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Prologue : 26th April 1961 : Oran : Algeria

The man who had taken the title ‘Commandant’ for himself, sat at the head of an oblong table, the atmosphere was not unlike that of a company board meeting where the members were expecting bad news. At thirty six years of age, and a central figure in the resistance to granting Algerian Independence, Commandant Pierre Guillaume spoke through his own exhaustion to the assembled men, all of whom wore the uniforms of the French armed forces. Predominantly they were army but there were a few, like Guillaume had once been, that were Navy officers, for Oran had been an important naval establishment since the French had arrived in North Africa.

‘Gentlemen, I think we must accept that we have failed. France is not willing to stand with us and resist the tide that seeks to overwhelm the Republic. General Challe has surrendered himself and we must all now act on our own consciences, and face whatever retribution descends upon us.’ Guillaume was an aide to the four rebel Generals, and acted as naval counsellor to the Air Force general Challe. Their forlorn cause was to stand against Algerian independence, a war they had been fighting for almost seven years, and during those seven years attitudes of the political far right that they represented had hardened into racism, torture and over the past week, an attempted coup d’etat.

The audience to this speech were hard-line French nationalists, to a man, supporters of the coup, and all members of the nascent Organisation Armée Secrète. The most junior member present was a young Aspirant from the French Navy who stared at the floor both in shame at the failure of the coup and with growing resolve never to be so humiliated again in life. 

The short meeting broke up, men departing in small groups of two or three, leaving the Midshipman alone with Guillaume. ‘Take heart Aurélien, we are not defeated, but frustrated. Our time will come’ said Guillaume, a weary and sad smile on his face.

‘And the immediate future Commandant?’ Guillaume shrugged in an iconic French gesture.

‘For me, prison I suspect, but that is nothing. Soon we shall re-organise and continue our fight.’ He paused and looked at the young man. ‘If I were to give you some advice young man, it would be to quietly return to your ship and serve your country, your participation in our enterprise is minor and will probably pass unnoticed. In times to come we will need trained officers loyal to our cause.’

The Midshipman shook his head. ‘I cannot be loyal to the Republic that has sold our heritage Commandant’ he said, his voice firm and certain. ‘But I shall not lose my loyalty to that which I hold dear.’ Aurélien de Launay came to attention, snapped a salute and departed

Within three months, the idealistic young man, his head full of dreams of power and influence, had left the navy and was seeking his fortune outside mainland France. By a combination of cunning, intellect and sheer brutality, he found not only considerable wealth but he also became a man who used that wealth to forward his own warped agenda on how the world should be. 

Tel Aviv : Israel : February 1984

A pristine white Dassault Falcon 50 private jet, registered to a French charter company, rolled to a crawl at the end of Runway 03 and turned towards the military complex at Tel Aviv’s Ben Gurion Airport. It taxied briskly behind a security screen, concealing it from prying, or merely curious eyes, where the pilots shut down the engines as they went through their post-flight checklists. 

The two passengers who descended the aircraft’s built-in steps were ushered, by men in suits, sunglasses, and concealed earpieces, to a nearby low building that welcomed them with air-conditioned comfort and darkly tinted windows. Waiting for them in that building, were two Israeli’s whose office diaries showed them to be at a film festival and a shipyard respectively. 

Had anyone watching been able to check flight plans and logs for the aircraft, they would have discovered that flying from its operational base on the French island of Mayotte, it had flown to southern Africa and then back again to the Indian Ocean, for a brief stop-over, before leaving for Tel Aviv.

The four men sat round a highly polished circular table; each of them well-known to the others and at least in their own countries, to the public at large. The Defence Ministers of Israel and South Africa, together with the respective heads of the Israeli and South African Defence Forces had come together, as they did regularly to discuss matters of mutual interest. For this hurriedly arranged meeting there was only one item on the agenda, something the two nations had long aspired to.

Despite pro-active diplomacy, both states had remained internationally isolated; the Israeli’s since they occupied the territory taken in the six day war, and the South Africans for the governing Nationalist Party inspired imposition of apartheid. Both governments of whichever political persuasion longed for international legitimacy and that meant effectively an alliance with one or other of the superpowers. 

In the meantime, there were matters of mutual interest. The two countries were rumoured to be co-operating over defence projects and both nations had learned to rely upon their own ingenuities and resourcefulness to develop technology, especially in the field of defence. Both countries however recognised the need for greater international support

Immigration from Russia to Israel had expanded massively over the previous few years but despite that, or perhaps because of it, the Jewish state looked more towards the United States for legitimacy and protection than towards the Soviet Union. The situation for the South African’s was even clearer; they regarded themselves as a bastion against communist infiltration into Africa and in particular against the influence of the African National Congress and what they perceived as its Moscow trained leadership. International acceptance was never going to come about through acceptance, at least for South Africa, and so they had to achieve it by being strong enough to be a permanent feature of the political landscape. The Africans had called the meeting with a hint at positive news.

‘I believe, that with the assistance of our mutual friend, we have found our bargaining tool’ began the South African Defence Minister. 

Two hours later the private jet with its two passengers lifted from the runway and settled into a flight to Paris’s Orly airport where the two men were scheduled to meet privately with French officials, and unofficially with certain senior officers in the French armed forces. 
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Chapter 1 : Near Hartbeespoort : Transvaal : South Africa :  May 1985
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Hendrik Malan was sweating profusely as he drove along the dust covered track towards his comfortable, air conditioned, temporary home. What he wanted, he mused, was a beer, preferably a very cold one, straight out of the ice bucket at his rented house overlooking the Hartbeespoortdam Lake. He was hot, tired and thirsty and he leaned forward in the car to try to let some air circulate, but his sweat-soaked shirt stuck resolutely to the black vinyl seat in the Toyota. Hendrik was a scientist, a highly qualified and clever man, acknowledged by his superiors and colleagues alike as someone who could get things done, and get them done well. He had begun work that morning before the sun had risen, before the heat of the day reached its full, energy-draining, power. The irony was not lost on Hendrik, that heat sapped his own energy, when his whole professional life had been focused on the exact and focused generation of power.

The heat seared into his skin, the intense African sunlight hurting his eyes notwithstanding the protection from his sunglasses. Hendrik had learned that it was pointless opening the car windows; for a start the air outside was as foetid and humid as the air inside the vehicle, and to top that, the insect life in this place was varied, persistent and vicious.

Hendrik had driven this road many times over the past year that he had been assigned to the South African Atomic Energy Board, but he never failed to appreciate the majesty of the scenery. These South Africans, it seemed to him, were a resourceful people, turning what had looked like scrubland into lush verdant farmsteads. It was more than that however, it was something that spoke to him about taking land and creating a permanence. The settlers had been here for hundreds of years and now this was their land. They were the ones making the decisions, wielding the influence and taming the land to their own advantage. Hendrik could empathise with that politically, ideologically and socially, it reminded him of his home and his own family so far away. 

Hendrik was not his real name; it was a persona, an identity created for him by two governments that were threatened from all sides, and who had pledged to put aside their considerable historical and political differences to work together for mutual benefit. Hendrik’s work, considered by the South Africans at least, to be of vital national importance, was at the Nuclear Research Centre at Pelindaba, and the nearby uranium enrichment plant at Valindaba just over twenty miles west of the nation’s capital, Pretoria. Officially Pelindaba existed to provide data and research into energy generation, but the facility was also the home to a select team that were tasked with building clandestine atomic weapons for the nation.

Hendrik’s thoughts, as he drove along the dusty road, turned to home, his real home. The concept of nationality was a strong driving force both for himself and his hosts. Each had a definition, a purpose in preserving their traditions and their way of life and both would consider deploying any means at their disposal to defeat the real and ever-present threats to their continued existence. He drove on into the afternoon glare, the prospect of that cold beer even more tantalising as his lips dried and cracked, his mouth feeling dry and parched.

There was another man, on the same road as Hendrik who was also thinking of home. Geographically and politically his homeland was even farther away from this remote, baking hot and dusty road. He spat into the grass and took a long drink from the water bottle that he clipped back on to his belt. These clothes felt strange, the thin cotton, the khaki colour and the useful but ridiculously large hat that provided shade and respite from the sun. He cursed the man who had sent him there, but he did it with affection. Although he appeared to be staggering along the road, it was an act, a feint to fool the unwary into a trap from which only he could emerge alive. The journey to this place had taken a few weeks of planning and a few days to execute. The only way for him to get to this remote spot had been by trekking and hitching lifts from the unwary and unsuspecting. His master had allies and agents in this country, but they were deemed unreliable and this was a mission that required complete deniability.  

The man removed his hat, exposing his black hair. Cut short, it was damp with sweat. He had been on the road for an hour, and like Hendrik, his shirt was plastered to his body and his head hurt with the glare, but he had a duty to perform and would never shirk that responsibility. He heard the engine long before he saw the vehicle, the heat haze shimmering off the road disguising the car. He staggered into the road and began waving his arms. To all intents and purposes, a driver in distress.

Hendrik saw a white man flagging him down. He had been told that if a native did this then he was to drive on past, that no good could come of stopping, but a white man was different. Danger was everywhere and if a man, a ‘broeder,’ was in trouble you stopped and you helped, no questions asked. Hendrik instinctively looked in the mirror, a pointless act since his was the only car on the road, and he slowed down and came to a stop just in front of the stranger who staggered round to the passenger door and almost dropped in to the car.

‘Thank you’ said his new passenger, sounding exhausted. ‘My car broke down some miles back. Can you take me to Kosmos?’

‘I am going there myself’ replied Hendrik with some reservation. He had become used to the Afrikaner accent, the harsh way in which English was spoken for his benefit, but this man spoke differently, a familiar tone but one that out of context Hendrik could not place. Having said that he thought to himself, a non-local accent was not that unusual, and he dismissed his concerns as paranoia

‘Could we make a slight detour on the way?’ the passenger asked. Hendrik, still thinking of that cold beer was about to politely decline, but the muzzle of the pistol that was pushed into his neck made him think twice.

‘I insist’ said the passenger, his face devoid of expression. Hendrik, if it were possible, began to perspire even more, but this was with fear and not heat.

‘What do you want from me? I have very little money but . . .’

‘Be quiet Shlomo’ said the passenger calmly. He knows my real name, thought the Israeli, understanding now that he should have listened to the warnings his mind tried to give him earlier. This man knows who I am, he told himself, and at that moment he knew, with a terrible, and awful clarity, that he was going to die. Like all Israeli’s Shlomo Biton had done his conscripted military service and had seen violence and death at close quarters. He turned to look at his passenger and saw the coldness in the ice blue eyes. And then he placed the accent; the English spoken with the same lilt as so many that had come to Israel.

‘Let me guess, First Directorate KGB?’ said Shlomo nervously.

‘Special Projects’ replied the passenger in a casual manner. ‘Nothing personal you understand?’

‘Of course’ replied the Israeli scientist, equally casually as he threw the steering wheel violently to the left planning, and hoping, to throw his assassin off balance. At the same time, Shlomo Biton, nuclear research physicist and Israeli Defence Force Reservist, tried to throw a punch with his left hand at the Russian who saw the blow coming and brought the gun down savagely onto the man’s arm, hearing the bone crack as the scientist screamed in pain. Instinctively he pushed the brake pedal and the car slowed down.

‘That was stupid’ said the Russian. Biton held his broken arm

‘Why? Why me?’ he asked simply.

‘You are just an example’ explained the passenger, almost apologetically. ‘My superiors have determined that South Africa will not be allowed to develop nuclear weapons, and, as your job is to help develop those weapons . . .’ He left the conclusion hanging in the air. ‘One of us has to die out here. And it was never going to be me.’ It was said as a simple truth, without arrogance, and that truth was accepted by the other man.

‘Let me say a prayer?’ asked the Israeli. Such a thing was an anathema to the Russian but he nodded, and telling Shlomo to keep his hands where he could see them, he motioned him out of the Toyota. The scientist began an incantation in a language that the Russian assumed to be Hebrew and began rocking to and fro almost in time with the words. Eventually he stopped and looked up.

‘You done?’ asked the Russian, Biton nodded his head. ‘Kneel down then, just here.’ he pointed to a spot in front of him and the Israeli shook his head.

‘I want to face my killer, I want you to look me in the eyes as you do it. And I want to know your name?’

‘Fair enough’ replied the Russian who brought the gun up in one swift movement and shot the scientist once, in the centre of the forehead. The Israeli was dead before his body crumpled to the ground.

‘I am Tchort’ said the Russian. 
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Chapter 2 : Pretoria : Republic of South Africa : January 1984
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Three men met in a comfortable and air-conditioned hotel suite in Johannesburg. They knew each other reasonably well and each tolerated the others as necessary to achieve the ends that they sought. All three held regular meetings to discuss the ‘black’ operations and equipment that the French member of the triumvirate paid for. The other two were both South Africans; an Army officer and the Chairman of a government committee set up to oversee the preservation of the Voortrekker way of life, or at least the version peddled by the government. A world where the white man reigned supreme and everybody else knew their place of servility and stuck to it willingly.

Aurélien de Launay clicked a button on the remote control in his left hand, and a picture of a man in uniform came up on the screen that covered the west wall of the room. 

‘Gentleman’ he said ‘the British Royal Navy have developed a new submarine detection device. They are fitting it to their newest frigate currently fitting out and due to start sea trials within days. If it works, and I believe it will, then it will possibly render the world’s ballistic missile submarines obsolete, or at least redundant until a suitable work-around is developed.’ De Launay let the room fall silent. ‘Whoever has this device has power and control over the world’s oceans.’

‘Who is the man?’ asked the army officer, his chin jutting forward toward the screen.

‘His name is Marcus Brookes, and he is the commanding officer of the ship in question. My organisation has made contact with him and I believe that in return for certain financial inducements he is prepared to come over to us and bring the plans for the system with him.’

‘How do we know he is not a stooge, planted to infiltrate your private little army Mister de Launay?’ asked the third man. His dislike of de Launay was marked. He regarded the Frenchman as little more than a thug; a useful thug admittedly, but he felt that there was no finesse about the man and could not hold back his contempt. 

‘In short, we don’t’ acknowledged de Launay, ‘six months one of my agents, codenamed “dolfyn,” overheard a conversation in a pub about a new device. He listened in and reported what he had learned to his superior based in Paris, who in turn, reported it to me. Dolfyn’s work corroborated something that had been noticed about the hull of the new ship and that also fitted with a number of meetings that we had observed at the research establishment on Portsdown Hill. My conclusion therefore is that the British do have this device and are giving it an operational trial. If we could obtain it, it would transform your Navy or give your government a bargaining tool to achieve that which you most desire.’

‘And what do you get out of this?’ asked the Committee chairman pointedly.

‘We, and by that I mean Direction Droite in France, have a large number of men and women sympathetic to our cause. They range from the humble office cleaners, through military men and officers and even a cabinet minister. All of us deplore the diminution of standards in modern France, the threats to the indigenous population from those that would welcome any man woman or child from any corner of the globe. Being blunt, you want nuclear weapons and launch technology, and I want France to become a world power once again. There are ways that we can work together to mutual advantage.’ 

De Launay pushed the remote control again, revealing a picture of a warship, tied to a birth surrounded by the detritus of construction. ‘This is Her Majesty’s Ship Bloodhound, the vessel we are interested in and, the picture changed to one of the aft part of the ship ‘if you look here’ he walked over to the screen and pointed at a bulge just below the helicopter deck, ‘and here’ he pointed to a similar structural anomaly a meter or so further astern ‘then you can see these projections in the hull that do not appear in any of the other ships in this class. We believe these form part of the system. As to what that is, all we can ascertain is that it is a new method of submarine detection.’

‘Why do you think he will help us?’ said the Committee chairman, a white haired elderly man, who had once been a well-respected General in the Army.

‘Marcus Brookes was born in South Africa, in Blyvooruitzicht to be precise, where his father worked as a mining engineer. When he was seven years old, the family returned to the United Kingdom. From what we can piece together his life here in the Republic was happy, contented and he lived a reasonably affluent lifestyle. Although he has risen to command a warship, he is believed to have become disaffected with Britain, the economic and social inertia, and the lack of opportunity for career advancement. He is single, has no known political affiliation and no known vices, save for avarice. We have been able to access his bank records, he has no savings and we believe owes quite a large sum that he borrowed to purchase high quality consumer goods and an expensive German car. He makes regular payments towards a bank loan and a credit card. 

‘If the British have genuinely developed a new technology and we can appropriate it, through Brookes, then we can extract the price we want to share it.’

‘And that price will be, what?’ asked the older South African.

‘A defence accord with the Israeli’s and the French’ said de Launay calmly. ‘Within that accord will be an acceptance of a nuclear armed South Africa, which will in turn bring about an acceptance, at least on a diplomatic level, from the Americans.’

‘Ambitious’ admitted the Committee chairman, ‘but something we have long coveted. Bring me a detailed plan and I will see if I can support you. In the meantime, the major flaw I see is how you propose to get Brookes away from the British?’

‘He is due some leave and will take a touring holiday in northern France which is where Direction Droite and your people come in.’

‘And the British will just let him walk away? Are you being a touch naïve perhaps?’ 

‘On the one hand, the British cannot lose face by admitting that they have lost their new toy, but yes, since you ask, we are all aware that they will come stealthily and with the intent to kill. We are up to the fight, so the only question is whether you are?’ de Launay raised an eyebrow and received a snort of derision in response.

***
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‘No!’ The speaker slammed the flat of his hand angrily onto the highly polished mahogany table with each repetition of the word ‘No, no, no, no, no!’ He looked around at the six other, middle-aged and middle-class white men, the fire of anger in his eyes as he stared at each one of them in turn. Wearily the Chairman of the meeting, the retired General, returned the stare. They had been here before.

‘Doctor,’ the elderly soldier explained almost wearily, ‘it is clear that our current efforts are not producing results. We need the raw material, we need the expertise and the experience and above all, we need to make something that explodes with a big bang that will scare the shit out of everyone. This new plan is audacious, I’ll grant you that, risky even, especially if we are found out, but it is the only stroke of luck we have had in seven years and the only way I can see of you getting your hands on the quantity of enriched uranium you say you need. I really don’t understand your objections?’

Doctor Pieter Michaels broke eye contact with the Chairman and looked down at his own reflection in the glass-like wood. ‘My objections Mr Chairman’ he announced slowly and carefully, is that we, the scientists, and we,’ he gestured around the table ‘the owners of this land, lose control over the project and therefore its destiny.’ He looked up into the faces of his colleagues again, the military, the politicians and the scientists, and paused to wipe the sweat from his bald head and to clean his glasses, an affectation he had developed many years earlier as a student to give himself time to marshal his thoughts. ‘We stand on the brink of a major breakthrough in the fight against our enemies, internal and external. When, and I repeat that word, when, we develop our own atomic weapons we must do so in strict secrecy, and only when we are ready to explode a test device must we reveal our hand. At that time, it will be too late for anyone to stop us.’ He banged the table again. ‘Do I need to remind any of you what happened at Vastrap once the damned Russians found out?’

That at least got a reaction, two men broke eye contact and looked away, recalling the international furore caused when tests shafts had been dug in preparation for a test firing of a ‘cold’ weapon. Michaels continued.

‘Our main problem, as you all know only too well, is obtaining viable quantities of enriched uranium. We have the raw material, we possess the technology, we have the potential ability to deliver the weapons to target thanks to our missile project with the Israeli’s, but we don’t have the Uranium. This plan’ he stubbed his forefinger into the table to emphasise his point, ‘it’s madness, it turns us from being a serious power to a bunch of burglars creeping about in the night. 

‘We have our contacts with the Israeli’s and the French, we should redouble our efforts into developing our own enrichment plant, here in South Africa.’ He sat back, and mopped his head again.

The politician present to represent the government leaned forward. ‘Gentlemen, we can mine uranium, we can sell uranium but we cannot persuade anyone to sell us the enriched mineral. All our stocks, the little we had, were used in the Phoenix test that proved the viability of the design and the manufacture. We have been working toward this project since 1948 and now our enemies grow stronger and the threats to our future become more pronounced and more overt. We need a bargaining tool, we need a means of forcing someone to help us, and in my experience, the only way to do that is when someone helps themselves at the same time. In short Doctor, the time to develop our own enrichment plant is a luxury we do not have.’

There was silence around the room. Apart from Michaels and the politician, there were representatives of the Army Navy and Air Force, the Minister for Mines who held responsibility for the nations’ stock and production or Uranium, and Kolonel du Toit, representing the Reconnaissance Commando’s, South Africa’s Special Forces; he had been the third man at the meeting with de Launay. In a corner of the room sat at a desk, was a lawyer who acted as clerk and kept minutes of the meetings as he had done for many years. The lawyer played no active part in the meetings and never even recorded his own presence.

Part of the difficulty faced by the men in the room were the deep-seated and implacable divisions between them. The Navy was largely excluded from the operational plans to use the weapons when, or rather if they could be built. They had no viable sea based systems and indeed the current ships of the navy were ageing and thanks to arms embargoes unable in practice to be refurbished. South Africa’s French built submarines were unable to be modified to carry the type of missile that could deliver a nuclear payload. The Navy was not helped by the stigma left from the allegations of incompetence over the sinking of SAS President Kruger. The growing ties with Israel were bearing some fruit with the building of new fast attack boats in Haifa, but even those boats were modifications of a now elderly French design that the Israelis had effectively stolen. The Air Force meanwhile constantly lobbied for more spares to keep their ageing Buccaneers and Canberra’s flying, and the Army, facing the brunt of the combat in Angola and Namibia objected to any resources being diverted away from themselves. Meanwhile the spectre of Cuban backed forces in Angola upped the ante and enhanced the threat that everyone in that room felt.

South Africa was reacting to the threats to her security. The new Cheetah interceptor aircraft were due to come on stream to challenge the Cuban supplied MiG23’s that now sought to control the skies; the Israeli Jericho missiles, designed to carry nuclear warheads were the future deterrent to any aggressor, internal or external, and the industrial giant Armscor continued to develop the weaponry and the systems that South Africa’s continual conflicts required. The difficulty the men in the room had was that all of these were answers in future and their country needed solutions now.

The men in the room had all read the secret dossier given to them a fortnight earlier that outlined the bare details of the project they were now discussing.

‘How do we know we can trust this man?’ asked the Admiral tapping the file in front of him, ‘and how do we know that what he proposes is even viable?’

‘That is something that he has to prove’ admitted the General. ‘But if he can convince us all, then we can obtain a world-leading technology that will have the powers of this planet knocking at our door. And’ he looked round, smiling for effect ‘our price is not only all the enriched Uranium that Doctor Michaels needs, but acceptance of our place in the world.’

‘What’s in it for the Frenchman and the sailor?’ said a voice.

‘Oh, the Frenchman has dreams, what of I cannot say. As for the sailor, he is no patriot to anyone’ replied the retired soldier. ‘It would seem that he may share certain of our views, but let us make no mistake that he is in this for the money. In exchange for the information he proposes to send us, he appears to want land and gold. An age old bargain one might say.’
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Chapter 3 : HMS Bloodhound : Atlantic Ocean : May 1985


[image: ]


In his makeshift plywood cubicle on the bridge, Doctor Griffith ap Griffith was dry retching, again. The scientist, hunched alternately over his equipment, or a plastic bucket that he had purloined from the ship’s galley, was reputed to be an electronics genius and a renowned expert in passive magnetics, the very reason that he was aboard in the first place. Genius he might well be, thought the bridge crew, but a sailor he was not, and he had long since stopped bringing anything up, though there was a lingering aroma of stale vomit hanging in the air that not even the fans and vents of a modern warship could dissipate. 

The warship was rolling; a repetitive, monotonous, gut-wrenching, pendulum motion, falling down into the trough between wave crests and then climbing out again; hitting the water at about 45 degrees off the bow. The corkscrewing feeling was one that even the most hardened sailors detested. The gyrating world outside the ordered and professional calm of the bridge was grey; the sky, the water and even the ship were a dull, lifeless uniform grey with only the occasional white spume blown across the surface of the waves providing a relief in a monochrome world.

HMS Bloodhound, The Royal Navy’s newest frigate, had seemingly been rushed into commission for this voyage, conducting experiments on the new and highly secret piece of submarine detection equipment invented by the green tinged Doctor Griffith; the Passive Magnetic Electronic Array, known by the acronym PaMElA, and treated by Griffith as if it were a real person if his conversations were anything to go by. The urgency of the ship entering service had worked to the advantage of the officers and men suffering in her hull and, as her Captain had dryly observed, adversity bred strength, and the ship was already a cohesive unit with her crew getting to know her, and each other, and quickly working their way into understanding the ship’s foibles and character. Ask any sailor, from any time in history, and they will tell you that each ship is different, that they have a soul as well as in the case of a warship, a deadly purpose. The Type 22’s of which Bloodhound was the latest, were the largest frigates ever commissioned into the Royal Navy and the men that crewed them believed that, at last, they had a vessel packing a punch that matched their skills, knowledge and determination to do the job they were paid to do. That Bloodhound had been selected for a technical upgrade merely gave the new crew something else to be proud of.

The ship was battened down, watertight doors closed as a safety precaution and the only people allowed outside were those that had to be there, and even then only with lifelines attached. To the officers and men of the Bloodhound this was their world as demonstrated by the way the bridge crew stood or held on, as the frigate swung like a hypnotists pocket watch down one side of the wave and climbing the next seemingly sheer face of hard, steel-coloured, water.

‘What’s wrong with doing this in the Caribbean?’ moaned Griffith emerging from his lair and speaking to the bridge at large.

‘You think this is bad Griff, try sailing in a hurricane like they have’ replied the ships navigator and current Officer of the Watch, Lieutenant Commander Chris Anderson calmly, his gaze never wavering from the churning sea. The only response was a scurry of feet and another bout of retching and moaning from the Welshman. Anderson shared knowing smiles with the rest of the bridge crew, their faces glowing red in reflection from the electronic equipment, scopes and displays that ringed the bridge and monitored the operation of Bloodhound.

The speakers on the bridge came to life, only a muted background hiss revealing the source of the voice.

‘Bridge!’ The voice was clipped and terse, unmistakably that of Commander Marcus Brookes, captain of HMS Bloodhound. Neat and precise, the voice effectively described the man; always dressed immaculately, spoke correctly, and wanted his ship run in the same manner. So far he and Anderson had not had many dealings but first impressions were of what might be called ‘happy efficiency’ with a harmonious mood aboard, and the crew seemingly possessing a willingness to show what they could do. It certainly seemed that the ship reflected well on her skipper who had a light touch, trusting his crew to do their jobs. Anderson had been a late addition to the wardroom after the appointed navigator had broken his leg playing rugby and on their first meeting, Brookes’ his eyes were drawn to the blue and white ribbon on Anderson’s uniform.

‘Falklands?’ was all Brookes asked. Anderson who could not admit how he had earned the medal behind the Iron Curtain, had replied neutrally that he had been there, leaving Brookes to draw his own conclusion.

Anderson, a submariner, had never planned to join the surface fleet, but there were seemingly no jobs available in his chosen field. Even so, when his orders had arrived to report to the Bloodhound working up out of Portsmouth, he had remonstrated with his superior officer, Admiral Giles Rutherford who muttered darkly that his hands were tied and that neither of them had any say in the matter. To continue his objections would be a career-ending move and Anderson reluctantly joined his new ship the next day.

Before joining the ship, Anderson had called a few friends and asked about his new ‘boss’ as you were always prone to do in the Navy. The reports were almost universally favourable, the only dissenter being one of his fellow cadets at Dartmouth who had received a lengthy, but appropriate, lecture from Brookes, who was then a First Lieutenant on a Leander frigate, about turning up for duty with a raging hangover and bloodshot eyes.

‘Bridge. OOW’ Anderson responded so that the skipper knew he was speaking to the Officer of the Watch.

‘Anderson, ask Doctor Griffiths if we can change course will you? My lunch is going on the deck if we don’t.’ Anderson grinned.

‘I’ll just take us off speakers shall I sir?’ he picked up a handset and pressed the relevant button on the console in front of him cutting the Captain’s retort off in mid flow. In keeping with all modern warships, the captain’s place in Bloodhound was not on the bridge but in the Operations Room, the intelligence gathering heart and hub of the ship from where Brookes could control his fiefdom.

‘Griff! Skipper wants to know if we can change course?’ Anderson called out.

‘No we can’t’ came the lilting voice of the Valleys from behind the partition ‘I’ll need another twenty minutes.’ Griffith went back to his own retching. Anderson pushed the transmit button.

‘Sir, Doctor Griffith says he needs us to hold course for another twenty minutes.’

‘Ops out.’ The handset went dead and Anderson replaced it to the sound of yet more retching and, as he looked round, the bridge crew were grinning again. It was a small relief in a shitty day and Anderson looked round, grateful that he was up here on the bridge, his thoughts sympathising with the skipper and the Ops team stuck deep in the heart of the ship.

‘I can’t get a signal from her’ muttered Griffith once again looking out from behind his screen; he often talked of his invention as if it were a real person. ‘God boy, look at that water!’ he exclaimed as if only just appreciating how rough the sea actually was. ‘Hang on! I’ve got an idea.’ He clicked his fingers and his head went back behind his screens, there were a few muttered words and then ‘Got her! Come left a bit’ shouted Griffith.

‘Not sure that’s very safe doc’ said Anderson, it will put us beam on to the waves.

‘Left! Left! Left!’ shouted the Welshman eagerly. ‘I’ve got a signal and a plot.’

‘Port ten’ called Anderson to the helm, and as the ship swung round, ‘Midships’ to steady the Bloodhound on her new course. Anderson picked up the handset and called the Ops Room advising the skipper of the change of course.

‘Get ready to release smoke float’ called Griffith. Anderson next called down to a Petty Officer and his ERA, both freezing cold and soaking wet on deck, waiting to drop a blue smoke float to mark the place required by Griffith. At the given command from the scientist Anderson intoned. ‘Drop drop drop’ to the PO and replaced the handset. A minute later the blue smoke from the float was joined by a wisp of red as another float rose to the surface just fifty metres away from the blue one.

‘Got it! By heaven we got it!’ shouted Griffith, punching the air in delight. Without waiting for any further order, Anderson ordered a change of course to bring them bow on to the waves. He then advised Brookes whose response of ‘About bloody time’ was quite restrained in the circumstances.

Griffith stood on the bridge, grinning inanely, and whilst he was like a lost kid, clearly excited at whatever his achievement was, he had nobody to share it with and began to look somewhat crestfallen. It was evident though that whatever his success had been, the seasickness was forgotten.
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Half a mile away from the Bloodhound another Royal Navy Officer having released the red smoke on the signal received from on board the frigate turned away from the periscope.  

‘Down ‘scope, stand by to surface. Bridge crew to readiness.’ He turned to find his foul weather coat being held out for him buy a well-rounded man in a civilian business suit who was smiling with self-satisfaction. Commander John Greene, the new captain of HMS Saturn shook his head as he looked into the eyes of the man holding the coat out.

‘I hope you know what you’re doing Brigadier’ he said.

‘Don’t be so impertinent’ replied Brigadier Liam Jamieson, a twinkle in his eye. ‘Griffith has done well and you have played your part, so get up top, wave the flag and let’s get back to Devonport, hopefully out of this weather as well.’

‘Surface!’ called Greene.

‘Sail clear’ came the reply some moments later, followed immediately by the four members of the bridge crew climbing to the hatch. As ever, even though modern submarines were pressurised, the man opening the hatch had his ankles held, in case there was an atmospheric difference that catapulted him into the freezing sea. Greene climbed behind his crew and spoke to a young signaller who cradled a lamp in the crook of his arm.  Jamieson wanted no radio contact between the submarine and the ship.

‘Make the signal’ ordered the officer and the lamp clacked and clicked.
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‘Submarine surfacing on the port beam sir’ called a lookout. Anderson walked across the bridge, a pang of regret in his mind as he saw the sleek dark shape emerge from the depths. He was still entitled to wear the dolphin insignia of the submarine service on his uniform, but he had his orders and for the moment at least, they placed him on the Bloodhound. Anderson, despite his initial reservations, was more or less happy with life, for at least he was at sea and not chained to a desk, or kicking his heels on an extended leave as sometimes happened. 

A signal lamp stabbed out from the sail of the submarine.

EXERCISE CONCLUDED. GOOD SNIFFING BLOODHOUND. WE WANT A REPLAY. 

Anderson dictated a suitable reply and after contacting Brookes calculated a course for home and the ship heeled, almost gratefully to her new course that would take her to the shelter of her home in Devonport. 
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Chapter 4 : HMS Bloodhound : At sea.
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Anderson believed he had one stroke of good fortune in his appointment to the Bloodhound, namely his rekindling of a friendship with the man who was now Bloodhounds’ First Lieutenant, Barry Swanley. When Anderson’s anaesthetised and injured body had been airlifted out of Port Stanley, it had been Swanley, ever reliable, who had contacted Caroline and told her the arrangements that had been made; telling her when the VC10 would land at Brize, the barest details of the injuries, and the upbeat assessment of the recovery.  When Caroline had left, unable to cope any longer with Anderson’s moods, his ever-present temper and insulting insularity, it had been the grinning face of the man from Ulster, a bottle of Johnny Walker Black Label clutched in his  hand, that had brought solace, condolence and a raging hangover. Later, and with the recovery process well advanced, it had been Barry Swanley who had arranged the use of a yacht through the Royal Navy Sailing Association and the two of them, plus quite a few bottles had enjoyed a fortnight away. Anderson’s nightmare, always the same one staring down the barrel of the gun pointed at him, began to fade and carefully and cleverly Swanley had brought his friend round to usefulness, insisting that he stop moping about and start ‘navigating this bloody boat before we hit something really big.’ Physical recovery is one thing, but the mental recovery from any injury, is essential. Anderson knew that he owed Swanley a lot, but for his part, the genial man from Ards as he habitually called his home town in County Down, claimed no credit. He was, he claimed, just being a friend. At Swanley’s wedding, Anderson had stood for the first time without a stick or a crutch, a moment he was determined would happen, that determination being as much as a surprise to himself as it was a relief to anyone who knew him. Anderson had walked, with a struggle, from the simple church to the reception overlooking the grey waters of Strangford Lough to shouts of encouragement from both bride and groom. 

On board ship and during duty hours, as with all friendships, the demands and requirements of the service took precedence, but once off watch and relaxing in the wardroom, the two men resorted to an easy companionship. Swanley was a few years ahead of Anderson in seniority, and the fact that he had been appointed as Bloodhound’s second in command was a good telegraph that his own command was no too far away. 

The evening after the submarine had successfully been detected, the two men were sat in the wardroom, each nursing a drink. The weather had abated to a heavy swell but, with the exception of the hapless Griffiths, everybody on board the Bloodhound was adjusted to the motion.

‘Have you heard from Fiona lately?’ asked Anderson, enquiring after Swanley’s wife. The Ulsterman leaned forward, a wistful and faraway look on his face.

‘Well Chris, I could tell you she is desperate for my return, and that would be true.’ He raised an eyebrow and his face split into its characteristic toothy grin, ‘but only because Caitlin is driving her mad and she needs a day off.’ Caitlin was his precious two year old daughter. ‘I could say that she will be furious with me for not telling her about your pier head jump.’ Swanley was referring to the lateness of Anderson’s appointment to the ship’s crew. ‘And that would be true, ah she’ll be furious with me.’

‘Why?’ asked Anderson, suspecting he knew the answer.

‘Because she hasn’t had time to organise a reception committee for you of the eligible ladies of Stubbington and Alverstoke. You know she wants you married off and trussed up like a turkey.’

‘Is that what you are Barry, a turkey?’

‘Aye, and I’m the only one that ever voted for Christmas!’ Swanley laughed good naturedly at his own joke and then added, ‘seriously now Christopher, there’s a lot to be said for finding yourself a purpose in life. All this . . .’ he waved an arm around his head ‘is just us floating around like we’re adrift, but I’ve got a purpose and it all makes sense when I think of my girls at home.’

Silence descended over the two men; each lost in his own thoughts, Swanley of what was, and Anderson perhaps of what might have been. It was the Navigator who broke the contemplative silence.

‘What do you make of our skipper, Barry?’ Anderson was merely being conversational, and was taken aback a bit by the change in manner of his friend.

‘Before I answer that old son, what are you really doing on this ship?’

‘Just making sure we don’t bump into things, like all of us star gazers. Why?’

‘There was a rumour going round a few months ago that you were involved in some cloak and dagger stuff. Is it true?’

‘Yes.’ Anderson paused. ‘Reluctantly I may add, and under orders of course. Where’s this going Barry?’

‘Who are you working for now Chris?’

‘Hang on, hang on, what’s in the past stays there. I did a job and I came home and, rather than put me in a submarine, their Lordships in their wisdom sent me here as a temporary appointment until Stu’s leg is back in one piece. 

‘So you aren’t here spying on us?’

‘No.’ He looked at his friend, ‘I seem to have spooked you. Straight talking please Barry, what’s this all about?’

‘Not here. You asked about our Captain?’ Anderson nodded warily, concerned where the conversation was going. ‘I have some concerns, some very serious concerns as it happens. When are you next on watch?’

‘I’ve got the Middle’ replied Anderson, referring to the four hours between midnight and four a.m.

‘Meet me at twenty three thirty by the hangar,’ He tapped Anderson on the knee. ‘You need some kip and I need to do my rounds.’ He swiftly rose and left, nodding to the other members of the wardroom who were still awake. Intrigued, Anderson sat for a moment in thoughtful silence, before making his way to his cabin. If Swanley really did have concerns about the Captain he was in a dire situation where there was no easy way out. To make unfounded allegations against a commanding officer was a career ending path, as a lot of things seemed to be in the modern Navy, yet to fail to act on reasonable suspicions would cast huge doubt on his own fitness to command. Anderson was worried for his friend, and in some shock at the change that had come over him at the question about Brookes.
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In the lee of the hangar, Anderson stood and waited for Swanley. He had arrived early at eleven fifteen and the cold was beginning to work its way into his bones. He smiled to himself, considering the irony that the warmth of the bridge would be a welcome respite, even if it did mean four hours of total concentration in the middle of the night. 

There was the sound of a soft footfall and a shadow emerged from the darkness.

‘Are you alright sir?’ Anderson recognised the hunched over shoulders and the sturdy features of CPO Edwards, the Bloodhound’s Master at Arms.

‘Fine thanks Master, just getting a bit of air to blow the cobwebs away before taking the Watch.’

‘Alright sir, goodnight.’

‘Goodnight Master’ replied Anderson as the man moved away to continue his seemingly incessant patrolling of the ship. Edwards was a good dependable man, popular with the officers because of his firm but fair way of dealing with the men, who respected him, despite his function as policeman, judge and jury for most of them. Anderson detected a movement behind him.

‘Chris’ said Swanley. It was an acknowledgement, not a question.

‘Barry. What’s this . . .’

‘Read this, it’s all I could put together in a short time, but come and see me on some pretext or other when you’ve had a chance to digest it.’ The first lieutenant turned on his heel.

‘How urgent is this Barry?’

‘Urgent enough to keep me from my bed, but not urgent enough for you to draw attention to yourself by missing your watch. Just read it, your eyes only, and let me know your thoughts, maybe sometime tomorrow?’

‘Will do.’

‘Goodnight Chris.’

‘Goodnight.’ Anderson tucked the file inside his jacket and hurried to the bridge. He secreted the file away inside some papers and charts, and   temporarily forgot about it as he relieved his predecessor and got on with the business of familiarising himself with the Orders of the Day and ensuring the safety of the ship and her crew.
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As the clock crept round to 0300, Anderson had just instigated the latest in the line of activities used to keep the bridge crew alert. However, even ‘eye spy’ can wear thin when the fourth person in a row calls the letter ‘D’ and everyone wearily shouts the reply ‘Darkness!’ The good natured laughter was replaced with a shout that every sailor dreads to hear.

‘Man Overboard! Man Overboard! Man Overboard!’ The bridge phone then began to buzz insistently.

‘Bridge, Anderson OOW’

‘Master at Arms sir. Man overboard reported.’

‘Which side Chief?’

‘Starboard we think sir.’

‘Hard a starboard!’ called Anderson, that would take the propellers away from a man in the water; and to the Chief he said ‘smoke float in the water, plus beacon and post lookouts. See if you can get a light on him as well.’ The acknowledgement was cut short as Anderson slammed the phone down and ordered three blasts on the ships horn. That would not only alert the crew but would let the man in the water know that the ship would be looking for him.

There was commotion all round as men rushed to their stations and Anderson, acting on instinct and training, issued a stream of orders. He decided not to launch any of the ships boats, the sea state was too heavy for a safe deployment and to have a boat swamped, throwing yet more men in the water, would compound the unfolding drama. 

‘Prepare the Lynx’ called Anderson, having decided that a helicopter rescue was the more appropriate, if the weather was too rough then the crew would be sensible enough to say so. He noticed Captain Brookes at the back of the bridge and made his report succinctly and quickly, issuing helm orders to complete the ‘Williamson’ turn that would place the ship back on the reverse of her original course. Lookouts, using night vision binoculars, were by now on each bridge wing as well as on the flight deck and the procedure was well ordered and well executed.

‘Someone get a ‘Securite’ message out over the radio’ said Anderson.

‘Belay that’ countermanded Brookes. ‘I want radio silence, no need to tell the world that some silly sod has fallen in the drink.’

‘Sir?’ said Anderson who could feel the eyes of the crew on him.

‘Radio silence Mister Anderson’ repeated the Captain calmly but firmly. ‘I’m going with the Lynx to act as observer,’ Brookes looked around, ‘you seem to have everything under control here. Carry on.’ There was a momentary distraction as the Master at Arms arrived on the bridge; he immediately sensed the tension between the two officers, but ignored it and gave his report.

‘Smoke and radio beacon deployed sir, no sighting of casualty though.’

‘Any idea who it is Master?’ asked Anderson, taking Brookes at his word, and retaining command of the situation.

‘Well yes sir, it’s the First Lieutenant, Mr Swanley.’

‘What!’ Anderson had stopped believing in fairy stories very early in his childhood, and shortly after that, ridiculous coincidences fell into the same category of disbelief. Anderson forced himself not to look at where he had hidden Swanley’s file; he felt the eyes of the Captain on him and then mentally swatted away that paranoia. Brookes was assessing the situation as any competent captain would, leaving the practical decisions to the Officer of the Watch so as to free his mind for any tactical considerations. 

The main responsibility was to recover Barry Swanley and if getting Brookes airborne meant he would be out of the way, then that was all for the good. Instead of remonstrating with Brookes that his place was on the bridge, commanding the ship, Anderson muttered a muted acknowledgment to the captain, and watched him leave the bridge.

‘Don’t be too concerned sir, he’s a trained observer, it was his first job as a subbie. He can see you’ve got the ship under control and wants to be of some use’ said the Master quietly.

‘The aircrew already have an observer’ snapped Anderson.

‘Confined to bed with the trots sir’ said Edwards grimly. Anderson paused for a moment.

‘Do you know everything Master?’ he asked, impressed by the man’s thoroughness, receiving an enigmatic smile in response. 

Launching a helicopter is not the work of a moment; launching one from a heaving deck in the middle of the night could be seen as reckless or maybe even impossible, but the Royal Navy does impossible as routine, and what appeared to be minutes later, the whine of jet engines and thumping of rotors confirmed the telegraph message that the chopper was airborne.

By now, Bloodhound had reached a point designated as “X” where, accounting for drift, the man in the water ought to be. Infuriatingly there was no sign of the first lieutenant, even though they were able to see both the smoke float and pick up the signal from the radio beacon. 

The radio on the bridge hissed into life, Brookes reporting that the helicopter had sighted something and was going to investigate. Hope rose within Anderson but he dismissed the Lynx from his mind as he dealt with the myriad difficulties of trying to get a ship to stay in one place in a heaving sea whilst looking for something as small as a human being.

‘Where the bloody hell is he going?’ said the Master at Arms, seemingly to himself.

‘What’s that?’ asked Anderson.

‘Helicopter sir, look at him.’ Anderson did as he was bid and saw to his amazement that the aircraft was climbing and heading away from the ship at some speed.

‘Call them and ask what the hell they are doing’ ordered Anderson. Un-noticed by him, Edwards left the bridge.

‘No reply sir,’ said a rating after three attempts to raise the Lynx. By this time the navigation lights on the helicopter could barely be made out so great was the distance from the ship. The crew were disconcerted and distracted, and despite his own gnawing doubts, Anderson did his best to regroup by saying that the Lynx had probably developed a fault and was heading for dry land and safety. Anderson knew that the French coast lay about a hundred miles away. Reassured, the crew returned to the primary task of finding the man in the water.

Ten minutes later Sub-Lieutenant Myles Oldfield held the bridge phone out to Anderson.

‘For you sir. It’s the Master, says it’s urgent.’ Irritably Anderson took the receiver.

‘Yes Master, what is . . .’

‘You’d best get down here sir. Officer’s quarters.’

‘I have no time at the moment Master. I am rather preoccupied trying to save Mister Swanley’s life.’

‘That’s why you need to get down here sir. I’ll wait for you.’ The phone clicked as the link was severed. Reasoning that a sensible character like Edwards would only demand his presence at such a time if it were vital, Anderson called Oldfield over to the back of the bridge.

‘Myles, the Master as Arms needs my presence immediately it seems. I’ll be as quick as I can, but keep the ship afloat and if anyone spots anything give three short blasts on the horn, and I’ll come running. Ok?’

‘Aye aye sir.’ Anderson left he bridge as quickly as decorum would permit and hurried to the officers cabins, muttering oaths mostly centred on what he would do to Edwards if this were a wild goose chase. As he clattered down the ladder, Edwards was waiting.

‘First Lieutenants cabin sir’ said the Master, rather needlessly pointing the way. ‘And Mr Anderson? Prepare yourself sir.’ Anderson’s heart began racing, he could actually feel it thumping in his chest; the grim look on Edwards’s face was as clear as a telegram, and there was a faint metallic tang in the air.  Anderson stepped into the cabin and saw the wide eyed death stare of his friend, the reeking stench of blood and the red pools of it that had gushed from numerous wounds, especially to the hands and the chest. Swanley’s face was screwed into what looked like a snarl and he had clearly fought his attacker, unfortunately unsuccessfully. His hands, like lifeless claws, were held to hilt of a knife, buried in his chest.

Anderson became aware of Edwards now standing at his shoulder, living space is not generous on a warship and the two of them almost filled the room. 

‘What made you think to check?’ asked Anderson quietly, the shock of the sight in front of him, numbing him from the pain.

‘Instinct and training sir’ replied Edwards quietly. ‘This isn’t a bad crew and nobody could see anyone in the water. It follows he had to be somewhere so . . .’

‘Who reported the man overboard?’

‘I heard the shout and took it up, I don’t know who it was though sir.’

‘Get the surgeon please Master, and not a word to anyone else for the moment.’

‘Aye aye sir.’ Edwards turned with some difficulty in the cramped cabin and left. Anderson knew better than to touch anything and stood looking at the body of his friend, the stench in the cabin receding as his senses became accustomed. His mind was a myriad of contrasting emotions; grief was perhaps too strong a word, duty was there certainly, but the strongest of all was anger. Anger that this man lay slain, that whatever his future had held was now terminated abruptly and brutally; that his daughter would never know her father, and anger that the man who should have been seeing to all this was on some wild goose chase in a presumably broken helicopter. Another part of his mind, perhaps a subconscious part, was prioritising tasks and endeavouring to put things in order, so that when Edwards returned with the surgeon, Anderson was ready to take an element of control. Wiping tears from his eyes he spoke with enormous effort to keep his voice level.

‘Paul, I want your professional opinions please before we do anything else. I think it’s pretty obvious how Barry died but I need it official and watertight.’ The surgeon Lieutenant nodded and bent down to examine the corpse. ‘Master, I’m afraid as you found the body, you cannot be a part of the investigation. You know the drill, and until you are cleared for any suspicion I cannot. . . ‘

‘Edwards didn’t kill him Chris’ said the surgeon. The tone was final and definite.

‘How do you know?’ asked Anderson.

‘Look at the angle of the knife, and the way it has entered the chest cavity, that was done by a left hander. And I happen to know the Master is right handed.’ Anderson raised an eyebrow and Edwards stepped in to explain.

‘Mister Carpenter patched my hand up once after a rather boisterous night in Leith. We’ve served together before sir’ he added. ‘It’s how he knows I’m right handed as I couldn’t sign anything for a week.’

‘Well that’s a bloody relief. No disrespect intended Master.’

‘None taken sir, You were doing the right thing.’

‘Right then’ said Anderson ‘if you’d carry on Paul, the Master and myself have rather a lot to do.’ He ushered Edwards out of the cabin issuing a string of orders. As the Master left to assemble his team, Anderson ran back to the bridge to find all was calm and orderly, the lookouts still searching the water.

‘Pipe me through to the ship’ ordered Anderson and a handset was passed to him as the bosun’s call twittered for attention. ‘Stand down the search’ said Anderson to the bridge and the surprise of everyone there.

‘This is Lieutenant Commander Anderson,’ his voice reverberated back to him from the speakers ‘Stand down the search and all off duty personnel. The First Lieutenant has been found and I regret to say that he did not survive. More information will be provided as and when necessary.’ He held his hand out and a rating took the receiver off him. 

‘Any word from the Lynx?’

‘Negative sir’ said Oldfield. ‘I have the radio office on a five minute cycle trying to raise them.’ It was a good decision and Anderson nodded his approval.

‘Update me on our position course and speed please Mr Oldfield’ and the sub lieutenant rattled off a series of numbers and headings that told a mariner where he was on the planet and where he was going. Bloodhound had plenty of sea room and plenty of water under the keel. Anderson looked at the young officer and made a decision.

‘Myles I need to get the officers together in the wardroom, can you stay on watch until I return?’

‘Absolutely sir.’

‘Call me the moment you have a problem or if that bloody Lynx gets back in touch.’

‘Aye aye sir.’
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‘Is this everyone?’ asked Anderson to the faces in the wardroom?

‘It is, with the exception of my Lieutenant who is dealing with a bit of a problem’ said MacArthur, the Chief Engineer. ‘What’s this all about?’ Like Swanley, MacArthur was from Northern Ireland, and his accent was an unhelpful, and painful reminder of his dead friend.

‘As you know’ began Anderson ‘there was a call of man overboard relating to the First Lieutenant. That call was a hoax, in fact Barry Swanley was murdered in his cabin.’ There was an audible gasp and Anderson paused to let the news sink in. ‘Sorry’ he
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