried.
“Home to New York and see my girl. It's been a long war. Hey, there's another one coming in.”
Two small boats could just be seen on the horizon. Huber stared, with eyes straining as the tugs, towing their catch up the channel, came into clear view. Minutes passed before the boats entered the basin. Huber could scarcely believe his eyes.
“What's that? It's huge!” gasped Fisher. “UX505 ….. I don't have any record of this.” 
Huber managed to speak, “No, you won't have a record of this one.” As the massive conning tower came level with the jetty, he again wondered what had gone on.



Chapter 67
Forrester knew that he had to slow the sub down somehow but he also realised that whatever he did, the spectre would make every effort to prevent him. He needed a plan and fast! The first thing was to stop it from firing, so climbing quietly down the ladder he made his way to the torpedo tubes. Looking around all he could see was damaged pipework and a mass of machinery. Everything hummed and buzzed alarmingly, all seemingly alive and the control panel lights danced on and off. Pulling the levers didn't budge them. Then out of the corner of his eye, he noticed the spectre of the Captain shaking his head and pointing towards an old tool box half hidden in the shadows.
Suddenly he understood, and pulling out the biggest wrench in the box, followed the Captain's gestures. Soon both tracks had been jammed and he was satisfied that for now, at least,  the sub was disarmed. Next, the commander made his way to the Engine room looking from side to side expecting trouble at any moment with the Captain shadowing behind. He was uncertain whether the apparition would be able to help against whatever had control of the submarine, but he definitely felt a little safer in its presence. 
The engine noise got louder as he approached. The two diesels turned and the tappet springs clicked rhythmically and because of his close proximity the vibration made his chest pound in synchronicity. Reaching into his pocket Forrester produced the stick which Moorhouse had given him. He knew he had to be very careful with the contents. Placing the stick cautiously, wedging it between two brackets, he rifled through his pants searching for a lighter. Where the devil was it? The commander knew that even if his plan succeeded there was still every chance the whole sub would be flooded – What the hell – he was running out of options. The vessel had to be stopped from destroying anything else, but without a lighter he couldn't set it off. Moorhouse must have palmed it before he left.  
Forrester thought about how he'd jammed the generators. Could he do the same to the engines? Looking around he found nothing, not even a toolbox. What kind of an engine room didn't have tools? Scanning the area around the massive motors he saw a pipe which seemed to be inserted into both engines then upwards into the ceiling. Air! It must reach up to the snorkel. Yes! If he could stop the engines breathing, they'd be unable to run. A small inspection hatch on each engine covered the inlets. He could see the three screws that held them tightly closed but he had no way of undoing them. Then he realised there was a large flat cabinet hanging on a wall, empty except for a removable metal shelf. After thinking long and hard, Forrester pulled out one end and found the bracket was flat and about a half inch thick – perfect! Loosening the screws and peering round periodically, he opened both hatches. Now ripping off one of his shirt sleeves, he eye-lined up the pipe. “No chance!” he thought but then, on the floor, he noticed two small empty oil cans about the size of bean cans. The spark of an idea came to him. Wrapping the cans in material, he forced them into the pipe. It didn't stop them completely, but the engines soon began to show signs of distress as the sound cadence changed markedly. The giant prop shaft had slowed but somehow the motors continued to run. However, after replacing the covers and sealing the pipe once more, the commander was satisfied that he'd managed to restrict the engines just enough for the time being.
The Captain standing beside the door, smiled and nodded approvingly at Forrester.



Chapter 68
Wagner slid down the ladder, boots not even touching the rungs.
“Otto!” he shouted.
The young Weapons officer was still trying in vain to stop the launch mechanism. “I can't stop it, sir. I've tried everything.” The machinery started up again and two more torpedoes slid into the tubes.
The speaker crackled, “Wagner, we have a perfect firing position. Stop those torpedoes,” shouted Stein.
Stein watched as two trails of bubbles sped off heading for the massive liner. All he could do was count the seconds as he waited for them to hit. There was a sickening thud followed by a second as the shells detonated against the white hull.
Wagner watched as two more torpedoes slid into place. “Otto, we have to stop them NOW.”
Otto reached into his old worn toolbox and pulled out a huge wrench. He looked over the mechanism choosing the best location then with all his strength, he wedged the tool into the track. With a horrendous grind of gears, the track stopped, moved slowly, pushing back and forth but unable to clear the jam. Quickly reaching back into his box, Otto found a spanner as large as he could find and did the same to the other track.
The men breathed huge sighs of relief until Otto gasped, “The doors! We have to close the inner doors.” So moving round the tracks he shut one by pushing the latch aside and closing and securing the wheel which turned with its usual scratchy squeal. Moving to the other side, Otto pushed the latch aside to allow the larger round metal door to close and seal when without warning, it swung shut trapping the young man's head. With the insistent pressure Otto's legs began to kick, hands slapping as he tried to free himself. Wagner jumped onto the torpedo and pulled on the hatch with all his might but to no avail. The mechanism wouldn't move. The kicking ceased and the door closed fully and locked. Otto's now decapitated body slid down onto the floor, his hands and feet still twitching with what little muscle tension was left. Soon, the compartment was silent save for Wagner's heaving breath and sobs. He felt such anger welling up inside him that with its violent release he began to indiscriminately hit anything he could, shouting and cursing as he did so, before finally sliding to the floor in whimpering despair.
The radio crackled again, “Wagner! Otto! Report. Wagner.”
Stein appeared in the compartment moments later to find Wagner curled in a foetal position. “It killed him!”
“What killed him?” asked Stein.
Wagner motioned to Otto's body and a stunned Captain took in the scene in a single appalled glance. “We can do nothing for Otto now. Get up, Wagner,  I need you.”
“I can't. It'll kill us all,” the stricken man retched. 
“It's a submarine, man, a piece of metal. It can't do anything to us. They are accidents, just accidents!” shouted Stein.
“No! I watched it crush Otto. It enjoyed killing him,” cried Wagner.
Stein picked up a crowbar. “Goddam it!” he shouted. “It's a fucking submarine.” He lashed out and with all his strength hit the large pipe that ran overhead. “See, it doesn't have emotions. It doesn't see or feel pain!” An answering rumbling sound from the bowels of the ship made Stein turn round. A jet of steam burst through a valve on the pipes below and a bolt head shot off it like a bullet. Wagner covered his head and only looked up when it seemed clear. Stein stood above him but as he turned to face the other man, Wagner knew something was terribly wrong. In horror he saw that where Stein's left eye had been was now gone, replaced by a huge void filled with torn tissue, blood and bone. The Captain fell forward to his knees, his one good eye staring at Wagner for a second, then his body folded at his feet. Shaking, Wagner continued to sob. 
On the Bridge, Vermon and Heinrich were continuing to fight for control of the sub.
 Vermon bellowed furiously down the intercom trying in desperation to raise Stein. “Captain! Wagner! Otto! Anyone!” but the speaker remained silent.
Looking through the scope, Vermon saw that the hospital ship lay keeled over at more than thirty degrees. People milled about the decks trying to load stretchers onto lifeboats. “Heinrich,” he groaned. “We may be at war but this is against everything that's right. What can we do?”
“We could surface and take a raft over, anything is better than just watching.” replied Heinrich.
“What about the submarine?”
“Leave it,” growled Heinrich, “Woe betide the fool who captures it!”
The pair agreed. “Where's the main manual ballast control?”
Heinrich paused for a moment. “Port and starboard are marked on the tanks above the bilge. They'll need to be blown together otherwise the boat will roll over.”
“Very good. We'll both have to go.” said Vermon. Climbing down and shouting as they descended, they received no response from anyone.
Heinrich began to feel uneasy as they descended further. “They're dead, aren't they?”
Vermon nodded, “They must be and we have to get out of here, quickly.” As they approached the tanks two large valves with red handles came into view. 
“That's them,” said Heinrich,”Once the valves are blown we've no option but to go up.” Lights began to flicker and dim. “What's happening?”
“I think the batteries must be low,” answered Vermon
“That's impossible. When the engines are running they get charged automatically. We deployed the snorkel.”
“Well, where are the batteries?” asked the rattled Vermon.
“You're stood on them,” replied Heinrich. “There's hundreds of them below that grating.”
“Come on, let's do this and get out of here. Wait! What's that?” hissed Vermon “What now?” asked Heinrich.
“That smell. It's like chlorine gas.”
The pair began to cough, the choking gas rising from the batteries. “The valves, we have to blow them, then get off the boat,” wheezed Heinrich. 
Frantically they pulled the levers, the boat lurched and a rush of air seemed to rock the vessel.
“We did it, we're going up,” cried Vermon.
The two men crawled to the ladder but as they began the climb, the effects of the gas became too strong and they collapsed to the floor gasping for their last breath. 
Slowly the sub broke surface, water streaming from her decks. There was no sign of either of the other vessels, just wreckage and many bodies. The sub's engines which had been idling, audibly through the snorkel ceased, and soon the only noise was the sound of waves breaking against its hull.



Chapter 69
Tensions on the bridge were high. Wilkes and Turnbull continued to scan the horizon for any further sign of the sub, whilst Moorhouse, who should have been in the medical bay, just couldn’t bring himself to leave. He knew that the casualties were under the excellent care of his highly-trained staff but his friend’s predicament had left him emotionally compromised, and he no longer trusted his own judgement. 
Quite some time had passed since they'd heard from Forrester, and the Doctor was extremely worried. The joyous elation of finding out that his friend was still alive had now been replaced by a dreadful fear of whatever the man was dealing with.
Wilkes moved over to stand behind the sonar station, “Anything?” he barked.
“No, sir, they must be gone or possibly hiding somewhere out of our range.”
Visibly frustrated, the captain nodded but then after a few seconds thought, he blurted, “Depth charges!”
“Sir, we don't carry them on board,” answered one of the seamen manning the sonar.
“Couldn't we manufacture something?”
“No, we couldn't!,” growled Moorhouse. “We have to give him a chance.”
“A chance to what?” interjected Wilkes. “Our information is that the sub intends to attack Portsmouth but even though we've warned them, there's no guarantee the blockade will manage to stop it! We must catch and destroy it NOW!”
Admiral Turnbull, who had been quiet during the conversation agreed with Wilkes, but also knew that it could mean a death sentence for Commander Forrester. Before he could cut in, a massive explosion rocked the Bridge. Talisman heeled over before finally righting herself. Smoke filled the air and outside on deck flames could be seen licking up from below the side rail.
For a moment there was a shocked silence except for the buzz of arcing electrical sparks from loosened wires. Moorhouse, shocked and dazed, stared about himself. Then seeing Turnbull's legs, he crawled over and checked for a pulse. The admiral was alive! “Come on, Admiral, wake up.” Turnbull came round and sat up as Moorhouse checked the rest of the Bridge crew. Sonar was completely destroyed and the young seaman, his face scorched and badly slashed with glass lay motionless. Helm was unmanned as its occupant was also dead.
“Wilkes!” gasped Turnbull, “Where is he?” Frantically searching, peering through the roiling smoke in case he had been knocked overboard, they found no sign of the captain.
“Doctor! Return to your post. You'll be needed.” 
“Admiral, my staff are capable. Let me stay here. You, yourself are badly injured and anyway, you can't run the Bridge alone,” said Moorhouse.
Nodding in agreement, the Admiral picked up the internal intercom, “Engineering. Engineering, come in.”
“Craig here, sir.”
“Mr Craig, I need a report. How badly are we damaged?” After much muffled noise and crackling, the line went dead.
Moorhouse went to take the wheel.
“No, Doctor. I'll take the Helm and the risk,” Turnbull limped over, his pants torn and blood pooling from numerous deep cuts. “Please assess the conditions on the Bridge.”
“Very good, sir. Sonar is gone. Radio appears okay but we have warning lights on the Fire Suppression board.”
“Very well. We seem to have helm control and the engines are still running,” said Turnbull throwing the Wheel hard over and then back.
Through the smoke a blast of white CO2 extinguished the small fire by the door and Alex Craig came through, face dirty and sweat streaked.
“Report,” coughed the Admiral. 
“We have internal intercom problems, sir; flooding midships but contained. Engines are working but we've lost one fuel tank as the pump is fused shut. Many of the corridors are blocked by fire but control parties are working at bringing them under control.”
“Good man. Can you handle Engineering?”
“Yes sir, I can,” replied Craig confidently.
“Concentrate on regaining control of the flooding and the fires but get the internal ship's communications fixed rapidly,” ordered the admiral. “I need information about my crew.”
Nodding, Craig returned to his duties below deck.
The ship had developed a fifteen degree list but gradually the smoke started to clear. The scenes of devastation soon became apparent. Part of the rail and deck just below the Bridge had been torn away.
Further down the deck, Wilkes was curled up and cowering behind one of the winches. Breathing heavily and hands shaking wildly from the shock, his overriding instinct was to get off this ship. All thoughts of duty forgotten, he made his way to the motor launch stored forward of a turret and swiftly unfastened the chains which secured the boat to the deck. As the boat swung over the side, the squeal of the pulleys filled the air. Crew stared up in amazement as they witnessed the Captain jump into the launch and begin to manually turn the crank to lower it. A few moments later, the boat hit water pulling and bouncing on top of the still-moving Talismans' wake. 
“Look, Admiral!” shouted Moorhouse from the Bridge window.
“Wilkes!” snarled Turnbull. “Slow the ship, Moorhouse.” His hostile tone warned the doctor not to question the order. “If he launches at this speed, that boat will most likely tip.” 
Moorhouse pulled the lever on the Engine telegraph to 'SLOW' and the two men watched in disgust and disapproval.



Chapter 70
Huber stared in amazement as the tug brought the massive sub closer until it gently nudged the dock and stopped. Soldiers ran to tie off the lines. Two seamen stood on top of the conning tower gazing blankly at Fisher and Huber. The Lieutenant hailed the seamen, “Where did you find this one?”
“She was adrift on the surface. We haven't been able to assess her yet as the hatch is stuck fast. So we brought here here to you!”
Fisher puzzled, “The crew?”
“Who knows. Could be inside but she was without power and drifting on the tide.”
Catching a glimpse of Huber's worried face, he asked, “What's with you? You look like you've seen a ghost.”
Swallowing hard, Huber replied, “We sent this out on trials not long ago. She's a prototype. My predecessor and I designed her to be the next generation of U-boat. She contains state of the art systems and weapons.”
“Well then, what are we waiting for? Let's get to work,” and as quickly as that Fisher beckoned the yard crew who had been unloading a nearby truck. 
Looking on, Huber had mixed feelings. At first he had wanted the sub's return but now his instincts were telling him something was very badly wrong. Where were Stein and the others? The boat drifting with no power – this made no sense!
After a fruitless ten minutes or so of trying to open the hatch, Fisher shouted for Huber, “Hey! Did you guys design a special lock for this thing?”
Making his way over the deck, Huber climbed the tower. As the others moved to the side, he knelt down, grasped the wheel with both hands and firmly turned it. There was a clunk and the seal broke. Instantly a smell emanated. “Gas!” shouted Huber, “Get away!”
Fisher stood and with gritted teeth said, “This explains a lot. Get us two sets of breathing apparatus,” he ordered. “So the gas from the batteries killed the crew?”
Huber nodded glumly. He felt terrible. “This is my fault, Fisher. I checked the boat and I reported her sea-worthy.
Placing his hand on the man's shoulder, the lieutenant said, “A lot of things can change on a sub when she is at sea. It's not your fault. Now let's leave her to air out for a while then we'll go in and check for evidence.”
Actually the designer would have preferred someone else to have gone in. The thought of coming across dead bodies, especially of people he knew, filled him with dread. He'd seen enough death over these past few weeks to last him a lifetime.
Handing him a breathing mask, Fisher beckoned for him to come. Moving down the ladder they could hear nothing, not a sound. Huber, his voice oddly muffled, said, “Emergency lighting switches are over here,” and he flipped a switch enabling a pale red glow to illuminate the Bridge.
 As Fisher turned to look he bumped into two bodies slumped against the wall. “Jesus!” he gasped, fighting to regain his composure, “Who are they?”
“They are Klaus Vermon and Karl Heinrich. They look to have been dead for about a week.”
“Where to now?” Fisher asked.
“Mess deck is one floor below.” Leading the way nervously, Huber descended the ladder. “Nothing!” he thought. “Everything seems normal.”
Fisher mused, “I've never seen anything like this. The systems are like nothing I've ever imagined.”
Huber nodded, “You've seen nothing yet. Just wait until we go further below.” Going down another ladder they emerged onto the catwalk. “We'll check Engineering first,” Huber said, tentatively. Engineering lay empty and quiet, engines dormant.
Fisher placed his hand on one of them. “Cold! They haven't even been kept idling.”
“Gunt isn't here,” puzzled Huber. On Fisher's query, he replied, “Ernst Gunt, the Chief  Engineer isn't at his post so something isn't right here. There's only the weapons deck to check now.” Making their way down the catwalk, Huber told Fisher to be careful as things seemed to be a little unstable. The lieutenant gazed at the racks filling the space. There were more torpedoes than he had ever seen in any sub. The long conveyor belts and rams designed to load the shells were still and lifeless.
“My God! You could sink a whole navy with this fire power,” whispered Fisher as they moved on. “Hey! These look different,” as he pointed to a separate rack, “What are they?”
Huber was quiet, realising that he had to tell the lieutenant everything. “They are biological warheads. Once armed they are designed to run in the shallows then to beach themselves. Then when the fuse dries out in the air they blow, filling the surrounding atmosphere with a virus which will kill everything in a 50 kilometre radius.”

“Hitler really did like to play God, didn't he? This boat was built for genocide.”
“No it was not” snapped Huber, his voice still muffled by the mask. “This U-boat was designed to end a war, but others wanted to use it for evil. Richter insisted on these torpedoes being loaded onto this boat, no one else. You must find him and when you do, we'll all be safer for it!”
Grimly, Fisher stared at the torpedoes one last time. “Well we can't do anything right now, so let's get on.” The tubes came into view. “Wait!” hissed Fisher, “Look.”
“Captain Stein!” groaned Huber. “What's happened to him?”
As they looked around Fisher noticed the cap missing from the pipe above and guessed that the pressure must have blown it off.
Huber turned to look around and felt his foot step into something strange, sticky almost. Looking down he saw the decapitated body of a man slumped against the bulkhead. retching, he pointed. Fisher took one look and turned away. 
“They were having problems,” he said. “See this...” as he pulled a spanner from the track then simply let it drop.
Huber pulled himself together and whispered, “We're still missing two crew members, Gunt and Wagner, the Second-in-Command. Perhaps they're still on the ship somewhere.”
“But we've been all over the ship.” groaned Fisher. Then suddenly a noise came from the upper deck, a scuffling sound, faint but audible. 
Making swiftly for the ladder the pair were shocked to see a figure standing in the middle of the room, hair wild with an unkempt beard just visible from beneath a gas mask. Horrified, Huber gasped, “Wagner, it's me, Huber.”
The man let out a loud blood curdling shriek and raised his hands as if cradle his head. Even in the dim light the others could make out the bloody stubs of bone poking from Wagner's  fingertips. As he pulled off his mask he continued screaming incoherently. Around his mouth and beard they could see matted and dried blood. His wild eyes flaring with panic he ran, scrambling up the ladder and out onto the Bridge. Sobbing uncontrollably, he pushed past the yard crew onto the dock. Just as Fisher and Huber emerged into the open air, the lieutenant shouted, “Stop!” but too late. A shot rang out and Wagner dropped to the ground.
Running over, the designer knelt beside the fallen man. “Huber?” croaked Wagner as he removed his mask.
“Yes, it really is me. What happened?” asked Huber.
“I'm sorry,” sobbed Wagner. “I couldn't stop it.”
“Stop what, Wagner? Stop what?”
“The boat. The boat did this.” Huber stared at the man puzzled, uncomprehending. It was too late for more explanation as Wagner shuddered and died.
Not long afterwards, he sat on the dock while Fisher took copious notes, photographs and measurements. “Hey man, I need a point of size reference so come over here and stand in front.” The designer stood beside the sub while Fisher clicked the button several times. “Do you want a copy?” but Huber had already begun to walk away along the dockside.



Chapter 71
After a painfully slow journey back to Portsmouth, Winters and Filmore were glad to see dry land coming into sight. The ferry, now with a very obvious list, made its way agonisingly towards its berth. Passengers milled around the deck wearing life jackets and holding hands with children and other loved ones.
What had happened was unclear, but the crew were evidently under strict orders to keep quiet.
“Take a look at that,” whispered Filmore, pointing out of the window towards three police cars parked on the dockside.
Just then a crew member walked past them and Winters flagged him over. “What happened back there?”
“Oh nothing much, sir. We hit a rock and now we have a slight hole in the hull. Nothing to worry about.”
“A rock” laughed Filmore openly. “I wasn't aware of any rocks that could explode!”
Smiling nervously, the seaman scurried off in the opposite direction.
A couple walked by talking frantically, “I'm telling you, I know what I saw. It was a torpedo. I remember my Dad telling me about the trail of bubbles they make before they hit.” 
“Don't be stupid,” retorted the woman.
“I'm telling you. Why else would there be so many military vessels in the area?”
Winters listened and then interrupted, “I'm sorry, I couldn't help overhearing. You did say torpedo?”
“Yes!” replied the man, “trail of bubbles, periscope... just like in one of those old war films.”
“Are you sure that's what you saw?”
“Yes, definitely,” answered the fellow.
“I'm so sorry,” interjected the wife. “He gets a little excited sometimes. Please excuse us.” and gripping her husband's elbow she ushered him away.
“Laurence was involved in an exercise this week. I wonder if anything went wrong!” wondered Winters.
Filmore grinned, “Maybe we've found the submarine after all.”
The friends' smiles were interrupted by the Purser's voice over the ship's tannoy. “Ladies and Gentlemen, may I have your attention, please. As you are aware, we've had some problems. Because we are unable to use the bow doors to unload the car traffic all passengers are requested to disembark by foot. We ask that you wait in the Terminal building whilst your vehicles are unloaded safely. Thank you for your co-operation.” 
“Great! Not only are we not in the country we need to be in, but we can't even get our car back!” moaned Filmore.
Walking down the long corridor which formed the foot ramp, the pair both drew a huge sigh of relief as they stepped onto the dock. A police cordon had already been set up in front of the ferry and three officers stood behind blue and white tape, stopping each set of passengers and curious onlookers from going any further. Ship's officers and dock workers bustled around as the sound of cutting and drilling machinery rang out over the harbour area.
“Well, there's no point in standing here,” said Filmore. “Let's go get a coffee. I'm sure we'll be called when we can retrieve the car.”
Winters nodded in agreement and they headed off back towards the Terminal building and the welcome sign of a cafe.
At the neighbouring berth, a large naval vessel had just begun to disembark its crew members. Suddenly, Winters began to run. Poor Filmore panted and groaned as he followed.
“Steel,” shouted Winters. “Lieutenant Commander Steel !”
A man looked over and grinned and in a strong American accent, said “Winters! How are ya?” whilst heartily shaking him by the hand. Two MPs approached but as Steel waved them away with “These guys are with me,” they moved back to the end of the ship's gangplank.
 
 “Filmore! Is that really you?”
“Yes, Lieutenant, it's me,” puffed the breathless Filmore. 
“Hey hey hey!” laughed Steel, tapping his bars. “Commander, if you please.”
After a few more moments exchanging pleasantries, the mood turned serious.
“What brought you here?” asked Winters.
“Well, after the run-in with the torp, sorry I mean, rock, we were asked to escort you back to Portsmouth by Admiral Turnbull.”
“So, it was a torpedo!” said Filmore.
“You know quite well that I can't confirm that!” answered Steel.
“Listen, Commander. You know our security level is high enough. What's going on?” asked Winters.
Steel sighed, “OK. But not here. I guess you're waiting for your vehicle to be off-loaded?” Gesturing for the car keys, Steel shouted one of the MPs and after looking at the rental key fob said “There's a Ford Granada coming off that ferry soon. Be good enough to park it dockside for my guests.” 
The MP nodded then saluted as Commander Steel led Filmore and Winters up the gangplank and on board his ship. Settling back into a comfortable chair and taking a sip of excellent coffee, Winters waited for Steel to explain.
“You know a guy called Forrester? Nice man, XO of that old tub 'Talisman'.”
“Yes. I know of him,” replied Winters.
“Well, it appears he's got himself into a pickle. He found someone else's problem and now he's trapped.”
Puzzled, Winters held up his hand, “What do you mean someone else's problem?”
“Submarine! It seems he went fishing and some old war relic surfaced. He went to explore and now he's trapped aboard it!”
“Is that all the information you have,” gabbled Winters excitedly, sitting forward on the edge of his seat.
“Yeah, that's it! Seems to be rampaging on some sort of autopilot”.
“Commander, take us out with you. We can be of help,” urged Winters. 
“Hey now wait! You know we can't do that. It isn't safe!” 
“Goddamn it, Steel. You know we are the, yes, THE most qualified to help you and the Admiral. We'll sign any forms or release you wish.”
Steel paused, the furrows on his brow deepening. “OK I'll take you over to 'Talisman'. I'm sure Admiral Turnbull will be grateful for the insight.”
“Thanks, Commander, we do appreciate it.”
“No problem. It's the least I can do for you after all you've done for me and my family.” smiled Steel.
“How is your brother?”
“He's OK. It was touch and go for a while after the navy recovered them, but he's doing fine now, thanks.”  



Chapter 72
Fresh from his success with the engine destruction, Forrester set about doing as much damage as possible, ripping out wiring and jamming pulleys. His recently repaired radio was still giving off what appeared to be incessant static and any attempt at contacting Talisman had hitherto proved fruitless. 
The sub began to list gently and a shudder became noticeable. “Reverse,” he realised. What was going on? Then as suddenly as it had begun, it stopped and for a moment all was still. He knew that something was being aimed, but how? He had jammed the forward tubes so it couldn't reload. “Agh!” he thought, “the stern tube. Shit!” He'd forgotten there were more than usual. Racing through the sub he arrived in the aft compartment just in time to hear that familiar rush of air as the stern tube blew and sent the torpedo on its way. “Fuck!” for a moment Forrester was too angry with himself to think clearly but then the pause for thought  gave him a chance to weigh up the options. There was no reloading this stern tube unless it was done manually. That meant it was vulnerable from behind.
Deciding that it would be best to continue the sabotage before the spectre reappeared, he moved down the catwalk and onto the lower level.
A massive explosion rocked the sub, knocking the commander off his feet. The impact from the blast was so strong that the target must have been close. Pulling himself up onto a rack of torpedoes beside him, he slowly began to rise to his feet until something caught his eye. These torpedoes looked longer and somehow, even with his limited knowledge about such weaponry, he instinctively realised that these were different. Curious writing was hand-painted on the heads. He couldn't read the language but he did recognise the skull and crossbones as the international marking for poison. “Oh Shit!” That meant these were biological weapons and the problem suddenly became infinitely worse. Explosives were bad enough but bio bombs put a totally different perspective on this. Suddenly he recalled what the spectre had said to him about the home of the naval fleet. Portsmouth! It was going to launch them at Portsmouth! He desperately needed to contact Talisman immediately, but how? There had been no response from the ship despite increasingly desperate attempts on his inadequate radio. As he tried to move quietly, he found himself grinning. “You idiot. Whatever this thing is, it knows everything that happens on board.” With this in mind he determined to return to the Control room where the light was, if anything, slightly brighter and might afford him a greater chance of radio communication. 
As he turned from the bottom of the ladder into the Control room, he got the fright of his life. Beside him stood Stein. “Oh Captain, I'm glad to see you, but I do wish you would give me more warning!” The instruments danced and flickered whilst levers and wheels moved as though manned by crew members. The small red light glowed as he turned on the radio. The batteries were still doing their job. Good! He, yet again, started to carefully turn the dial, listening for any voices as he scanned the channels. He'd almost given up when he suddenly heard what he was hoping for …..radio chatter. He was aware that the chances of his voice being picked up were slim but in the circumstances, he had to at least try. 
“TALISMAN. COME IN TALISMAN....” More static. “TALISMAN …..COME IN TALISMAN. THIS IS COMMANDER FORRESTER ….PLEASE RESPOND TALISMAN...”
Suddenly, amazingly, came a familiar voice ..… Moorhouse! “FORRESTER, COME IN FORRESTER. ARE YOU OK?”
 On hearing his friend's voice, the commander nearly collapsed with relief. 
“NO, PAUL, I'M NOT OK. LISTEN CAREFULLY.” Forrester explained the gravity of the situation as he saw it. 
At this point, Stein appeared suddenly and he soon realised why. The other ghostly figure stood beyond the Captain and this time the commander could see the blackness in its eyes.
“Wait!” shouted Forrester, “it doesn't have to be like this. Why kill? Surely there has been enough blood spilt. Please! I have a family … two little girls and a baby boy. I'm in the Navy to help make a better life and a decent world for them. Why are you so full of hate?” 
The figure stopped and looking at Forrester growled, “I was once like you, a family man. I cared about life and children. My job was to design and to draw. I never wanted to kill. I just wanted to end the war, end the suffering and then go home to see my Petra. But you, the military, took my family away. My wife and daughter were killed by your air raids. My child never had a chance to live so I will not rest until every one of your kind knows the pain and suffering I went through for I am Wolfgang Keller and I am the UX505.” 
The spectre began moving closer but Stein held his position until the two began to wrestle.
“What are you doing here, Captain? This is not your fight nor is it your time. I finished you off once before, I can easily do so again.”
Suddenly there was an incredible noise and a massive shudder which threw the submarine from side to side and abruptly darkness fell.



Chapter 73
After a beautiful day and a flat, calm sea the two soldiers stood, with their rifles leaning against the wall, in a wispy haze of cigarette smoke. Phillips and Harris chatted. It had been a quiet watch. 
“Why are we here?” wondered Phillips, “Who's going to steal that bloody great thing. I mean, I think we'd notice!”
Harris laughed, “Stop moaning. Orders are orders! Anyway, from what I've heard, we need to make sure nobody gets on board.”
“Why? Come on, man! What did you hear?”
“Stuff!” joked Harris.
“Oh well, fuck off then,” responded Phillips as he took a last drag before throwing his dimp away.
“Ok! Ok! So, when this sub came in, some of the dock workers said they found mutilated bodies on board. A military experiment that went wrong. That German fella was over there, what's his name, Tuber?”
“Huber.”
“Yeah! That's him. Said there was a live one driven crazy. Tried to run and the guards shot him down,” said Harris.
“You talk some fucking shit. If it was some sort of experiment they'd have more guards than just me and you here.”
Harris lit another cigarette. “Hey! I'm just telling you what I heard. Just look at the thing. It's a monster. Have you ever seen anything so big? No, it doesn't need any more guards. I'd say nobody else wants anything to do with it.”
“Well, even the look of it makes me feel nervous,” said Phillips.
The huge submarine sat below them, its hull bumping gently against the piles in the late evening swell. The last few minutes of full sun shone bright and red from beyond the breakwater as the shadows gradually lengthened.
Over on the far end of the dock, away out of sight, a lone figure stood. His hands were clasped behind his back, the collar of his black woollen coat pulled up, its hem touching his knees. A shock of blond hair could be seen from under a peaked hat and the black ring on the third finger of his right hand glinted brightly in the now setting sun. 
Suddenly, the clear sky began to darken and from nowhere a thick black cloud moved swiftly on an as yet non-existent wind. The soldiers huddled closer to the wall. “Where the hell did that come from?” asked Harris.
“I haven't a clue,” answered Phillips, “but we'd better take cover.”
Bells on the small fishing boats moored in the basin began to ring frantically as the now rising wind whipped up the waves. The black cloud swirled and rippled as the storm rose. Soon none of the once clear sky could be seen, just increasingly deep banks of grey clouds as thunder cracked and lightning intermittently lit the heavens. With a terrible suddenness  torrential rain began to lash down.
“Fuck this!” yelled Harris as the pair hastily dashed for the small hut some fifty feet away from the sub. It wasn't much but at least it would afford them a little shelter.
 The solitary figure stood completely immobile, his eyes fixed on the submarine which was now rocking wildly at its moorings higher and higher as the sea rose and fell. The ropes rubbed against the stone dock, agitatedly creaking and cracking until one by one the strands parted and the boat was free. The swell pushed the mighty sub away and into the basin, turning it almost perfectly as if controlled by the helm.
The guards watched in amazement, unable to do anything but stare as she drifted out towards the open sea. They picked up their binoculars, struggling to hold them steady in the pouring rain and pounding wind.
“She'll hit the breakwater,” shouted Harris, his voice barely audible over the wind. “There isn't a chance in hell that she can navigate on this tide without smashing into it.”
By now the sub was clear of the basin, its retreating silhouette small against the dark horizon. 
“See!” yelled Phillips. “She's hit it. Must have. Look, she's going down.”
Sure enough, as the men watched, the sub sank lower and lower in the water until she was gone from sight. Then as suddenly as it had come, the rain eased then stopped! The sky lightened and gave way to a fresh, clear evening once more.
“Have you ever seen anything like that?” queried Phillips. “There's not even a spot of rain!” 
“No, never in my life! What do we do now?”
“I guess we go and report what's happened. She's sunk ….. out there!”
The lone figure had watched until the weather cleared. Then, straightening his hat and collar, disappeared into the night.



Chapter 74
Talisman slowed to allow the small boat to hit the water at a safe speed. Moorhouse watched as it began to pull away. A trail of bubbles suddenly appeared from almost point blank range heading straight for Talisman's bows.
“It's going to hit,”yelled Turnbull as he swung the wheel. Moorhouse pointed, “Look!” as a massive geyser of water and an explosion which seemed to lift the ship from the sea hit the small launch almost vaporising it in the explosion. The blow to Talisman had been softened somewhat but it wasn't out of the woods yet! Smoke billowed from the bow rail and visibility was non-existent. Suddenly, lights began to flash and klaxons roared. Looking over at Turnbull, Moorhouse grated, “We can't take much more of this, can we, sir?”
His grim look showed that Turnbull agreed. “She'll stay afloat but we need to finish that thing off before it reaches anything else.”
 Picking up the intercom, the Admiral called,” Turret 1. Can you read me? ….. over.”
“Bridge, this is Turret 1.”
“Good. Have one of your men report to the Bridge.”
Replacing the handset, the Admiral looked at Moorhouse and said grimly, “Time to fight back.”
Moments later, a seaman arrived on the Bridge. “Ah, lad. I need you to rig something for me, seaman.”
“Aye, sir.”
“I want you to rig some of the smaller shells like depth charges. Can you do that?”
“We'll try, sir. Some of them might go off but it's probably about 50/50.”
“Start now. Make preparations and report when they're ready.”
“Aye, sir” and the seaman saluted and disappeared.
“Admiral, are we really going to do this?”
“Doctor, we really have no other option.”
Just then the intercom rang, “Admiral, sir, it's Craig. We're staying just ahead of the flooding. We have control of both engines and helm but we're listing badly and ballast control won't respond. From what I can see, the turrets have been knocked out and we've lost five feet of Bow from upper deck to Anchor control.”
“Very good, Chief.”
Silence... “Chief?” questioned Craig.  
“Yes,” replied Turnbull. “She's all yours now. That makes you Chief of the boat.”
“Very good, sir.” responded the young man.
Moorhouse looked grim, “Do you think he's ready, Admiral?”
Raising a smile, Turnbull answered, “Craig is young but Chief thought the world of him, so I guess that's enough for me. Anyway, the way things are going, there won't be anything left for him to fix!”
Both men had to smile then “Can you hear that?” asked Moorhouse.
“What?” replied Turnbull.
“A voice on the radio …. it sounds like … can't be!” Picking up the fallen chair by the radio station and crouching on it, Moorhouse placed the earphones on his head. He listened “TALISMAN. COME IN TALISMAN....” Static crackled. “TALISMAN …..COME IN TALISMAN. THIS IS COMMANDER FORRESTER ….PLEASE RESPOND TALISMAN...” 
Gasping, Moorhouse answered, “FORRESTER, COME IN FORRESTER. ARE YOU OK?”
“NO, PAUL, I'M NOT OK. LISTEN CAREFULLY. THIS SUB IS POSSESSED, CONTROLLING ITSELF. I'M SLOWING IT DOWN BUT THE THING IS HELLBENT ON DESTROYING PORTSMOUTH. I REPEAT ….. HELLBENT ON DESTROYING PORTSMOUTH.”
The radio crackled, as the doctor shouted “FORRESTER, CAN'T YOU GET OFF? FLOOD IT somehow?”
“NO, I CAN'T. IT HAS CONTROL OF EVERYTHING. I'VE SLOWED THE ENGINES DOWN AS BEST I CAN AND JAMMED THE LOADING TRACKS BUT FOR HOW LONG, GOD KNOWS. LISTEN TO ME. THERE ARE BIO WEAPONS DOWN HERE, SOME STRANGE TYPE OF TORPEDO. YOU MUST STOP THE SUB. SINK IT SOMEHOW. THE LAST TORPEDO WAS FIRED FROM THE STERN TUBE. THAT TUBE CAN'T BE RELOADED AUTOMATICALLY. IT'S THE BLOODY THING'S ONLY WEAKNESS.”
Moorhouse pleaded, “FORRESTER, WE CAN FIND ANOTHER WAY.....” 
“DAMMIT, PAUL. LISTEN TO ME. IF THESE WEAPONS ARE LAUNCHED THEN WHO KNOWS WHAT WILL HAPPEN. SINK THE DAMN SUB.”
The signal was cut off sharply and in frustration Moorhouse slammed the earphones down. “God dammit! What's going on down there?”
“So, Portsmouth is the main target. Doctor, we have to stop that submarine before it reaches England.” Turnbull picked up a chart from the floor and studied it. “We're twenty miles from Portsmouth ….. that's just over an hour's sailing. Like Forrester said we have to sink it. There's a lot more at risk than simply military vessels. We have to assume that the civilian population is also a target.” Turnbull knew that Alison and the boys were at Portsmouth and the possible consequences didn't bear thinking about. 
“Doctor, send out a message to Kentucky and Berlin. Tell them that Portsmouth is definitely the target and request immediate confirmation that they have received the transmission. Inform them that at this point, we can't be sure the Admiralty will receive our communications. Tell Captain Steel on Kentucky to make it clear to the Admiralty that it is absolutely imperative that the dockyards and surrounding areas should be evacuated.”
“Yes, sir, at once.”
“Turret” shouted Turnbull.
“Turret here, sir.”
“How are we progressing?”
“We have four made up, sir. Should we let them go?”
“Yes!” replied Turnbull, gravely. “FIRE AT WILL.” 
Moorhouse couldn't look as one by one the shells were dropped over the side.
“Nothing! Dammit, why don't they blow?” Turnbull slapped his hand on the control panel just as a huge geyser of water shot up and washed over the deck.
“Bridge, this is Turret. We've lost four fuses. Should we continue?”
“FIRE AT WILL.”



Chapter 75
Alison Turnbull was enjoying herself and felt that, despite having to deal with two boisterous boys on her own, the day had gone well. She found herself smiling indulgently as they ran from Information Boards to Exhibits. After all what could be better than taking in the afternoon sunshine. “Not long now,” she thought. Since Laurence had taken the desk job she'd been used to having him around and had forgotten what it was like to have him away for long periods.
She looked out to sea in time to see two vessels coming up the Channel towards the berths. As she shouted, “Boys! Look!” Michael and Stephen turned and ran back vaulting over the mooring posts.
Stephen, the younger lad, peered eagerly in the direction his Grandmother pointed and  spying a naval vessel, his eyes lit up. “Is that Grandad's ship? Is it Grandad?”
“No, Darling, that's not him yet.”
With a look of disappointment, he turned away and sulkily stomped off dragging his feet across the concrete.
“That ferry doesn't look very safe, Nana.” said Michael trying to sound as adult as possible. Alison hadn't looked too closely, but now she took the time to see what Michael meant. Gazing past the destroyer which was just beginning its turn into the dock, she could observe the passenger ferry more clearly and noted that the bow doors, black and charred, were ripped open. The metal appeared bent and twisted like an old tin can. It listed badly as it began to pull into a berth next to the docking destroyer. 
Straining to see the name, she fumbled in her handbag for her glasses. “Michael, can you read the name of that ship?” He walked closer and read hesitatingly, “It's Duc de Barnais, Nana.”
Thanking him, she remembered that Winters and Filmore had been travelling on that ship. Instantly worried, she called the boys and they began to make their way over to the ferry port which lay on the other side of the dockyards. Within a few minutes they arrived on the dock next to the stricken ferry. Before they could get any closer, their way was suddenly blocked by a policeman.
“I'm sorry, Madam. You can't go any further.”
“But,” she exclaimed, “I have friends on board.”
“I understand that, but you'll have to wait until all the passengers have disembarked. In the meantime, you can wait in the Ferry Terminal.”
As Alison nodded her agreement, the boys were becoming increasingly animated and pointing at the huge jagged gap where the doors had once been. “Look, Nana. You can even see the cars and trucks through that hole. I bet it was a bomb!” said Michael.
“No It hit a rock.” shouted back Stephen. 
“Bomb!” snapped Michael.
“Rock!” growled Stephen. 
“OK, OK! That's enough from you two. Whatever happened doesn't matter just so long as everyone on board is safe,” snapped Alison. “Now, let's go and wait in the Terminal.”



Chapter 76
The lights came on once again and the submarine settled after what Forrester could only describe as a blast. “What the hell was that?” he wondered, as he wiped a trickle of blood from his forehead where he had hit the bulkhead. Pulling himself to his feet he tried to raise Talisman but the radio only emitted static. One thing, the sudden blast had seen Keller off for now and it could only be a matter of time before Talisman located the sub. The thought of what those weapons might do if they were launched at Portsmouth continued to fill him with horror, so he began searching frantically for anything that could be used as a tool. He knew enough about torpedoes to know they had access panels that needed removing if they were to be deactivated. Eventually he found something he thought might do the trick. Once again, Forrester made his way quietly to the catwalk below, his boots hardly making a sound on the steel grated floor. He had no idea where the Keller entity was!
All he needed was a few minutes to get a good look at those torpedoes. What he found shocked him, they were vast, almost twice the length of a man. Inspecting one carefully, Forrester ran his hands over the outer casing. Knowing nothing about warheads he steered well clear of the nose, concentrating instead on propulsion. From what he’d seen, this sub required compressed air to force the torpedo to leave the tube but once out, it powered itself. Towards the back he found a panel and utilising the bracket he'd used previously on the engine, managed to unscrew the four big slotted screws and carefully lifted it away. The poor lighting made it difficult to see but on tracing the many wires he realised, with relief, that it was battery-powered. “Good” he muttered. A big old lead battery just to the left of the geared motor was connected to the large brass propeller. Smiling to himself, he thought, “If I disconnect the battery, it won't matter if it's loaded. It'll sink once it's out of the tube!” As he felt about blindly, almost up to his armpit, he suddenly heard, “STOP, Commander!” 
Further up the submarine, Forrester saw Keller. This time there was no transparency. The figure looked completely solid. “You cannot stop the inevitable, Commander. The mission will be completed.” The figure moved towards him menacingly. 
Forrester began to feel scared. He had no idea what the full extent of the spectre’s powers were, and didn’t really want to find out. Then, just as Keller came within metres of him, Stein appeared and blocked the way.
“Move away, Captain. I told you before that this is not your concern.”
Stein shook his head and stood firm, gesturing to Forrester to continue his task. With shaking hands the commander reached further inside the hatch and finally managed to disconnect the terminal. Stein walked towards Keller and faced him down. Then a shocked Forrester watched as the two figures locked together in a silent struggle. Keller's eyes were dark while Stein's burned with a fire that the commander had never seen before. Continuing from one torpedo to the next, Forrester kept one eye on the job in hand and the other on the unbelievable spectacle unfolding beside him. Dropping each screw through the grating ensured that the hatches couldn't be sealed. One last shell remained. As he began to unscrew the final panel he found one screw wouldn't budge and to make matters worse, Stein seemed to be losing the battle, his figure becoming gradually less solid. As the pair locked together, rolling from side to side, Keller wrestled his way on top and now had the upper hand. 
Forrester made a final desperate attempt to turn the recalcitrant screw his cold hands and fingers trembling with the effort. At long last it moved, only a little, but then he hissed “Yes!” as it turned. The panel shifted and lifted away. Watching the spectres from the corner of his eye, he fumbled, groping the wires and pulling with all his strength until they came away in his hand. Then, standing shakily, he knew he had to help Stein if he could, but how? He had no idea of what would happen if he jumped into the fight, but there was only one way to find out! Moving over towards the two figures, his presence obviously surprised Keller but then the spectre smiled. A bolt of blue arced from a panel hitting Forrester in the chest, winding him and sending him to his knees. He recovered to see Stein looking weaker but Keller's actions were becoming noticeably slower. “That's it! This makes him lose strength. Come on then. You want a fight. Fight me!” The commander leapt in between the figures, as he felt he owed it to the captain to at least try. Another arc hit him, less powerful this time, and hurting less.
The fight was suddenly cut short as a boom like a cannon sounded and again the sub rocked wildly. The lights went out and all around nuts and bolts popped shooting across the compartment.
Whatever Talisman was doing up there, she was now right above them and on target. The screech of buckling and groaning steel ceased and Keller was nowhere to be seen.



Chapter 77
Forrester came to painfully. His body was icy cold save for a patch on his neck which seemed warmer than anywhere else. Sitting up he gingerly touched his head. Looking at his hand he saw it was covered in blood and realised he must have hit his head during the last explosion.
Water dripped from the pipes above and the tracks beside him rocked backwards and forwards with a low hum and click. Getting to his feet, he looked them over. “Good!” he thought, “Just as long as they're still out of action.”
Whatever had happened, it had done something radical when it exploded because the sub now had a pronounced list to starboard. For the second time on this horrible day Forrester had, yet again, no idea of how long he'd been unconscious. The last thing he remembered was the blast. As he moved, he kicked something with his foot. Stooping down Forrester retrieved the remains of the small radio. “Well, that's had it,” and he dropped the bits into his pocket. 
A sudden rage built up inside him, “What the fuck, man...... it's a machine and machines break! I'm damned if I'm going to die in this bean can coffin. Come on, think!” Gradually the seed of an idea began to germinate …..
Checking the tracks once more and ensuring the bio torpedo had blocked the others from being loaded, Forrester made his way astern. There was still no sign of either Keller or Stein but at that moment in time, he was past caring. Something was bugging him, niggling in the back of his mind. Bow torpedo control had four tubes; Aft had one. “That's it!” he realised. The tracks didn't go backwards. Only the bow tubes had auto feed. The green light was illuminated so the Aft tube was loaded. Looking above, he noticed a second torpedo lying in a cradle. Beside it was a block and tackle mechanism so it must have to be loaded manually. Forrester realised that if he managed to disable that torpedo the sub should be defenceless. He struggled for what seemed like an hour to get the door open for it to fire, but to no avail. 
 Okay then! He had to contact Talisman. Hoping against hope that Keller's bloodlust and passion for revenge made it imperative for him to shoot at something, Forrester had to try to get the ship to act as bait and tempt the killer into firing this torpedo. 
Right then. That radio had to work. Moments later found him tinkering with the broken bits. He wasn't, as a rule, a religious man but he was praying it would function, although it was clearly a long shot. Jamming the batteries in he pushed the holding wires against torn off solder joints and was rewarded with a sudden crackle and hiss from the tiny speaker.  
Pressing the button gently, Forrester spoke quietly, “TALISMAN. I REPEAT TALISMAN. THIS IS FORRESTER, OVER.” He repeated the call until a faint voice responded, “WE READ YOU, COMMANDER.” 
“LISTEN CAREFULLY AS NO FURTHER COMMUNICATION WILL BE POSSIBLE. ALL FORWARD TORPEDO TUBES SABOTAGED. ONE AFT TUBE LEFT ACTIVE. ONE TORPEDO READY TO FIRE. SET UP SUBMARINE WITH AFT TUBE SHOT ON TALISMAN. ONLY WAY. PLEASE CONFIRM.”
A voice began to speak then silence as a small whiff of electrical smoke emanated from the radio and then there was no more. That was it. He'd done all he could. Now it was time for waiting and praying that they'd understood what he meant. Returning to the aft torpedo tube Forrester fervently hoped Keller would take the bait. Another explosion boomed and shook the sub, this time from a distance away, followed by a blast from closer range, then silence.
Bracing himself against the bulkhead, the commander listened and heard the diesels in the next compartment change tone and the sub listed further. The diesels quieted and a humming from the generators took over.
“That's it,” he thought. The sub began to creak and groan. It was diving on battery power probably to firing depth. Over the gentle hum, faintly, but with increasing volume, the unusual, yet unmistakeable, sound of cavitations began ….. Talisman's telltale sound, and she was moving fast. Then as he continued to listen, he heard a clunk. “The door” thought Forrester. “The bloody outer door!” As he leapt to his feet to watch, the gauge began to rise, the needle stopped, the green light flickered, dimmed and changed to red followed immediately by a rush of bubbles. The torpedo was away. Quietly he counted as the seconds ticked by. Then a feeling of chilling horror, “What was he doing?” That fish may be out of the tube but it was heading straight for Talisman! Moments later there was a sickening thud of an explosion very close by. The sub seemed to rear up and yet again the air was filled with jets of water from pipes, joints and seals. Forrester listened intently.  
Still the cavitations continued......  



Chapter 78
Klaxons sounded loudly as Winters walked over the deck and down the gangplank on his way to move the car. There appeared to be a buzz of activity and far off in the distance he could hear rumbles of what sounded like thunder. Something was definitely going on. Sailors ran in all directions. Winters hurried across the dock, keys in hand. The Ford Granada sat on the otherside of the fence beyond which a crowd of people had begun to congregate. Flashing the pass he had just been given by Commander Steel, he made his way past the MPs. 
“Donald. Hello!” called a familiar voice and he turned to see Alison Turnbull. “What's going on?”
Winters knew he had to get Alison and the boys away from Portsmouth.
“Come with me, please, my dear,” he replied urgently, “I've very little time to explain.” Taking her arm and making sure the boys were following close behind, he moved away from the crowd.
“I've been waiting for Laurence,” she said quietly, “but when I saw your ferry and with him being so late, I knew something was very wrong.” 
“I haven't been told much, Alison, just that Laurence is OK, but there is something wrong out there and he would want you safely out of Portsmouth.”
“Donald, tell me what you know. Please.”
“All I know for sure is that something is threatening Portsmouth and Laurence is trying to stop it. Now, please. Take these keys for the Ford Granada over there and drive. Go back to London. The Admiral will be in touch soon, I'm sure.” Opening the back doors for the boys to jump in excitedly, he held the driver's door open for their grandmother.
“But what about you?” she asked timidly.
“I'm going out on that American ship to see what I can do to help Laurence. Now go!”
The big car purred and Winters watched as it moved out of sight.
Both docks had become noticeably busier, as far off in the distance there was the rumble of yet another explosion. Running as fast as possible to the dockside he jumped over the gap just as the gangplank was being removed. The engines made the deck tremble as the destroyer moved from her mooring, passed Berlin which was now starting her engines, her stack slowly building up thick grey smoke. Winters found his way to the Bridge where Steel and Filmore were waiting, watching as Kentucky moved beyond the wall and out into the Solent.
“There, sir!” shouted a lookout pointing as he stared through his binoculars. Winters picked up a pair from the map table and looked out to sea.
“Good God! Is that Talisman?”
“It is. She looks to be in a bad way, sir. Multiple fires and heavy damage to her bow and side. She's still going though. We're closing on her,” he reported to Commander Steel. 
Filmore scanned the surface of the water. “Donald, is that a …...?”
Winters finished the question “..... snorkel? Yes it is,” as it went out of sight below the surface.
“It's firing,” stammered Filmore.
Steel shook his head, “Talisman can't take another hit but we might. Helmsman, put us between Talisman and the last sighting of that sub.” Picking up the intercom, he ordered, “All hands, clear forward compartments A through D. All decks, close all watertight doors and prepare for impact.”
“There, bubbles! Now speed!” The white trail led straight forward and hit with a huge explosion that rocked Kentucky and knocked the two civilians to the floor.
“Helm, evasive action. Avoid Talisman,” shouted Steel. The two huge ships turned broadside, seemingly so close the crews could shake hands, but due to the skill of both helmsmen neither ship received a scratch!
Steel stood up straight and dusted himself down. “Helm, keep us between whatever that is out there and Talisman. Radio, raise the Talisman and ask if they require any assistance from us.” Then regaining the intercom, Steel ordered, “All hands to damage control parties. All department heads report in ten minutes. I repeat, report in one zero minutes.”
“Commander, I have Admiral Turnbull for you.”
Taking the radio, Steel asked, “ADMIRAL, ARE YOU ALRIGHT?” 
Turnbull's voice came over shaken but clear, “COMMANDER STEEL, I THANK YOU. THAT WAS ONE BRAVE MANOEUVRE. OUR CASUALTIES ARE HEAVY BUT WE'LL BE FINE. I TRUST YOUR VESSEL IS OK?” 
“IT IS, SIR. I'M WAITING FOR A FULL REPORT.”
“COMMANDER, WE'VE BEEN GIVEN INFORMATION FROM A CREW MEMBER STUCK ABOARD THAT THING, THAT SHE MAY NOW BE UNARMED.”
“UNDERSTOOD, ADMIRAL. AM I TO UNDERSTAND THAT THIS IS NOW A SEEK AND DESTROY MISSION DESPITE YOUR LOST MAN.”
A silence, then one word came over the receiver, “AFFIRMATIVE.” 
 “UNDERSTOOD SIR. ADMIRAL, I HAVE TWO CIVILIANS ABOARD. THEY MIGHT BE OF SOME INTEREST TO YOU.” 
“LAURENCE, HOW ARE YOU?”
“WINTERS, IS THAT YOU?”
“YES, ADMIRAL. IT'S ME. I WAS ON MY WAY TO DO SOME RESEARCH IN LORIENT AND I SEEM TO HAVE GOT CAUGHT UP IN THIS.”
“DONALD, I MEANT TO CONTACT YOU REGARDING THAT SUBMARINE THAT YOU WANTED HELP WITH, BUT I'VE BEEN SIDETRACKED BY THIS EXERCISE.”
“LAURENCE, BETWEEN YOU AND ME, I THINK WE BOTH KNOW THIS ISN'T THE RIGHT TIME. LISTEN, I'VE MANAGED TO SEND ALISON AND THE BOYS TO SAFETY.” 
 “GOOD MAN!” grunted Turnbull in relief. Now he knew he had to tell his old friend more.  
“LISTEN, DONALD. WE SEEM TO BE DEALING WITH A U-BOAT.”
  “IMPOSSIBLE!” gasped Winters. 
“I KNOW, BUT I HAVE AN OFFICER STUCK ON IT.” 
“THAT SUB WAS LAST SEEN FORTY YEARS AGO. A MEMBER OF THE CREW CONFIRMS SHE WAS REAL, A REAL BIG ONE.
“ANYWAY, YOU'RE QUITE CORRECT, THIS ISN'T THE RIGHT TIME. TURNBULL OUT.” 




Chapter 79
Forrester realised he couldn't do anything useful down in the bows of the sub so climbed upwards as quickly as possible until he finally managed to squeeze through the half closed hatch in the control room. Stein hovered to one side, almost invisible and obviously spent. Keller stood further away, eyes glittering malevolently. Neither seemed to notice Forrester's  appearance, or if they did, neither reacted. The spectres appeared to be locked in a silent stare down!
Only when the commander entered the room did Keller acknowledge him, “So, your friends live for another day. Look!” and with a gesture, the periscope slowly descended. “Take a look,”
Forrester peered through the viewfinder. After his eyes had taken a moment to adjust he scanned 360 degrees.
“Do you see now? I have shot my last torpedo and you have sabotaged my bow tubes. Three against one – hardly sporting of you now, is it?” sneered Keller. “Look at that.”
Coming out of the port, Forrester saw Berlin.

“Why don't you stand down?” queried Forrester. “You know you can't win this.”
“Perhaps not, but I can cause maximum pain just as I suffered.”
“Do you think your family would want more blood shed? We can end this.”  
“How dare you?” hissed the spectre. “What do you know about me?” Losing his temper and with a flick of his hand, the periscope spun round hitting Forrester who felt a sickening, stinging pain as the blood flowing from his burst nose, streamed down into his mouth.
“You cannot stop me Your vessels may destroy this submarine but as you can see, we are very close to our target.”
“You have no weapons, Keller.” spluttered the commander.
“That remains to be seen,” smirked Keller.
The deck began to shake as the engines revved harder and the speed increased. The controls on the Bow plane moved and danced as the needle began to rise.
Forrester was amazed. “You're surfacing?”
“Yes.”
Grabbing the periscope the commander looked ahead.
“Look! we are already entering the Solent.”
The commander watched as water sluiced from the deck soon leaving it completely clear of the sea. The sub surged past Berlin which was now some seven hundred yards astern. 
“Now, witness my revenge,” hissed Keller.
The huge deck gun cleared itself of netting as the recoil from its shell fire ripped through. The gunfire repeated, moments later to be followed by massive explosions on land that sent plumes of smoke high into the air.
“Now for the dockyards.” Keller chortled. The gun aimed again, firing two more salvos, this time shattering Victory, whose masts fell, taking with them her rigging. A succession of shells followed. Soon nearly every building on the seafront was ablaze. 
“Ah! We have company.” Kentucky was now astern and some way behind was the badly listing Talisman.

The sickening thuds and explosions as the shells found their targets were awful.
“You see! You are no match for my armour. While it is true I cannot sink the vessels I can soon reduce them to burning hulks.”
The sub rocked as two large shells straddled the deck, peppering the hull with shrapnel.
“I wonder why your German friends, as you call them, do not attack? Is it possible that they too wish for revenge over their victors?” 
The figure of Stein began to move forward to try to stop the controls at the helm.
“No you are mine, Captain. You cannot control this vessel, just as you couldn’t control it when you were alive”
A further salvo from the deck gun found a target on Talisman. This time it was answered by a blast from the only remaining forward gun on the destroyer. It hit its mark on the deck, throwing Forrester down. In the hull, water could be heard sloshing, filling the lower spaces. However, the guns still fired. Keller stood calmly, though his figure was not quite as substantial as before.
“At last, Wolf, you will fight and win as your
destiny allows.” 




Chapter 80
Kentucky was now taking fire.
“Sir! We can't shelter Talisman any longer. We're taking a heavy beating.”
“Fire control have the fires out, so we're not at risk yet. Stay close to Talisman. That's an order.”
“Sir, Berlin, the sub's leaving her alone.”
“Why? That makes no sense!” 
Winters muttered almost to himself, “That's why! Commander, it sees the German ensign. Think about this. The sub has been underwater for forty years so it doesn't know that the war is over. That's why she is leaving Berlin alone!”
Filmore looked at the u-boat now it was closer.
“Look, Donald.” he urged.
Winters turned to see what Filmore was gesturing at, and then as plain as day saw the registration on its conning tower – UX505.
“By God, Filmore! That's the one we've been searching for. She is real!” This speech was cut short as shrapnel whistled through the Bridge window.
“Yes, dangerously real,” groaned Filmore.
Steel shouted to the Helmsman, “Put us in front of that thing. It's better that we get the hits rather than Portsmouth dockyard.”
“Aye, sir!”
“Commander, do you speak German?” enquired Winters. 
“No, but my Communications Officer, Sims, does. Why?”
Winters pulled out his notebook and scribbled down some notes then passed them to Sims.
“Relay this message to Berlin then to Talisman, if you please.”
After receiving the Commander's permission, Sims began the transmission.
“What are you doing, Winters?” asked Steel.
“Obviously, whoever is controlling that sub is unsure whether Berlin is an ally or not. Let's give it one. I've requested Berlin to attack Talisman and us, if you agree, with blanks. Make it look like a real attack, enough to cause a distraction while we take care of the blasted thing.” 
“Very good, Winters, but say someone is watching. It ain't gonna take too long to realise the shells ain't real,” sneered Steel, his thick nasal accent really coming through. 
“Life jackets and oil, Commander – we have to look injured,” snarled Filmore.
“Good! Bloody good!” laughed Steel. “It's so crazy it might just work!”
“Sir, Berlin has acknowledged and will commence immediately,” reported Sims.
Picking up the intercom, the Commander alerted his crew.
Soon, Berlin was sending salvo after salvo, her ensign blowing bravely from the main radar mast. It wasn't long until the decks were engulfed with black smoke.
“Let's keep moving, spread that muck and send over a few blanks but make sure they miss.”
Gunshots lessened from the sub as she appeared to be sinking lower in the water. 
“What's going on down there, Turret. Send her some fire.”
“We can't, sir. We've sustained damage to the ring. Estimate two hour repair.”
“God dammit, get firing. Make angle -20 degrees and we'll steer the boat gun. Aim using your best guess. For God's sake get some fire out there.” 
“Commander, we have Talisman on speaker.”
Turnbull's voice came through, “KENTUCKY COME IN. KENTUCKY. WE HAVE NO OPERABLE GUNS. WE NEED A SCREEN OF SMOKE WHILE WE MAKE PREPARATIONS FOR A RUN. IF ALL GOES TO PLAN WE'RE GOING TO CUT THAT SUB IN TWO. PLEASE MAKE READY TO COLLECT BOATS BUT ONLY AFTER TARGET HAS BEEN NEUTRALISED. DO YOU UNDERSTAND ME?” 
“YES ADMIRAL, WE COPY.”
“GOOD! NOW GET ON WITH IT, COMMANDER. I NEED YOU TO BLOCK OUT THE SUN!”
 “Crazy son of a bitch” grinned Steel.
Winters nodded, “Yes, but brave too.”
“Hard choice to make when you have a man on board the very vessel you're about to destroy.”
“Ours is not to question why. Ours is to do or die!” murmured Filmore slowly and quietly.
“Sir, look over there. Talisman is abandoning ship.” 
“Very good. Let's give them some cover. Stoke up all those deck fires, throw on some oil – shoes – rubbers - anything - I don't care what, I want that smoke thick and black!” Clicking the intercom to ship wide, Steel spoke calmly, “All crew members. Shortly we're about to help end this. I want all guns operational. I want you to fill that sub with lead on my order. Hell if you haven't got a gun, you’re throwing potatoes from the galley. Now stand by!”  



Chapter 81
Forrester stood up uncertainly, reaching out instinctively to steady himself. “Give up, Keller. It's over.”
“Really!” sneered the spectre. You thought you could lie to me, didn't you? No war!”
“The war has been over for forty years.” argued Forrester. 
“Never! Look for yourself, that German destroyer is firing on your ship and the American. They're burning so perhaps this won't be the end after all!”
Forrester was badly shocked. This couldn't be happening. Hoping against hope that it was some trick of Turnbull's, he kept his mouth shut and his poker face on. Staring through the viewfinder, all he could see was devastation with the seafront ablaze, with flames leaping up and destroying all in their path. Kentucky was engulfed in a blanket of thick black smoke. Talisman, he paused, was nowhere to be seen. His heart sank. She surely couldn't have gone down but his frantic search revealed nothing but smoke, fire and the Berlin. Her guns recoiled, belching smoke, raining havoc as the ship closed on Kentucky. He could see orange flames licking along her deck surrounded by what looked like piles of bodies, blackened and charred. 
“You see,” sneered Keller. “It is over. One more victory for Germany.”
Swallowing hard, the commander thought perhaps the entity was correct, but as he continued to peer through the scope, he noticed that the barrels of Berlin's guns weren't pointing upwards at Kentucky but instead, downwards.
“Maybe, maybe not!” replied Forrester and just at that moment a salvo of gunfire hit the sub right on target. Smoke started to fill the sub and air could be heard rushing up through the hatch as water began to rush in. Taking a final glance through the scope, the commander realised what was happening. Through the quickly dissipating smoke screen, Talisman, her bow gone, decks torn away or burning, bore down on the now crippled u-boat.
Before Forrester could speak, a voice loud, clear and confident called, “It is finished, Keller. You have lost.”
“Never!” screamed the spectre. Stein's apparition gained in strength. Again they came together, this time for a horrible eye-gouging contest.
Forrester ran to the hatch. Looking down he could see that the lights were now mostly underwater, flickering eerily in the green gloom. He felt the air rushing in as pressure began to rise and so he pushed with all his might in an effort to close the lid but it was to no avail. Soon water was pouring through and the bow starting to tilt downwards. He could hear the roaring sound of the wake from the fast-approaching Talisman and thought what a stupid end this was, trapped here, in a rusty tin can. Nothing to look forward to now - his career, friends and, above all, his beloved family. 
Suddenly, the lights flickered and dimmed. He stood as far away as possible from the fighting couple but to his surprise, they stopped. “Enough, Keller. You've got what you wanted, revenge, death and destruction,” shouted Forrester over the sound of the rushing water. “Now another person will never be able to see his family again, just like you. I hope that's what you wanted.” 
To Forrester’s surprise, the look of darkness in Keller's eyes turned to sadness, almost regretful, and with that he was gone. The lights flickered as the last of the batteries succumbed to the sea. All that was left was the figure of Stein who stood close to Forrester. The captain saluted him and smiled. Forrester saluted back and whispered, “Thank you for everything.” Stein nodded and with a gesture said, “Go.” and pointed up the ladder to the hatch.
With a gasp of understanding, the commander scrambled swiftly upwards. Reaching the top, he turned and looked back to see Stein straighten his cap and disappear for the final time.
As Forrester made a last, but fruitless attempt to turn the wheel, there was a dreadful noise unlike anything he'd ever heard before. Then there was nothing but blackness.



Chapter 82
Turnbull replaced the radio back onto the receiver clip and turned to Moorhouse. “I'm turning the ship on a wide arc. This should keep us behind the smoke screen. Then I want you to take charge of the lifeboats.”
“But sir...”
“God dammit, Paul. Follow my orders.” Then turning to the intercom, Turnbull ordered, All hands, report immediately to your lifeboat station. Abandon ship... I repeat… Abandon ship. Go, Paul! Engine Room,”
“Aye, sir, Craig here.”
“Alex, rig the engines to full speed then get you and your staff to the lifeboats.”
“Aye, sir. You have all four turbines working,” came the response.
“Good! Now go.”
Moorhouse stood beside the Bridge wing door. “Admiral?”
“Yes, Doctor?”
“You will try to get clear, won't you?”
Turnbull said nothing but turned away to hold the wheel. Moorhouse ran down the port side, coughing and spluttering through the oily fumes. All boats except one had gone. Chief Engineer Craig stood holding it steady, waiting for Moorhouse to jump in.
“Let's go, but stay close as we may need to grab the Admiral.”
“Aye, sir,” the mechanic nodded as he powered the small craft away.
Turnbull, alone on the Bridge, walked slowly around. “Well, old girl. It's just you and me. Don't fail me now because I'd very much like to see the boys again and my dear Alison. This may hurt but you can hold together.” Checking one last time that the boats were clear, Turnbull began to steer the large ship on a straight path. Kentucky had been ordered to match speed with the u-boat until the last minute. Talisman was revved up as far as she could go, well past the 'twenty five knot shimmy'. With her stern shaking, loose items began rolling off tables and charts fell from pegs on walls.
A great blast from Berlin sent columns of water and shrapnel up into the air. Smoke cleared as Kentucky moved away quickly. As the grey, rusting mass of the sub loomed before him, the admiral swore, “Jesus Christ! Would you look at that!” Talisman was quickly closing the distance to the now-stationary and perilously listing submarine with her decks completely awash. 
Looking at his watch, Turnbull counted down from ten, the seconds ticking by until the u-boat was no longer visible on the surface. A great cacophony of twisting, grinding metal followed and Turnbull fell to the floor trying desperately to hold the wheel amid ship. From below, he could feel his ship's keel ripping through the sub as it pushed it under. What was left of Talisman's devastated bow rode up in the water for a moment then settled. The initial impact brought 'Talisman' to a near halt but the surging momentum soon began to push her forward again. The two huge sections of hull still connected by twisted steel sheets bumped and scraped down the destroyer's hull before separating, turning turtle and finally going under. 
Cheers from the surrounding boats broke the ensuing silence. Turnbull rested his head on the wheel breathing a huge sigh of relief. As he gazed out over the debris field he suddenly remembered Forrester, and the enormity of what had just occurred slowly began to sink in.  



Chapter 83
Forrester had always laughed when anyone remarked about seeing their life flash before them when death was mentioned. Not anymore! Everyone and everything had flashed into his mind in one brief instant. In fact, he thought the light he saw in front wasn't bright, but quite dull. Actually, he hadn't realised what was happening until he abruptly felt himself manhandled over the side of a boat. 
Then a familiar voice said, “Well well well, Look what I've just fished out. That's my second biggest catch of the week! My luck must be in.” and he felt a hard tug.
A sailor at the rear of the same boat noticed something floating close by, its contrasting white colour standing out against the murky water. Reaching over the side he scooped it out and placed it at his feet to dry.
He couldn't remember much more for a few days. Slowly, everything came flooding back. Many people read his report and said that his account of the two apparitions was clearly due to the stress of his ordeal, but as Doctor Moorhouse said, it made for one hell of a story.




Chapter 84
Six months flew by. Rest, relaxation and a complete ban on all work-related matters, by both the Navy and Emma, had left Forrester champing at the bit to get back to sea. His wife constantly questioned his readiness. After all, neither the nightmares nor the cold sweats had entirely gone away.
The letter requesting his presence at the Navy yard to inspect his new command had come as a welcome relief from playing with his daughters and walking baby Max. The day finally arrived. His alarm chirped 0505 and he silenced it with a slap. Some old habits were difficult to break. Turning over, he hugged Emma before rolling out of bed. Still half asleep, he stubbed his toe on the door frame on the way into the bathroom. “Fuck's sake!”
After his run, coffee and breakfast with the girls, he dropped Max off with Emma's mother and they were good to go. A knock at the front door sent both girls running to answer it.
“Uncle Paul!” shouted the pair in unison. Moorhouse strolled in, resplendent in full whites. “Shh!” he whispered, handing each a bag of sweets, “Don't tell your mother! Oh and hide these chocolate buttons for Max, will you? Whit Whoo! Look at you, Commander! If Emma doesn't divorce you, I might have to start an affair with you! Hi Emma, is Max giving you any sleep?” 
“Actually, he's a very good baby but he's a bit young for this trip,” laughed Emma.
Forrester grinned, “It's good to see you, Paul. Where've you been for six months? 
“Ah well! They keep me busy. Anyway, are you ready to go?”
After a while longer, Moorhouse steered the large MK 2 Jaguar off the gravel drive and sped off towards the M3. The journey was almost over before Forrester realised he had spent almost the whole trip staring out of the car window. Emma placed her hand on his leg, “You OK, Commander?”
“Hmm?” he shrugged, “Yes. Just a little scared, I suppose.” They held hands for the rest of the way, as Moorhouse finished singing Emily's version of “One thousand and eleven green bottles standing on the wall.”
The carpark was full. “You'd think we'd merit a reserved spot, wouldn't you?” snorted the doctor.
“Molly,” he whispered, “Go and move that cone over there for me!” Eagerly, the little girl jumped out and excitedly danced around the cone as the car pulled into the now vacated space. Emma gave him one of her looks!
“What? No one will ever tell a little squirt like her off, plus, we are late!”
After hurrying through the security gate, where they showed their ID cards, Moorhouse went round to the back of the car and came back with a black velvet box under his arm. Forrester remembered seeing it stashed in the car boot. He was puzzled as Moorhouse handed it to him.
“For me?”
“Yup!”
Opening the box, Forrester gazed at the contents. Nestling on the red, velvet cushioned interior was a hat. Gently lifting and examining it carefully he saw it was very old and worn. Its yellowed, once white fabric was crumpled and faded, its black peak bent. Yes, very worn but well loved. “Is this...?” 
“Yes, it was pulled out of the debris field after you were recovered,” smiled Moorhouse.
“This was Captain Stein's hat. I saw him wearing it before he disappeared.” Forrester replaced the hat in the box and hugged his friend gratefully.
“Argh! Get away!” laughed Moorhouse. “Are you ready?”
Forrester nodded and they left the girls with Emma who led them round to the VIP seats.
Rounding the corner, his jaw fell open. There, by the dock was 'Talisman', her paint gleaming, decks shining brightly and not a single sign of damage. She bristled with new technology, radar – the new type of ground-to-air.
 “Paul, did you know about this?”
“Maybe!” he grinned, “but Chief Craig and the yard crew are the ones to thank. She's a new ship, every nut, bolt, washer and patch has been fixed or replaced. Come on, man.”
The dock was lined with seamen in whites, a space left in the centre for a podium. 
Emma and the girls took their places quickly leaving two seats vacant beside them.
Admiral Turnbull approached the rostrum, cleared his throat and began, “When I left this command, I thought no one could run my ship better than me. And for quite a while, I was proved correct. Until I met this man and after seeing how the crew responded so readily to him, I finally realised what had to be done. So without further ado can I ask Commander Forrester to step forward. Or should I say, CAPTAIN James Forrester. On this date 12/02/1986 I hereby give you command and captaincy of HMS Talisman.”
Forrester shook hands and smiled, “I've never been one for words. I know I've served with most of you, and to those who are new to Talisman and me, welcome.”
Turnbull handed Forrester a letter and an insignia. “We lost some brave men a few months ago and the aim of this ship and its crew is to endeavour to make them proud. One of those lost was Chief Wilton Granger. This leaves us with an opening. Please step forward Acting Chief Engineer Alex Craig. For your courage and bravery under fire in the worst possible circumstances, I hereby promote you to Chief Engineer Alex Craig of HMS Talisman with all the benefits that this rank allows.” 
The next few days passed in a blur as Forrester explored Talisman, her old dated rooms and cabins now resplendent and completely refurbished with the most modern equipment. The galley was gleaming and Moorhouse had proudly shown the captain around the very modern surgery and operating theatre.
Moorhouse reclined against the huge window as Forrester sat in his new chair on the Bridge. Forrester clicked his fingers and asked, “Shall we take her for a spin, Doctor?”
“Why not, Captain,” grinned his friend.
“Communications, contact Portsmouth Harbour Control and notify them of our shake down cruise. Helm. Prepare for departure.
Forrester watched as the ship skirted the Isle of Wight. The Channel beckoned. Picking up the intercom, he called, “Chief Craig. Full speed ahead, if you will.”
“Aye, sir!”
The bow waves crested higher as the speed quickened. As they moved, the once subtle deck vibrations increased and charts fell from the table. Looking over at Moorhouse, the Captain laughed, “Well, we can't fix everything!”
…..



Chapter 85
Meanwhile, on shore, a lone figure watched from the headland as the vessel sailed out to sea. His long, black jacket collar was pulled up high and his hat slouched low. His hand tapped on the rail as he watched. A scruffy young man, with long greasy blond hair was passing.
“Hey! Nice ring mate. What does that shape mean anyway?”
The man rubbed his fingers over the gold ring, its black sun decoration glinting. Smiling at the young man, he said quietly, “Danke Schön” 



Epilogue
The sun shone through the large multi-paned windows. An old man polished and cleaned the glass, one by one. Removing a cloth from his brown coat pocket he rubbed away a last smear of dust.
Disturbed by a faint whimper from a nearby, he smiled and stopped cleaning. Leaning over the small figure in the hospital bed, he smoothed a streak of reddish hair from a young infant's face and crooned softly “Shhh, little one.”
He greeted a young nurse as she approached the small bedside to check the liquid dripping from a glass bottle suspended from a stand.
“She seems to be doing well, “he murmured softly.
The nurse folded the covers back exposing a crepe dressing, and lifted it to reveal a large red patch of burnt skin on the child's upper right thigh. The nurse nodded in approval as she changed the dressing. “She's doing just fine. Such a pretty little girl. As the nurse straightened the soft white bed sheets under the child's chin, she stirred, sighed then settled once more.
Making his way to the other side of the cot, the old man scooped a worn and singed teddy bear from the cupboard and tucked it under her arm. He read the label and whispered, “If only we knew her surname. Petra, such a beautiful name.”
A voice from over their shoulder broke the moment. They turned to see a well-dressed, middle-aged man at the foot of the small bed.
“Richter. Her name is Petra Richter. She is my daughter.”
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FRIENDS IN LOW PLACES



Chapter 1
It was a bitterly cold night with mercury levels well below freezing. The sun, so low on the horizon it spread only a dim light across the ice and snow. Here at the small Soviet Naval Base at the top of the world was the home of Russia's mothballed diesel fleet.
Line upon line of outdated hardware rotted, silently waiting for an opportunity to be used, a chance that for most would never come. Perhaps it was the fact that these weapons from a bygone era were useless in modern warfare or maybe it was because of budget cuts that meant this installation was manned only by a skeleton force of troops, alone and isolated.
A light shone dim and yellow, a stark contrast in the otherwise bleak white snow. It came from an icicle laden cabin half-buried in a snow drift, overlooking the facility with direct access to the open sea.
Suddenly, a bright lamp flicked on, illuminating a section of water from a spotlight on the seaward side of the cabin. The beam swept the harbour and its surrounding banks before it darkened again.
A shrill whistle broke the silence, its pitch wavering and slowly dying away. “A boiling kettle, such a welcome sound!” thought Yuri Pleskov as he entered the cabin finding it wasn't much warmer inside than out. The welcome glow of a stove gave a feeling of safety after his return from the latest security sweep. “I don't know why we bother!” grumbled Yuri, blowing into his hands to warm them.
“The day we didn't would be the day someone would choose to steal one of those pieces of junk,” replied Stefen Komonov.
“Oh, please! They should just come and take them. It'd save us a job. Two weeks out here! At least the men in the main base have entertainment while we're stuck here day after day.”
“Well! I'm sorry you find my company so boring, Yuri.”
“Come on. You know what I mean, my friend.”
“Yes, I do, but think, in just over a week we'll be off duty and some other poor wretches will be here instead.”
Yuri poured two coffees and cradling his hands around his mug let the steam warm his reddened cheeks. Although his large fur hat kept his head warm, he had often thought that his nose might drop off in this temperature! He had often said that he wanted action but he was soon to regret that wish for many a year after this night!
The pair settled back and time seemed to drag interminably but as the clock hands reached 5 am, Yuri said grinning, “Your turn, Stefan.”
“Okay, okay, you don't have to take such delight in reminding me,” moaned Stefan, dressing for outdoors, then opening the door. Yuri snapped “Close the door, you're letting the heat out!.
A small groan and a slight thud made Yuri look up in curiosity. “Stefan? Stefan! Are you Ok?” he called. There was no answer but as he looked through the window, the light shining out over the sea was doing its familiar dancing shimmer, so he sat back down, his back to the door.
A few minutes later, the door opened allowing the cold air to rush in. “Stefan, close the door, quickly,” he shivered and turned to complain but as he did so, felt a warm feeling, a thud, then nothing. He eventually became aware of being manhandled and tied to a chair beside Stefan, arms and legs bound, with tape sealing their mouths and eyes. “Shut up, stay still and I may not be forced to kill you!” came a voice low and quiet.
The outside security light went off and a person, dressed completely in white left the hut to stand by the jetty checking a watch. Reaching into a pocket he spoke softly into a small radio, “We are go.”
“Fifteen minutes. Mark that,” came an answer. Soon a low drone could be heard, not loud, barely audible over the quiet waves slapping against the jetty. Two small boats, black as the water they sailed on, came into the harbour, slowly so as not to cause a wake. After a matter of minutes in open water they lay safely hidden behind the huge ghostly shapes moored at the frozen covered dockside whilst the security light made another pass. Four figures in identical white camouflage suits with covered faces, hid behind a dock pile whilst the sweeping light completed its security check.
A voice ordered quietly, “Three, over. You take number six. We'll take fourteen. Remember, we have only fifteen minutes before the next light check, so be ready to get out of sight.”
The figures split up and went in opposite directions, finding their specific dock by counting. They flashed a torch and a small boat arrived in response beside one of the giant hulls. With another flash the second team had a craft at its target point. Moving quickly, the two person teams unhitched the frozen moorings and the ropes slipped silently into the frigid water. Lines passed from the boats and were securely attached to the bows of numbers six and fourteen. A chirp of the radio and a low voice commanded, “Take cover.” Seconds later, the security light began its sweep again. The interlopers and their crafts stayed close to the large dark hulls until the light passed over them. “Fifteen minutes” came that voice again, “Mark.”
“Are you sure these little boats will move them,” someone asked.
“These have the most powerful diesel engines available. They're slow but once they're moving we won't have a problem.” The revs increased on one of the boats and the prop caused a wash. “Keep still!” hissed the voice, “Nothing!” Then finally a rubber fender guard squealed and the large mass began to move. Soon, both boats had secured their targets and were travelling slowly past the cabin from which the intruder exited, whilst simultaneously unzipping the white camouflage suit and rolling it into a waterproof sack. Under it was revealed a drysuit and mask. Then slipping stealthily into the water the person was gone leaving the trussed occupants in the lonely cabin, As the last boat cleared the harbour mouth, two hands were just in time to pull the black clad figure over the rail and into the craft. The convoy slowly continued out into open water.
Speaking quietly into a radio a voice requested, “Show us a light.” A moment later, a green flash responded. Not too far away, two large tugs, their hulls and windows painted black, sat awaiting the small craft. Silently, seamen retrieved them, lifting them up onto the deck and securing the lines. Diesels started up from idle and both vessels began to make good speed into the darkness.
“An excellent night's work, don't you think?” asked a voice. “Two diesel submarines in less than thirty minutes? You did well.”
The figure in the drysuit nodded, removing the mask and rubber hood covering the head. In the dim light there was a glint as a tress of long auburn hair tumbled down the figure's back. “Thank you,” came a soft, low voice. She looked at the man and smiled, “but we're not safe yet.” As the woman removed her drysuit, the man's attention was immediately drawn to the scar of an old burn on her upper right thigh.
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