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  BOAT ACRONYMS


  PROLOGUE—AUGUST, 1944


  Ping … ping … ping! It echoed through the boat, a harbinger of doom. The German U-Boat had fired its torpedoes and now it was time to hide, if they could. They had sent one of the U.S. ships carrying men and supplies to Europe to the bottom. Now they were trying to avoid its fate and the U.S. Destroyers determined to kill them. They had done this before and survived, but every man on board knew that eventually their luck would run out. The damned Americans were getting better at this.


  Following the pings would come the inevitable depth charges. The waiting was almost as bad as the explosions that would follow.


  Whump! The first explosion rocked the boat. Whump … another, this one closer, its following shock wave slamming into the boat like a body blow from a heavyweight boxer. Men held on to whatever they could to keep from being thrown to the deck.


  Whump … whump … whump, three in rapid succession, and then they were coming too fast and too close together to count. The U-boat reeled under the onslaught. Inside the sub a flange on the seawater intake for the diesel cooling system ruptured. Seawater, liquid death, as cold as the grave and white as snow, sprayed into the engine room. Whump … another pipe ruptured in the forward torpedo room. Sailors scrambled, climbing over each other to reach and isolate the leaks. Whump … flooding in the battery compartment. Once seawater reached the batteries the boat was doomed. The weight of the water flooding into her was dragging her to the bottom, thousands of feet below. The men continued to fight the flooding, right up until the time the hull imploded.


  One man, Gerhard Küehn, continued fighting all the way to the bottom, refusing to give up the struggle even in death. Fight, die, fight again. It was a battle he would repeat, over and over, for eternity.


  ARRIVAL—1970


  Josh Hastings approached the USS John Hancock and the enormity of it all finally hit him. Suddenly the submarine sitting low in the water in front of him was more than a silhouette on the river; it was real and it was going to be his home for the next three months. It jutted from the muddy water, black as night. Most of its bulk lay below the surface; all he could see from the pier was the sloping bow, the coning tower with its wing-like sail planes, the missile deck, and finally, the stern slipping slowly into the muddy water. How the hell was he going to survive submerged within its steel hull for over two months? It was Josh’s first taste of the mind games that were about to become a major part of his life. The boat played them with the crew. The enlisted men played them with the officers, the officers returned the favor, and everyone played them with each other. Those who played the game well excelled; those who didn’t suffered.


  Still in awe, he followed the sailor in front of him to the escape hatch that led to AMR1, where men and sea-bags were disappearing into the boat’s belly like offerings to a dark god. When his turn came he yelled a warning and dropped his sea-bag into the world below. Mark Zimmer, another newbie, caught it and set it aside. Then, like Alice, Josh descended into a foreign and wondrous world.


  He hardly had time to look around before someone shouted, “Head’s up, Hastings!” and another bag dropped out of the open hatch above. Only quick reflexes saved him from catching it with his head instead of his arms.


  “Move it, Teach!” Jeff Winnick said as he scrambled down the ladder. Josh had only been assigned to the Hancock’s Blue crew for a month, all of it spent on shore in New London, Connecticut while the Gold crew had the boat, but he already had an enemy in Winnick and he had no idea why. At six-foot-three, Josh towered over the smaller Winnick, but as a new guy on the boat he was unwilling to call the man out. At some point, though, Winnick would need to back off, or Josh was going to have to confront him.


  “Asshole,” he said to Winnick’s back as he picked up his sea-bag and followed a line of other crewmembers heading forward to crew’s berthing.


  The missile compartment was huge; there was no way it could fit into the submarine he had seen on the surface. An eight month Med cruise on a destroyer and two years as an instructor at the Navy’s D1G simulator in West Milton, New York hadn’t prepared him for the two rows of snow-white missile tubes that ran down the center of the compartment, eight to a side. They were twin rows of death, each tube housing a Poseidon missile, a multiple-headed killer more powerful than the bombs that had devastated Hiroshima and Nagasaki combined. He made his way past them, oblivious to the berthing compartments that lined the port side of the passageway.


  A water-tight door at the forward end of the missile compartment provided access to the Hancock’s main compartment. Josh threw his sea-bag through and quickly followed it, trying to keep up with the man in front of him.


  “Shit!” Josh complained when his shin banged along the bottom edge of the door. The damn thing was too small for someone his size. Hell, everything he’d seen so far was too small for someone his size.


  The main compartment’s middle level, the one he was on now, housed the crew’s mess, the goat locker, officer’s country, the wardroom and, all the way forward, the torpedo room. The lower-level contained the crew’s quarters, the rec room, the laundry room, a head, the TDU, and Missile Control.


  Josh lugged his sea-bag down the narrow flight of stairs leading from the mess deck to the berthing area and immediately got lost. In theory, he knew where his rack was: forward, outboard, top tier on the port side; but finding it was not as easy as it sounded. The area was laid out in a double “HH” pattern with racks stacked in tiers of three along both sides of each leg of each H. The outer legs of each H were dead ends. The walkways between the bunks were barely more than shoulder wide and crammed with men trying to stow their gear.


  After one false start, Josh made his way up the port passageway, turned outboard at the crossover, turned forward again, found his rack on the outboard side and threw his sea-bag onto the bare mattress. Later he would be issued a pillowcase, a blanket, a top sheet and a fart sack. How the hell am I supposed to get in there? he wondered, but there was no time to worry about that now; M-Div was mustering in the engine room in five minutes.


  Heading aft, Josh retraced his footsteps to the AMR1 upper-level. From there he followed Dennis Menard to the engine room where they found Chief Green waiting for them. He was standing between the two steam-driven turbine generators that would produce all the Hancock’s electrical power once they were underway. For now, they were idle; the boat was living off shore power connected to the electrical system by cables running through the aft escape trunk.


  “Aright, we’ve got the boat so let’s get started. The watch bill’s posted outside Maneuvering. Port watch has the duty tonight, Starboard has liberty. A word of warning for the new men, muster is at 0800 every morning. If you want to hoot with the owls at night, you better be prepared to fly with the eagles in the morning.”


  With that, he passed out the day’s assignments. Josh, being new and big, got the backbreaking job of changing the zincs in the main circ water system. By the end of the day he was going to feel like a sacrificial anode.


  He was just buttoning up the manway on the starboard side when Melvin, “Wolf” Lobo dropped down the ladder from the upper-level. “Teach, lunch, you coming?”


  Josh glanced down at his watch and saw it was only 11:45. “What’s the hurry, we’ve got fifteen minutes,” he answered, as he climbed down off the circ water piping? He was talking to empty air; Lobo had already climbed back up the ladder.


  When Josh reached the mess hall it was empty. He started to go in, but a mess cook told him lunch wasn’t ready yet and he had to wait in the crew’s lounge until called.


  The lounge wasn’t big, but it was crowded. There was a table that six or seven could crowd around, a smaller table that would hold a nickel slot machine once the patrol started, and enough space for ten or so guys to stand in. A short passageway at the rear led to the Missile Control Center and a ladder that provided access to the passageway above. All these spaces were filed with sailors waiting for the mess cooks to announce that the first shift could file into the mess hall for lunch. Josh wasn’t surprised to see Winnick at the head of the line.


  “Is it always like this?” Josh asked the man in front of him.


  “At lunch during upkeep it is. Everyone’s on board and there’s only room for half of us at a time.”


  “What about breakfast and dinner?” Josh asked.


  “No problem, most of the guys going on liberty don’t hang around for dinner and people stagger in for breakfast whenever they get up.”


  The line started moving as sailors climbed the ladder to the middle level. As Josh passed the door to Missile Control he noticed the sign above the door, “Polaris – For Those Who Care to Send They Very Best.” He made the first seating, but barely. There were only three seats left when he filed into the back of the mess. The mess cooks were already serving the tables at the front.


  On his way aft after lunch, Josh took in more of the boat. In the missile compartment he noticed the Doctor’s office and the ELT’s shack, both little more than walk-in closets, tucked into the portside bulkhead along with the missile techs berthing. In AMR1 he passed equipment whose function was a mystery to him.


  Next aft was the reactor tunnel where he finally started to feel at home. This would be his world, the Engineering Spaces. The water-tight door to the reactor compartment was open now, but the space would be inaccessible when they were underway, sealed off from the rest of the boat by steel and shielding. The tunnel ran over the reactor compartment and provided a route between AMR1 and AMR2. Tiny, green tinted, lead-glass “windows” in its floor and sides allowed visual surveillance of the crowded compartment that contained the reactor, steam generators and reactor coolant pumps while shielding the crew from radiation when the reactor was critical. Three short steps down at the end of the tunnel lead to the AMR2 upper-level. Here Josh passed through rows of electrical cabinets. Past these and he was in the engine room, but even this space, filled with equipment he was intimately familiar with, was strangely alien. Narrow walkways no more than two-feet across threaded their way past Maneuvering and then through and around TG sets, main turbines, reduction gears, air ejectors, an 8000 gpd distilling unit and other assorted equipment. And, surrounding everything, was the pressure hull, the outer limit of this small universe. Eventually Josh would have to know every inch of it.


  WINNICK


  Winnick positioned himself behind Hastings as they grabbed their sea-bags from the pile at the end of the pier. Then he jockeyed for position to make sure he’d be right on Hasting’s ass when they got to the AMR1 hatch. Hastings, the arrogant prick, didn’t even remember him from their simulator days, but Winnick remembered him. Hastings had been a big man back at the simulator, picked up for staff right out of nuke school.


  Winnick had barely passed, spending half his time living in the West Milton Hilton, the Quonset Hut reserved for students on the verge of failing out of the program. Two-five to survive, three-0 to go was the nuke’s mantra. Less than 2.5 on a 4.0 scale and you were out. Less than 3.0 and you were on ‘stupid study,’ confined to base with no liberty and mandatory sixteen-hour days. Winnick spent nearly all of his time fighting to pass at the prototype, spending most of his six-months working his ass off, struggling to do what seemed to come so easy to Hastings. Well, now it was payback. He would ride Hastings’ ass right up to the day one of them left the boat.


  They got to the hatch, and Winnick elbowed Alan “Wing” Strong out of the way so he could be behind Hastings. Strong, another fucking loser. First day on the boat he slipped and broke his arm. He had to wear a cast throughout the entire upkeep and part of the patrol. He was useless the entire time. Winnick had tagged the prick with the demeaning nickname, and it had stuck, but the fool didn’t seem to mind it.


  Hastings was still at the bottom of the ladder when Winnick reached the hatch. “Heads up, Hastings!” he called down the hatch and dropped his sea-bag. The lucky bastard just managed to get his hands up before the sea-bag hit him, but it was still a pretty good shot.


  Winnick hit the deck and grabbed his sea-bag before Hastings had a chance to recover. “Move it, Teach!” he told him, and headed forward to stow his stuff without waiting for the next bag to drop. Let Hasting’s catch that one too. He heard the “asshole” Hastings called out to his departing back and it was music to his ears. It wouldn’t be the last time Hastings cursed him out if he could help it.


  HASTINGS


  Josh lay in his rack with the privacy curtain closed and his overhead light off. Faint “rigged for red” light seeped in around the curtains edges. On patrol the berthing area would normally be rigged for red, but now it was only at night, after working hours.


  His first days on the Hancock had been a whirlwind of working in the engine room, trips forward to eat and more work back aft. He still hadn’t been on liberty and wasn’t sure if he would ever get off the boat before they took it to sea.


  When he actually got topside, it was as foreign to him as the Hancock had been at first. In the day the heat was unbearable and the humidity was so high he expected to see fish swim by in midair. Even the birds down here were strange. The first time he had seen a pelican diving for fish in the river, he had thought the thing had been shot, the way it had just folded its wings and dropped from the sky. At night the temperature only dropped a few degrees and the humidity seemed to go up if that was possible. He longed for the cool, crisp days and nights of Vermont. He’d still be there except for the damn draft, well the lottery to be exact. He’d dropped out of college after only one semester and two weeks later he got a notice to report for a pre-draft physical
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