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The sea is never truly silent.

Even on the calmest nights, when the moon hangs above the water like a silver lantern and the wind barely touches the waves, the sea continues to whisper. It speaks through the creaking of hulls, the gentle slap of water against steel, and the distant cries of gulls drifting through the darkness.

I learned that long before I understood anything about war.

Now, as I lie beneath the warmth of an evening sun and listen to the faint sound of waves rolling against a distant shore, those memories return to me with surprising clarity. Age has taken many things from me. My muzzle is gray, my movements are slower, and the sharp recklessness of youth has long since faded away. Yet the past remains stubbornly alive.

Sometimes it arrives in dreams.

Sometimes it comes with the smell of salt carried on the wind.

And sometimes it appears so vividly that I can almost believe I am once again that small black-and-white kitten wandering among the warehouses of Kiel Harbor.

Back then, the world seemed enormous.

The cranes along the waterfront looked taller than mountains. Ships appeared large enough to carry entire cities upon their decks. Every alley hid a mystery, every stranger carried a story, and every sunrise promised another adventure.

I knew nothing about nations.I knew nothing about politics.I knew nothing about the storm that was gathering over Europe.While newspapers filled with speeches and warnings, while governments prepared armies and admirals studied maps, my concerns were far simpler. Finding food. Avoiding dogs. Discovering warm places to sleep during cold nights.

Yet even then, something felt different.The harbor was changing.The workers moved faster than before. New ships appeared almost every month. Soldiers became a common sight along the docks. Conversations grew quieter whenever strangers approached. The air itself seemed heavy with expectation.

Humans sensed it.Animals sensed it.Even the gulls seemed restless.At night I would sit near the water and watch the harbor lights dancing across the dark surface of the sea. The city behind me never truly slept. Somewhere a locomotive whistled. Somewhere a factory continued working through the night. Somewhere a ship's horn echoed across the water.

Those sounds became the music of my childhood.I did not know that they were also the final notes of a world preparing to disappear forever.

Years later, people would tell stories about battles and shipwrecks. They would write articles about the cat who survived impossible odds. They would give me a name that followed me for the rest of my life.

The Unsinkable Sam.

Whenever I heard it, I found myself amused.There was nothing unsinkable about me.

I felt fear like everyone else.I shivered in the cold.I mourned friends who never returned.

More than once I stared into black water and believed my final moment had arrived.

No, I was never unsinkable.I was simply fortunate enough to survive.And survival has a way of turning ordinary creatures into legends.The story began before the battles.

Before the explosions.Before the freezing waters of the North Atlantic closed over shattered warships.It began in a harbor.It began with a curious kitten.

And it began with a ship whose name would soon be known throughout the world.

Bismarck.

At the time, it was only a name.I had no way of knowing that my fate and hers were already becoming one and the same.
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Chapter I — The Harbor Kitten















[image: ]


When I think about my childhood, I do not remember dates, seasons, or even specific days. Cats experience time differently from humans. We do not divide life into calendars and anniversaries. We remember places, scents, voices, and feelings. Those things remain with us long after everything else has faded. Because of that, whenever my thoughts return to the beginning, they always lead me back to the harbor of Kiel and to the narrow strip of waterfront where my life first unfolded beneath a sky filled with gulls and drifting clouds.

The harbor was the center of my universe. Every morning it awoke long before sunrise, as fishermen prepared their boats and dockworkers gathered along the piers to begin another day of labor. Even before I opened my eyes, I could hear the distant sounds of chains rattling against metal, engines coughing to life, and voices echoing through the darkness. By the time the first light appeared above the horizon, the waterfront was already alive with movement. Ships arrived from distant ports, cargo was loaded and unloaded, merchants argued over prices, and the smell of fish filled the air so completely that it seemed woven into the very fabric of the city itself.

My mother knew every corner of that world. She knew which warehouses offered shelter during storms, which alleys provided safe passage through the maze of buildings, and which humans could be trusted to leave scraps behind at the end of the day. Like many young creatures, I believed such knowledge came naturally. Only years later did I understand that every lesson she carried had been earned through hardship, caution, and survival. Life near a busy harbor was never as simple as it appeared. Hunger was always nearby, danger often arrived without warning, and a single careless decision could change everything.

As for me, I spent most of my early days exploring. Curiosity seemed to pull me forward wherever I went. While my brothers were content to wrestle among the crates and my sisters preferred the safety of familiar surroundings, I found myself drawn toward the busiest parts of the waterfront. There was always something new to discover. One day it might be a fishing vessel returning from the sea with its deck overflowing with silver-scaled catches. Another day it could be a merchant ship carrying exotic goods from countries whose names I had never heard. Every arrival brought unfamiliar scents, unfamiliar faces, and unfamiliar stories.

Although I did not understand the languages spoken by sailors, I learned very quickly that human beings reveal much about themselves through tone alone. Some laughed loudly and seemed determined to enjoy every moment of life. Others carried a seriousness that never entirely left their faces. Many appeared exhausted, worn down by long voyages and hard work, yet even they often softened when they noticed a curious kitten watching them from the shadows. More than once, a sailor tossed me a piece of fish while pretending not to notice my presence. Such gestures taught me an important lesson about people. Beneath all their differences, many possessed a kindness they rarely spoke about but frequently demonstrated.

Among the harbor cats, however, one figure stood apart from all the others. His name was Otto, and to my young eyes he seemed as ancient and imposing as the ships themselves. Time had left its marks upon him. One ear had been torn during a fight years earlier, a pale scar crossed his nose, and his movements carried the slow confidence of someone who had survived more than he cared to discuss. The younger cats treated him with respect, while the older ones regarded him as an equal. He spent most of his days resting wherever he pleased, secure in the knowledge that no one would challenge his claim to a comfortable spot.

I first spoke with him on an evening when the harbor was bathed in the golden light of sunset. Otto was stretched across a pile of fishing nets overlooking the water, watching the ships move through the channel with an expression that suggested he was remembering things no one else could see. I climbed onto the nets beside him and sat quietly for several minutes, unsure whether he welcomed company. At last, unable to suppress my curiosity any longer, I asked whether he had ever sailed beyond the harbor.

The question seemed to amuse him.

For a long moment he continued staring toward the horizon before finally admitting that he had indeed spent time aboard ships during his younger years. Naturally, that answer only encouraged further questions. I wanted to know where he had traveled, what storms he had witnessed, and whether the sea was truly as vast as the sailors claimed. Otto answered patiently, though never at great length. The sea, he explained, was larger than any young cat could imagine and far less interested in adventure than stories often suggested. It could be beautiful beyond description one day and terrifying beyond belief the next.

Yet despite all his warnings, I noticed something in his eyes whenever he spoke about distant waters. There was a spark there, a trace of longing that no amount of caution could completely hide. Eventually he confessed that the greatest gift the sea offered was not wealth or excitement, but the feeling that the world extended far beyond the horizon. For someone born beside the harbor, that realization could become impossible to resist.

His words remained with me for many days afterward.

At the time, Europe stood unknowingly on the edge of catastrophe. The newspapers discussed politics, governments exchanged threats, and military leaders prepared for events that would soon reshape the world. Naturally, I understood none of this. I noticed only the changes visible within the harbor itself. New ships appeared with increasing frequency. Workers remained in the shipyards long after sunset. Conversations often grew quiet whenever strangers approached. The city seemed to be holding its breath without fully understanding why.

Then came the evening that would alter the course of my life.

I had wandered farther than usual and found myself near the shipyards as darkness slowly descended across the waterfront. A crowd of workers stood along the edge of the harbor, their attention fixed upon something beyond the cranes. Curious as always, I climbed onto a stack of wooden crates and followed their gaze.

What I saw left me speechless.

Rising above the shipyard was the largest vessel I had ever encountered. Its immense hull dominated the skyline, dwarfing every structure around it. Floodlights illuminated sections of steel that seemed to stretch endlessly into the darkness, while hundreds of workers moved across scaffolding surrounding the unfinished giant. Even from a distance, the ship possessed an extraordinary presence. It looked less like a vessel built by human hands and more like a fortress designed to challenge the sea itself.

The men around me spoke quietly, their voices carrying a mixture of admiration, pride, and uncertainty. Some gazed at the ship as though it represented the future. Others appeared troubled by its sheer scale and purpose. Most simply stared in silence.

I remained on the crates long after many of them had gone home.

The evening grew darker. Lights flickered across the harbor. The sounds of work gradually faded into the distance. Yet I could not take my eyes off the giant vessel standing beneath the shipyard lamps.

Something about it fascinated me in a way I could not explain.

Perhaps it was merely the wonder of youth encountering something magnificent for the first time. Perhaps it was curiosity. Or perhaps fate had already begun guiding my steps toward a future neither I nor anyone else could foresee.

Whatever the reason, I remember the feeling clearly.

As I finally turned to leave and followed the familiar path back toward my mother and the safety of home, I glanced over my shoulder one last time at the enormous ship resting in the darkness. At that moment it was simply another vessel under construction, one among many that occupied the busy shipyards of Kiel.

Its name meant nothing to me.Soon, however, the entire world would know it.

The ship was called Bismarck, and before long our destinies would become inseparable.
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If there is one thing I learned early in life, it is that every harbor belongs to two kinds of creatures. The first are those who arrive. The second are those who stay behind and watch them leave.

The ships came and went according to schedules known only to their captains. Sailors appeared for a few days, filled the taverns with laughter and noise, then vanished beyond the horizon. Merchants followed fortunes from one port to another. Even the gulls seemed to spend half their lives drifting wherever the winds carried them.

The people who remained were different.

They belonged to the harbor in the same way the old warehouses belonged to it. Their faces became part of the landscape. Their voices blended into the daily rhythm of the waterfront. They were always there when the sun rose and usually still there when darkness settled over the city.

One of those people was a boy named Lukas.

I first noticed him because he was one of the few humans who never tried to chase cats away.

At the time he could not have been more than twelve years old. His clothes were usually too large for him, his boots were worn, and his blond hair seemed determined to ignore every attempt at order. Most days he worked alongside his father near the docks, carrying ropes, cleaning equipment, and performing whatever small tasks adults considered suitable for a boy his age.

Unlike many children, Lukas possessed patience.

That may not sound remarkable, but patience is a rare quality among humans, especially young ones. Most children see a cat and immediately attempt to catch it. They run, shout, wave their arms, and then wonder why the cat disappears.

Lukas never did that.

The first time we met, he simply sat on an overturned crate while eating his lunch and quietly placed a small piece of fish on the ground beside him.Then he waited.No calling.No chasing.No tricks.

Just patience.I observed him from a safe distance for several minutes.The fish smelled wonderful.The boy seemed harmless.Eventually hunger defeated caution.

I approached slowly, ready to flee at the first suspicious movement. Lukas remained perfectly still while I examined the offering. Only after I finished eating did he smile.

"Good choice," he said.

I had no idea what the words meant, but the tone was friendly.

That became the beginning of an unusual friendship.

Over the following months I encountered Lukas almost every day. Sometimes he shared pieces of fish. Sometimes he talked while I listened. Humans often enjoy speaking even when nobody understands them, and Lukas was no exception.

He spoke about the ships.He spoke about the sea.Most of all, he spoke about the future.

He dreamed of becoming a sailor.Whenever a large vessel entered the harbor, his eyes followed it with the same fascination I felt myself. He wanted to see distant countries, cross oceans, and visit ports whose names sounded magical when spoken aloud.

To a harbor kitten, such dreams seemed perfectly reasonable.The sea represented mystery.

The horizon promised adventure.

Neither of us yet understood the difference between adventure and danger.

The summer passed quickly.

The shipyards grew busier with each passing week. New workers appeared almost daily. Freight trains arrived at all hours carrying steel, machinery, and supplies. Even the harbor cats noticed the change.

The adults rarely discussed it directly in front of younger animals, but conversations often stopped whenever I approached.

Otto, especially, seemed troubled.

One evening I found him sitting near the waterfront, watching a group of gray naval vessels moving slowly through the harbor.

The old tom remained silent for so long that I began to wonder whether he had fallen asleep.

Finally he spoke.

"Too many warships."

I looked toward the vessels.

"They seem impressive."

"They are."

"Then why do you sound unhappy?"

Otto's gaze never left the water.

"Because ships built for war usually find it."

At the time I did not fully understand his meaning.I understood it later.Far too well.

As autumn approached, the city itself seemed to transform. Flags appeared in places where none had existed before. Soldiers became a common sight along the streets. Newspapers vanished from kiosks faster than they could be delivered.

The humans sensed history approaching.Most simply did not know what shape it would take.

Then, one morning, everything changed.I remember the day because rain had fallen throughout the night, leaving the cobblestones wet and shining beneath a gray sky. The harbor appeared unusually quiet, as though even the gulls had decided to remain silent.

Groups of people stood outside cafés listening to radios.Others gathered around newspaper stands.The atmosphere felt strange.Heavy.Uncertain.

I eventually found Lukas near the docks.For once he was not smiling.

His father stood beside him reading a newspaper while several dockworkers argued nearby.

Although I could not understand every word, one phrase repeated itself again and again.

War.

The word seemed to spread across the harbor like a cold wind.

By evening, everyone was speaking about it.Some sounded excited.Others sounded frightened.

Many appeared both.The world beyond Kiel had suddenly become very important.

For me, however, life remained unchanged.I still searched for food.I still explored the waterfront.I still spent my evenings watching ships.

Animals rarely understand the significance of historical moments while they are happening.

We recognize consequences only when they arrive.

Mine arrived a few weeks later.It came in the form of a sailor.A sailor whose path crossed mine beside the fish market on an ordinary afternoon.

A sailor whose decision would carry me aboard the largest warship Germany had ever built.

And once that happened, the life I had known in the harbor would be left behind forever.
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Chapter III — The Sailor Who Smelled of the Sea
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The first thing I noticed about the sailor was the smell.

Cats trust smell more than sight, and far more than words. Long before I saw his face clearly, I knew he did not belong to the harbor in the same way the dockworkers, fishermen, or merchants did. He carried something different with him. Salt that had traveled farther than the Baltic. Oil from machines I had never seen. Smoke from ships that crossed oceans instead of simply visiting ports. And beneath all of it, the faint scent of metal and rope that seemed to cling only to men who lived their lives aboard vessels that rarely stayed in one place for long.

He stood near the fish market, watching the activity with the calm patience of someone who had spent too many hours on moving decks to be easily disturbed by noise or crowds. Around him, the usual chaos of the harbor continued. Fish were thrown onto wooden tables. Buyers argued over prices. Seagulls circled overhead, waiting for scraps. Children ran between crates. Yet he stood slightly apart from it all, as if the world around him were familiar but no longer surprising.

I remember how I approached him.Slowly.Carefully.

Not because I was afraid of him, but because experience had already taught me that humans who live at sea often move differently from those who live on land. Their hands are quicker, their reactions less predictable, and their attention divided between what is in front of them


















































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
UNSINKABLE

'SA

3 (fHE ‘TRUE'STORY/OF A"CAT

WHO SURVIVED THREE SHIPWRECKS,

WAR, AND AN OCEAN OF FATE
¢ s W .

*
A LEGEND
OF THE
ATLANTIC

Some heroes
wear no uniform.
just have





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.png
UNSINKABLE

‘SAM

THE sron OF A CAT
WHO SURVIVED THREE SHIPWRECKS






d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





d2d_images/scene_break.png





