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It didn't take long to sink. 

He did it before the corvette, part of whose structure still appeared above the water and the speed did not give all his men time to get out of the hull, which dragged them to the bottom of the ocean.

Dozens of boats now floated on the water. 

Everyone, friend and foe, without distinction, rowed furiously towards the coast guard, but the latter was absorbed in his fight with the second submarine to be able to take care of them.

War on the High Seas is a story belonging to the World War II collection, a series of war novels developed in World War II
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From the command deck of the Candell, James Hunter, captain of the Coast Guard, looked around.

As soon as the eye could reach, the huge convoy made up of fifty ships stretched out, which, following the Murmansk route, crossed the North Atlantic, at the request of that Russian port.

It was late afternoon and a light wind from the Greenland coast was rippling the surface of the ocean.

The coast guard, qualified for those tasks because of the shortage of warships, whose presence was necessary in other war theaters, bravely crossed the sector of the left side of the convoy that it had been responsible for watching.

James directed his binoculars into the distance and barely noticing his act began to whistle.

"Are you happy, Captain?" Asked Bruce Deut, the second in command.

"Frankly, yes," he replied. We have been half the trip without anything happening. Although it is too early to claim victory, I believe that this time we will be able to avoid those damned German submarines.

Deut leaned against the railing and blew smoke out of his black pipe.

"It's not too late for the dance," he said. Wait for us to approach the Norwegian shores. Those pirates have their nests there and they won't let us pass without making us move a little to the beat they touch us.

James nodded. Too well did he know that Deut's words were true. There was not a single convoy that could boast of having passed Norway, without having suffered casualties and they were not going to be the exception.

“I know,” he replied, “but one always likes to think that the best is going to happen. And the best thing in this case would be for a regular storm to break out, forcing these marauders to remain in their shelters.

"Perhaps God will hear you and we will have a quiet journey," Deut replied.

He was slightly older than James, though less tall and stocky, and the blond beard that curled on his lower jaw contributed to a much more respectable appearance.

"I don't see anything," James said, lowering the binoculars.

Deut smiled humorously.

"I assure you that if they arrive, they will not pass their business card before," he replied.

For the remainder of the afternoon and night they sailed safely east, and by midmorning they spotted a ragged line, over which James directed his binoculars again.

"Norway in sight" he said to Deut who had just appeared at his side.

"And announcement of disgust," replied the latter.

However, the first warning to prepare for the fight was not received on board the "Candell" until the afternoon of that same day, when the rugged shores of Norway were already visible with some clarity.

The radio operator on board presented himself to James, holding a piece of paper, which he handed to his captain saying:

“It's from the convoy commander.

Hunter read the message. Commodore Crayton would announce that one of the scout ships had sighted an enemy submarine twenty miles to the south, and ordered him to detach from the convoy to investigate.

"Will we go alone?" Asked Deut.

"I don't know," James replied. But, if so, God help us, if several submarines have gathered to attack us.

He gave the appropriate orders and the little ship changed course, heading her fine bow to the south.

"The calm is over, Deut," he said.

"That's my opinion. And I think the one hundred and fifty men in the crew agree with us.

"I'm happy with such unanimity," James replied.

Something was going to happen. That was for sure. They still had no news that a German submarine had fled the battle when it had even a five percent chance of doing damage in its favor.

Ten minutes after leaving the convoy, when the silhouettes of the ships that made it up were still visible in the distance, James and Deut simultaneously averted their eyes from the sea, to move it to the sky, attracted by the noise that resonated in it.

"I eat the cannon, if it is not an airplane" said Deut.

He was gambling with all the advantages on his part. The device was perfectly visible in the distance. Its black mass stood out in the blue sky, drawing circles that it interrupted from time to time to launch itself on something in the water.

James caught it in the visible circle of his binoculars and announced:

“It is an RAF bomber. And, either I am very wrong, or it is attacking our submarine.

"Well, at least we will have help, if things go wrong," said Deut philosophically. Command to play zafarrancho?

"Yes.

The bells began to be heard in every corner of the gunboat and, obeying his call, all the men who made up the ship's crew ran to their posts.

As they advanced towards the place where the plane was fighting its rival, the watertight compartments were closed.

Those in charge of dropping the depth bombs, the gunners and the repair crews; they waited for the moment, their faces tense.

They were already a short distance from the point where the submersible should be, but they could not perceive the slightest trace of it. The bomber was heading south, but instead, two English corvettes accompanying them to protect the convoy were sailing at full speed to the right of the "Candell."

"Good news," James replied. Go ahead!

The submarine appeared to have been swallowed by the sea.

For over an hour they explored the surroundings to no avail. At last Deut said:

"Well. We lost it.

The coastguard turned on his haunches, heading toward the convoy at full throttle, but they had barely advanced half a knot when the lookouts gave a warning cry.

Petty Officer Cawston ran to James excitedly.

"A submarine on the surface, sir," he said. Behind us.

Again the bell rang calling for the crew to get out. James ordered to turn around and focused his binoculars on the submersible, but before the gunners had been able to fire, it submerged again.

However, that was not why the "Candell" left the field.

"Come on! Full throttle, ”Hunter ordered.

In a few minutes they were in the place where the enemy had submerged.

"Begin to cast the charges," James ordered Deut.

The huge spherical grenades began to be projected by the catapult, raising huge jets as they hit the water.

A dozen of them were launched when the telegrapher approached James again, who was watching the maneuver from the command bridge.

The new message came from one of the English corvettes sailing at a junction in the Candell. Apparently he was attacking, together with his partner, another submarine that he had discovered with his detector device.

"It's already two" whispered James

Again he gave the order to turn the course and launched himself towards the place where both corvettes were launching depth charges in the hope of blowing up the submersible, joining them in the task.

Ten minutes later, when the darkness was almost complete, oil stains appeared between the foamy surface of the sea, removed by the charges.

"One less enemy," said Deut.

Not a single light had been turned on on the ship. James glanced at his watch, checking that it was nine at night. He still lingered around for a while looking for new enemies, and finally ordered the convoy to bow.

For ten minutes they sailed at full speed, while the joyous comments of the crew were heard, but the fight was not over yet, far from it.

Suddenly, a huge patch of white light seemed to emerge from the sea. James pressed his fingers against the bridge railing and exclaimed:

"Christ, Deut! They are attacking the convoy.

The light increased in intensity and volume, attracting the gazes of both sailors who were staring at it silently and sullenly.

Crashes of distant explosions began to reach the "Candell."

The booms of the cannon shots were mixed with the explosions of the torpedoes and the scene was illuminated by an oil tanker that was already burning and by the flares launched by the escort ships to better combat the attackers.

He ordered the machines to be put to maximum pressure and the two schooners were soon behind, but before the coast guard could reach the place of the fight another message was received from the convoy.

His fears were not without foundation. This one was being attacked by at least a dozen German submarines. One of the ships that comprised it had lagged behind and the order for the "Candell" was to take care of its protection.

"I don't like this at all," James muttered. I'd rather defend the convoy.

The foam of the ocean seemed to boil under the keel of the "Candell" when the course was changed again, and half an hour later they were in sight of the trailing ship, some six miles away from the convoy.

During the night they got closer to him. It must have suffered major breakdowns in one of its engines, as it was barely advancing at a third of its normal speed. James contacted his captain and together they continued their journey.

"What will happen up ahead?" Asked Deut.

They couldn't know. They were too far from the convoy even to hear the explosions of the projectiles. Only a faint light, rising over the surface of the ocean with ghostly appearances, told them that the hit ship, probably an oil tanker, was still burning.

Shortly before dawn they reached him, but by then the ship had sunk, though the water mixed with the oil still sizzled here and there.

James frowned. The slow speed imposed by the merchant ship had left them alone on the surface of the sea. The convoy had pulled away and they couldn't get a trace of it.

"What a ballot," he growled.

If the German submarines had been successful in their attack, it was possible that they would have moved away from the scene of the fight, satisfied with the results.

But in another case, perhaps they would have left some units exploring the sea. And they were there, accompanying that invalid of the seas ...

When she looked up at him, she saw a huge column of foam rise in the water next to the ship they escorted.

"A torpedo!" He muttered. We are ready!

Soon they were attacked as well. A second torpedo tore a wide crater in the water off the Candell's
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