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Dedication

	To the four men of Carradale who lost their lives

	Jamie Russell
 1957–1990

	Billy Martindale
 1966–1990

	Dugald John Campbell
 1970–1990

	Stewart Campbell
 1961–1990

	They went to work on a November night and did not come home.

	They were fishermen, doing what fishermen do, working dangerous waters with skill and care, trusting that those who shared those waters would act with equal care.

	This book is dedicated to their memory, to the families who have carried their absence for more than three decades, to the community of Carradale that refused to let them be forgotten, and to all those who work the sea and deserve better protection than they sometimes receive.

	"The sea took them home"
 Memorial inscription, Carradale Harbour
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PART ONE: SETTING THE SCENE

	


Chapter 1  

	The Waters of Home

	 

	 

	 


The Firth of Clyde cuts into the western coast of Scotland like a great wound in the landscape, a deep-water estuary that has shaped the fortunes and fates of those who live along its shores for millennia. From the narrow channel at the Mull of Kintyre where the Atlantic swells roll in, to the sheltered upper reaches where the River Clyde meets the sea at Glasgow, these waters have been highway, hunting ground, and sometimes graveyard to generations of Scots.

	In November 1990, as the Antares prepared for what her crew believed would be another routine fishing trip, the Firth of Clyde was much as it had been for centuries, a working waterway where the machinery of commerce, defense, and daily survival operated in an uneasy coexistence. The waters were cold and dark, as they always are in late autumn, and beneath their surface moved currents both literal and metaphorical that would soon converge in tragedy.

	The Geography of Fortune

	To understand what happened to the Antares and her crew, one must first understand the waters they called home. The Firth of Clyde is not simply a body of water but a complex marine system, a drowned river valley that reaches inland for nearly sixty miles from the open Atlantic to the industrial heartland of Scotland. Its depths vary dramatically, from shallow coastal waters to submarine trenches that plunge to over 150 meters creating a three-dimensional landscape as varied as any mountain range.

	The upper Firth spreads wide between the Cowal Peninsula to the north and the Ayrshire coast to the south, a broad expanse of water dotted with islands. The Isle of Arran rises from these waters like a miniature Scotland in itself, its northern mountains often snow-capped while its southern lowlands remain green. To the west lies the Isle of Bute, separated from the mainland by the narrow Kyles of Bute, a sinuous channel that has challenged navigators for generations. Further south, the island of Great Cumbrae sits like a sentinel guarding the approaches to Largs and the Ayrshire coast.

	It is in these waters, particularly in the sound between Arran and Bute, that the drama of the Antares would unfold. Bute Sound, as it is known to those who fish and sail these waters, is a deep channel that runs northeast from the southern tip of Bute toward the upper Firth. The sound reaches depths of seventy meters and more, creating what fishermen call "the drop-off", a steep underwater cliff where the seabed falls away into darkness. It is here, where cold water from the depths wells up rich with nutrients, that fish gather in great schools, and where trawlers have worked since the age of sail gave way to the age of steam.

	The tides in the Firth are complex and powerful. The twice-daily rise and fall is amplified by the funnel shape of the estuary, and the interaction between tidal flow and underwater topography creates eddies, races, and upwellings that fishermen must know intimately to work these waters safely. Spring tides can run at three knots or more, enough to sweep an unwary vessel onto rocks or drag an anchor across the seabed. The wind, funneled by the mountains of Argyll and Arran, can turn the Firth from mirror-calm to maelstrom in the space of an hour.

	Yet for all its dangers, the Firth has been generous to those who learned to read its moods. For centuries, it teemed with herring that arrived in vast shoals each autumn, so numerous that fishermen said you could walk across the water on their backs. White fish, cod, haddock and whiting prowled the deeper waters. Prawns buried themselves in the muddy bottom. The Clyde was a larder that, properly managed, could feed families and communities indefinitely.

	A Maritime Tradition

	The communities that ring the Firth of Clyde grew up with the sea as their constant companion and taskmaster. Every village, every town along these shores has sent men to sea and waited for their return. The relationship between land and water here is intimate and ancient. Long before the Romans arrived in Britain, the people of the Clyde were building boats and venturing onto these waters. The Vikings came in their longships, found the Firth to their liking, and stayed. Their blood and their boat-building traditions mingled with those of the Gaels who had fished these waters since time immemorial.

	By the eighteenth century, the Clyde estuary had become one of the great maritime centers of the world. Glasgow, at the head of the Firth, grew fat on trade with the Americas and the Empire. The shipyards of the Clyde, Govan, Clydebank, Greenock and Port Glasgow built vessels that sailed every ocean. At the industry's peak, one in every five ships launched anywhere in the world slid down a Clyde slipway. Great liners, warships and merchant vessels, they all began as drawings in a Glasgow office and ended as steel and rivets on the ways.

	But while Glasgow built the ships, it was the smaller communities down the Firth that truly lived by the sea. Places like Carradale, tucked into the eastern shore of Kintyre, had no industrial base, no diversification. The sea was everything, the source of food, of income, of identity. To be from Carradale was to be a fisherman or married to one, to be the child or parent of one. The village's fortunes rose and fell with the tides and the fishing.

	Carradale sits approximately halfway down the Kintyre Peninsula, that long finger of land that dangles from the Scottish mainland toward Ireland. The village faces east across the Kilbrannan Sound toward Arran, sheltered from the worst of the Atlantic weather by the spine of mountains that runs down Kintyre's length. It is a place of stark beauty, green hills rising steeply behind, a curving bay of dark sand in front, and always, always, the presence of the sea.

	The harbor at Carradale is modest, a pier and a breakwater that provide shelter from all but the worst easterly gales. In 1990, perhaps two dozen fishing vessels called Carradale home, ranging from small inshore boats that worked creels for prawns and lobsters to larger trawlers like the Antares that ventured further into the Firth and occasionally beyond. The harbor was the heart of the village, the place where men gathered before dawn to prepare their gear, where women waited at dusk for the boats to return, where children played among the nets and creels, learning by osmosis the skills and language of the sea.

	The Economics of Fishing

	To be a fisherman in Carradale in 1990 was to be part of an industry in transition and not always a comfortable one. The great days of Clyde fishing were past. The herring that had been the foundation of the industry for centuries had crashed in the 1960s and '70s, victims of overfishing and changing ocean conditions. By the time Antares was built in 1965, the writing was already on the wall, though few wanted to read it.

	The Common Fisheries Policy, imposed by the European Economic Community (which Britain had joined in 1973), added new complications. Quotas, restrictions on fishing areas, regulations about gear and vessel size, the bureaucracy of Brussels now reached into every aspect of a fisherman's working life. For men who had learned their trade from their fathers and grandfathers, who knew the waters through experience rather than textbooks, this new regime was often baffling and always frustrating.

	Yet fishing remained one of the few viable occupations in places like Carradale. The industries that had once employed thousands in the towns and cities of the Clyde, shipbuilding, coal mining and steel production were in terminal decline. The great yards that had built the Queen Mary and the Queen Elizabeth were closing or already closed. The Thatcher government's economic policies, whatever their merits in the abstract, had devastated Scotland's industrial base. In the rural communities of Argyll and Kintyre, there was even less opportunity. Farming required land, and most of the land was held by large estates. Tourism brought some income in summer but nothing that could sustain a family year-round.

	So men fished, as their fathers had fished, because there was nothing else. The economics were brutal. A boat like the Antares represented an enormous investment, tens of thousands of pounds in hull, engine, electronics, and gear. The running costs were substantial, fuel, insurance, gear replacement, harbor fees and maintenance. A fisherman was constantly gambling, betting that the next trip would be profitable enough to cover the costs and leave something over for his family. Sometimes the gamble paid off. Often it did not.

	The rhythm of the fishing year was dictated by the seasons and the species. In winter, the work was harder and more dangerous. Shorter days meant setting out in darkness and returning in darkness. Gales swept in from the Atlantic with little warning. Ice could form on deck and rigging, making even routine work treacherous. But winter also brought good prices, white fish commanded premium rates in the weeks before Christmas, and prawns were always in demand.

	For the owner-operator of a vessel like Antares, the pressures were immense. Jamie Russell, who owned and skippered the boat, carried not only the responsibility for his vessel but for his crew. The three men who sailed with him, Billy Martindale, Dugald John Campbell and Stewart Campbell depended on him for their livelihoods. Their families depended on him. A bad season could mean hardship for everyone. A good one might mean new gear, necessary repairs and perhaps a few days off. There was no pension plan, no safety net beyond whatever savings could be scraped together in the good years.

	Community and Identity

	In a place like Carradale, fishing was more than an occupation, it was the thread that wove the community together. Almost everyone in the village was connected to the industry in some way. If you weren't a fisherman yourself, your father or brother or cousin was. If not that, then you worked at the harbor, or sold supplies, or bought and sold the catch. The women of Carradale had their own expertise, managing households on uncertain incomes, stretching money through the lean weeks, making do when boats were storm-bound and no money came in.

	The social life of the village revolved around the harbor and the pub. Men who had worked together all day often spent their evenings together as well, discussing the day's catch, the weather forecast, the state of their gear and the latest pronouncements from Brussels or the Scottish Office. These conversations were how knowledge was transmitted, how the collective wisdom of generations of fishermen was passed on. A newcomer might spend years learning what the old hands knew instinctively, where the fish would be at different times of year, how to read the sea and sky for signs of approaching weather, how to handle gear in a blow, when to push on and when to run for shelter.

	The language of fishing was rich and specific, a specialized vocabulary that marked membership in the fraternity. Terms like "warps" and "doors," "cod end" and "sweeps," "shooting away" and "hauling back", these were not just technical terms but badges of belonging. To speak the language fluently was to be one of the community. Children grew up hearing it, absorbing it long before they went to sea themselves.

	Yet there was also a darker side to this close-knit world. The sea was a jealous master, and every community along the Clyde could recite a litany of men lost. Storms took boats with all hands. Men fell overboard and were swept away before anyone could react. Gear failures crushed or drowned the unwary. Fathers disappeared leaving widows and orphaned children. Brothers went out together and never came home. These tragedies were not abstract statistics but intimate losses that rippled through the community.

	In the churchyard at Carradale, the gravestones tell the story. Many mark not bodies but memories, cenotaphs for men whose remains lie in the deep waters of the Firth or the Atlantic beyond. The inscriptions are spare and dignified, name, age, date, "Lost at Sea." Whole families are represented, a father lost in one decade, a son in another, a grandson in a third. Fishing was in the blood, passed from generation to generation along with the knowledge of how to read the waters and work the gear.

	This acceptance of risk was part of the culture, but it was not fatalism. Fishermen took pride in their seamanship, their knowledge and their ability to work safely in dangerous conditions. A good skipper kept his crew safe, made money, and brought everyone home at the end of the trip. That was the standard by which men were judged. Jamie Russell had such a reputation. At thirty-three, he was young to own his own boat, but he was respected as a careful, competent fisherman who looked after his crew and his vessel.

	The Vessel Herself

	The Antares was, in many ways, typical of the fishing boats working the Clyde in 1990. At fifty-five feet, she was substantial enough to work in rough weather but small enough to be handled by a crew of four. Her wooden hull, built in 1965 by the respected firm of J and G Forbes in Sandhaven on the Aberdeenshire coast, was traditional in construction, oak frames, larch planking, caulked seams sealed with pitch and paint. Modern boatbuilders were increasingly turning to steel and fiberglass, but many fishermen still preferred wood. It was forgiving, could be repaired by any competent joiner, and had a feel in the water that synthetic materials couldn't match.

	Twenty-five years old in 1990, Antares was well-maintained but showing her age. The wooden hull required constant attention, planking to be replaced, seams to be recaulked and frames to be reinforced. Salt water and the pounding of waves are relentless enemies of wooden boats. But Russell kept her in good order. The Marine Accident Investigation Branch would later note that the vessel was "very well maintained," a testament to the pride of ownership that characterized the best skippers.

	Below decks, the accommodations were spartan. A small cabin forward provided bunks for the crew, a tiny galley for preparing basic meals, and a diesel stove for heat. The wheelhouse, perched on deck amidships, contained the steering position and the basic electronics, radar, depth sounder and VHF radio. Modern fishing vessels were increasingly equipped with sophisticated fish-finding sonar and satellite navigation, but Antares made do with more basic gear. Russell knew the waters well enough that he didn't need electronics to tell him where the fish might be.

	The engine was the heart of the boat, a diesel that drove a single propeller. Reliable and economical, it pushed Antares through the water at a steady pace, no record-breaker, but adequate for the work she did. The exhaust stack rose through the wheelhouse roof, and the throb of the engine was the constant soundtrack to life aboard. When it stopped, something was wrong.

	The fishing gear, the trawl net, the boards that spread it, the heavy warps that connected everything to the boat represented a significant investment. A trawl net alone could cost thousands of pounds, and it needed regular repair as rocks and snags tore holes in the mesh. The otter boards, heavy wooden or steel doors that used the water's resistance to spread the net wide, had to be carefully maintained and adjusted. The warps, hundreds of meters of heavy wire cable, were subject to enormous stresses and had to be inspected constantly for wear.

	The technique of trawling was simple in concept but demanding in execution. The net, attached to the otter boards and warps, was "shot away" over the stern while the boat moved forward. The boards, angled to the direction of travel, spread apart like kites, carrying the net with them. The net itself was shaped like a long funnel, with the wide mouth spread between the boards and the narrow "cod end" trailing behind where the fish collected. The whole assembly sank to the desired depth, near the bottom for most species and was dragged along while the boat steamed slowly forward.

	After several hours, the duration depending on conditions, the target species, and the skipper's judgment the net was hauled back using a powered winch. The warps came in first, heavy and dripping, coiling on deck. Then the boards swung inboard and secured. Finally the net itself, hand-hauled the last few meters until the cod end could be swung over the deck, the drawstring released, and the catch spilled out in a writhing, silvery mass.

	It was brutal, exhausting work. In November, with short days and cold weather, it was even more demanding. Hands went numb, even in gloves. Spray froze on deck and rigging. The motion of the boat, the constant roll and pitch that experienced fishermen learned to move with unconsciously could disorient and exhaust a man. Yet this was the work, the only work, and men did it because it needed doing and because they knew no other life.

	Waters Shared and Contested

	The Firth of Clyde in November 1990 was a busy waterway, crowded with competing users. Fishing boats like Antares worked wherever the fish were, following the shoals from season to season, from shallow water to deep. Merchant ships steamed up and down the Firth, carrying cargo to and from the ports of Glasgow and Greenock. Ferries plied regular routes to the islands of Arran, Bute and Cumbrae carrying passengers, vehicles and supplies. Pleasure craft, though fewer in November than in summer, still ventured out on calm days. The Firth was a highway, workplace, and playground all at once.

	But there was another presence in these waters, one that operated mostly out of sight but never out of mind. At Faslane, on the eastern shore of the Gare Loch at the northern end of the Firth, His Majesty's Naval Base Clyde served as home to Britain's submarine fleet. Since 1968, Faslane had been the base for the Royal Navy's ballistic missile submarines, first the Resolution-class boats that carried Polaris missiles, and by 1990, the new Vanguard-class boats being built to carry Trident. These were the ultimate weapons of the Cold War, submarines designed to lurk undetected in the depths of the Atlantic, ready to launch nuclear Armageddon if the order ever came.

	Alongside the missile boats, Faslane hosted the fleet submarines, the hunter-killers like HMS Trenchant whose job was to find and destroy enemy submarines and surface ships. These boats conducted regular training exercises in the Clyde, using the varied depths and complex currents to hone the skills of their crews. The Clyde Exercise Area, a designated zone that covered much of the Firth, was where these exercises took place.

	The presence of the submarines was a source of unease among the fishing community. Everyone knew stories of gear snagged, nets destroyed and warps severed. Sometimes the Navy paid compensation; more often, they denied responsibility or claimed the fisherman had been in the wrong place. The submarines moved invisibly beneath the surface, detectable only by the most sophisticated electronics. A fishing boat had no way of knowing if a submarine was nearby, no way to avoid a collision except by luck.

	The Navy, for its part, argued that submarines needed the Clyde for realistic training. The varied depths, the restricted waters and the presence of surface traffic all of this made the Clyde ideal for preparing submarine crews for operations in hostile waters. The submarines had sophisticated sonar that could detect surface vessels, and there were protocols to keep submarines away from fishing boats. The occasional incident was regrettable but unavoidable given the nature of submarine operations.

	The fishermen saw it differently. The Clyde was their workplace, their livelihood. They had been fishing these waters for generations before the submarines arrived. The Navy was a latecomer, and a dangerous one. More than one skipper had hauled back his gear to find it cut, the net and cod end gone, thousands of pounds worth of gear lost. Some suspected that submarines deliberately cut nets rather than surface and reveal their position. Proof was impossible to obtain, and complaints to the Navy went nowhere.

	This tension between fishing and military operations was part of the background against which the Antares disaster would unfold. Two different worlds, the fishing fleet working the surface and the submarines operating in the depths shared the same waters but rarely communicated. Each operated according to its own rules, its own priorities, its own understanding of who had the right of way. It was, in retrospect, an accident waiting to happen.

	On the Eve

	In mid-November 1990, as Antares prepared for what would be her final voyage, life in Carradale followed its usual rhythms. The village was quiet, as it always was in winter. The summer tourists were long gone, the holiday cottages shuttered. The harbor was the center of activity, boats coming and going, gear being mended and catches being landed. The men who worked these waters knew each other, knew each other's boats, and looked out for each other. It was a community bound by shared danger and common purpose.

	Jamie Russell was preparing for another trip, checking his gear, studying the weather forecasts and planning where to fish. He had been working Bute Sound recently, in the deep water where the bottom dropped away and the prawns were thick. It meant longer days, leaving Carradale before dawn, fishing all day, running into Largs on the Ayrshire coast to land the catch and then back to Carradale for the night. But the fishing was good, and good fishing meant good money, and good money was everything.

	His crew, Billy Martindale, Dugald John Campbell and Stewart Campbell were ready. They were young men, all of them, learning the trade and building their futures. In a few years, if fortune favored them, they might have boats of their own, might be skippers in their turn. For now, they were crew, they worked hard, and they trusted Jamie Russell to keep them safe and make them money.

	None of them knew, as they prepared for the voyage, that HMS Trenchant was already at sea, working its way through the submarine command course. None of them knew that in three days' time, in the dark waters of Bute Sound, their worlds would collide. None of them could have imagined that the trip ahead would be their last, that the Antares would soon rest on the bottom of the Firth and that their names would be carved in stone at Carradale harbor as a memorial to men lost at sea.

	The waters of the Firth of Clyde had claimed lives before and would claim lives again. It was part of the bargain, the price paid for the privilege of making a living from the sea. The men of Carradale accepted this, as their fathers and grandfathers had accepted it. But acceptance of risk is not the same as acceptance of preventable death, and what happened to the Antares would raise questions that went beyond the ordinary hazards of the sea.

	These were the waters of home, familiar, dangerous, generous, and unforgiving. These were the waters that had shaped the community of Carradale, that provided its living and sometimes claimed its dead. These were the waters where, on the night of November 22, 1990, the Antares and her four-man crew would vanish beneath the dark surface, dragged down by forces they never saw and could not resist.

	 

	 




Chapter 2

	The Antares and Her Men

	 

	 


The story of the Antares begins not in the waters of the Clyde, but on the northeast coast of Scotland, in the small village of Sandhaven in Aberdeenshire. It was here, in 1965, that the boatbuilders J and G Forbes laid her keel and began the process of transforming timber, metal, and human skill into a vessel that would work the seas for the next quarter-century.

	Birth of a Boat

	The Forbes yard in Sandhaven had been building fishing boats since the nineteenth century, and by 1965 they had refined their craft to a high art. The northeast coast of Scotland from Fraserburgh to Peterhead and from Macduff to Buckie was dotted with fishing villages, and nearly every one had its own boatyard. The Forbes brothers, following in their father's footsteps, were master craftsmen who understood that a fishing boat was not just a platform for catching fish but a home, a workplace, and a life-support system for the men who would spend weeks at sea aboard her.

	The construction of a wooden fishing boat in the 1960s was still largely a matter of traditional methods passed down through generations, though modern tools and materials were beginning to make inroads. The process began with the selection of timber, oak for the frames and stem, larch for the planking and pine for the deck. Each piece of wood was chosen for its particular qualities, strength, flexibility, resistance to rot, the way it would bend and hold a shape.

	The keel was laid first, a massive piece of oak that would form the backbone of the vessel. From this, the stem post rose at the bow, curved and strong, ready to meet the seas head-on. The frames, the ribs of the boat were shaped by eye and experience, each one slightly different to create the curves that would give the hull its form. These were erected on the keel like the skeleton of some great fish, and gradually the shape of the boat emerged from what had been individual pieces of wood.

	The planking came next, long strips of larch bent and fitted to the frames, each plank overlapping the one below it in the clinker style that was traditional in Scottish boatbuilding, or in some cases fitted edge-to-edge in the carvel method that was becoming more common. The seams between planks were caulked with oakum, tarred hemp fiber driven tight with a caulking iron and mallet, then sealed with pitch and paint to keep the water out.

	The work was slow and exacting. Each plank had to be cut and shaped individually, bent to fit the curves of the hull, fastened with copper nails that wouldn't corrode in salt water. The planking proceeded from the keel upward, the hull growing day by day until it reached the gunwales. Then came the deck, the internal bulkheads, the installation of the engine and shaft, the fitting of the wheelhouse and the masts for derricks and aerials.

	When Antares finally slid down the ways at Sandhaven and tasted salt water for the first time, she was fifty-five feet of solid craftsmanship, thirty-four tons of wood, metal and hope. She was registered in Campbeltown, given her name, and began her working life in the waters of the Clyde. The name Antares, a red supergiant star, the brightest in the constellation Scorpius suggested ambition and poetry unusual in fishing boat nomenclature, where names like Faithful, Provider, or Ocean Harvest were more common.

	For the first years of her life, Antares worked under different ownership, different crews. She fished for herring when the herring were still plentiful, worked the prawn grounds and trawled for white fish in the deeper waters. She weathered storms and calms, made money and lost money, carried men safely home and, in her earlier years at least, never failed them. A boat builds a reputation over the years, and Antares earned hers as a solid, reliable vessel not the fastest, not the newest, but sound and seaworthy.

	By the time Jamie Russell bought her, Antares was already twenty years old, well past what some might consider her prime. But Russell saw potential where others might have seen only worn wood and aging machinery. He saw a boat that, with proper care and maintenance, could provide a good living for himself and a crew. He saw independence, his own vessel, his own command and his own future.

	The Skipper

	James Russell, Jamie to everyone who knew him was thirty-three years old in November 1990, young by the standards of skippers who owned their own boats. Fishing runs in families in places like Carradale, and the Russell family was no exception. Jamie had grown up with the sea in his blood, learned the trade from his father and uncles, gone to sea as a boy and never seriously considered any other life.

	Those who knew him described a man of quiet competence, someone who didn't need to raise his voice to command respect. On a fishing boat, where the crew works in close quarters for long hours under demanding conditions, a skipper's personality matters as much as his seamanship. A tyrant might get obedience through fear, but he wouldn't get loyalty or the willing extra effort that makes the difference between a good crew and an excellent one. Jamie Russell was not a tyrant.

	He had the weathered look common to men who spend their working lives exposed to wind and salt spray, skin tanned and lined beyond his years, hands calloused and scarred from handling wire and net, eyes that carried the permanent squint of someone always scanning the horizon. He was of medium height and build, strong in the way that comes from constant physical work rather than gymnasium training. There was nothing soft about him, but nothing unnecessarily hard either.

	As a skipper, Russell had earned his reputation through competence and consistency. He knew the grounds, where to fish in each season, how to read the weather, when to push on and when to run for shelter. He maintained his gear meticulously, understanding that a failure at sea could be catastrophic. He looked after his crew, both in terms of safety and in terms of fair treatment. In a community where everyone knew everyone else's business, this mattered. A skipper who cheated his crew or took unnecessary risks would find it hard to attract good men. Russell had never had trouble finding crew.

	But ownership brought pressures that crewing did not. Every trip now was a gamble with his own money. The mortgage on the boat, the insurance, the fuel bills, the gear replacement, the harbor fees all of these came out of the catch before anyone got paid. A string of bad trips could mean financial disaster. Even a good season could be wiped out by a single catastrophic equipment failure or a major repair bill.

	Russell carried these pressures quietly, as most skippers did. To show worry to the crew was to undermine confidence, and confidence was essential for good work. So he checked the weather forecasts, planned the trips, made the decisions about where and when to fish, and kept his concerns to himself. At home in Carradale, he had a wife and family who depended on him. At sea, he had three men whose livelihoods depended on his judgment. It was a weight he accepted as the price of independence.

	In the close-knit community of Carradale, Russell was well-liked and respected. He wasn't the type to hold court in the pub
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