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Deep waters hold deep hidden secrets. Three fishermen brave the elements to earn a living. Their nets bring up something from the deep that should have stayed below…
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“Are you okay mate?” Peter Martensz cried, laughing at the younger Nick Visser. “Firm breeze, huh?”

“Breeze?” Nick said, almost puking. “I think we should send an SOS. This is not going well, man.”

High waves hit the deck of the trawler. Nick felt like the fishing vessel was going to roll over at any moment. The grey-green sea here, north of Scotland, was rugged and boisterous. And today she seemed even rougher and more boisterous than usual.

“Did you hear that Virgil?” Martensz cried to the skipper. His voice struggled to rise above the stormy winds. “I think someone here is pissing his own boots…”

Nick Visser didn’t even get a chance to be offended. He had to grab hold of the railing as soon as possible so as not to go overboard. The trawler suddenly shocked and vibrated wildly, but it wasn’t the high waves that made the ship and its crew bounce. Horrified, Martensz and Visser looked at the wheelhouse, meanwhile clinging themselves to everything they could hold on to.

The wheelhouse was empty.

The skipper gone.




“Jesus. Where’s Virgil?” Nick cried in panic. “He… he… He didn’t go overboard, did he?”

Virgil Dammers’ head slowly emerged above the instrument panel. One hand pressed against his bloodied forehead. The steering wheel spun wildly around until Virgil saw a chance to get up and managed to get the steering wheel firmly back in his hands. He waved, his face left in pain, to his two-man crew. “I’m fine. Lost my balance because of the clap.”

Although the storm continued unabated and the Dutch flag on the aft deck was torn to shreds, the trawler seemed to get into slightly calmer waters, Martensz dared to let go of the railing carefully. “What the hell was that? That clap?” he shouted. “It was like we stuck to something. The net won’t have hit a wreck or anything, will it?”

The skipper’s face not only was painful now, but also worried. “For God’s sake, I hope it’s not broken; that’s going to cost money again. And…” He decided to shut up. His crew didn’t need to know that the water was literally and figuratively almost at his neck. Not now. Not here on the open sea.

“And what?” Martensz cried.

Virgil Dammers waved away his own comments. “We’re just going to bring it in,” he concluded.

“But… That thing’s been in the water for less than ten minutes,” Nick said. He was so relieved the hard work was finally over. Was looking forward to having a cup of hot coffee in the galley and catching up with the wetness and the cold. Provided his nausea wouldn’t be a spoiler.

“Come on, you little wimp,” Martensz said sternly. “Hang in there. We need to check the net for holes. Otherwise, we’ll be sailing here for no purpose and none of us makes any money.” He kept an eye at the wheelhouse, worried. He sailed together with Virgil Dammers for more than twenty years; the two old rotters only needed half a word to understand what was going on. In recent weeks, however, the skipper had not been himself. There were things going on, he wasn’t telling. There was no point in asking though; if the time was right, he would tell, no doubt about it. But that shouldn’t take too long, Martensz decided. “Well buddy. Let’s get to it,” he told Nick.

The net was brought in with joined forces. The net wasn’t quite above water when Martensz saw the flatfish floundering. “Sole!” he shouted with a laugh at Virgil, who gave him a thumbs up in return.

Sole, Virgil thought. A coveted fish that would bring a nice price. Maybe this trip wouldn’t be so bad after all.

The last part of the net came up with difficulty. Nick looked stuffy at the crane that had to hoist the net on board. The rusted metal hazard squeaked, creaked and seemed to bend slowly; it was the only one of the two cranes on board of the beam trawler that was still working. “Peter?” he asked anxiously. “Is this okay?”

“Wait!” Peter Martensz sobbed. He walked up to the toolbox, pulled out two pick hooks, one of which he gave to Nick. “Help me lifting it,” he commanded.

The skipper didn’t need a hint. He left his wheelhouse and also grabbed a pick hook. The storm and rain made the work of the three men a challenging, almost impossible task. After more than fifteen minutes, the net was finally on board.

Exhausted, the men looked at each other asking. In the net, in the middle of the sparring fish in agony, lay an elongated, cylindrical metal object.

“Is… is that a… torpedo?” Nick asked. He knew that old explosives from the Second World War were still regularly dredged up in these waters. “Goddammit. My kind of luck,” he complained. “Getting killed by a bomb more than seventy-five years after the war.”

Peter Martensz and Virgil Dammers exchanged glances. “Nah,” Virgil said. “Torpedoes are smaller. And narrower. This looks more like a, um… a…”

“…coffin,” Peter interrupted.

Virgil nodded affirmatively. His face was now not only bloodied by the blow he had taken in the wheelhouse, but also pale with worry. Would they have hit a shipwreck after all? He had never seen anything like it in all the years he’d been fishing. What the hell had they dredged up?
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“What are we going to do?” Nick asked.

“What we always do,” Virgil grumbled soberly. “Put the fish on ice.”

Peter Martensz pulled open the hatches of the hold, gave everyone a shovel after which he sent Nick down. Peter and Virgil scooped and pushed the fish into the hold; Nick made sure everything was laid out on ice below deck and covered each layer of fish with another layer of ice. They would sort the fish later, on the return journey to their home port. Species by species; each crate a different size. But first of all, they had to make sure everything stayed fresh.

After another fifteen minutes of hard work, the net was finally empty. Apart from one thing…

“And now?” Martensz asked as he looked at the metal cylinder. Now that all the fish was out of the net, he could finally see the object properly. “Toss it back?”

Virgil Dammers worriedly rubbed his hand over his face. “Maybe it’s worth the money.”

“A coffin? Jesus, Virgil! You can’t be serious.”

“I’ve always heard a sailor’s grave should be left alone,” Nick said, who just clambered out of the hold sweaty, even though he had stood up to his knees in the ice.

Virgil sat on his squats next to the torpedo-shaped object. He was trying to estimate the length. “That thing is almost nine foot long. This isn’t a coffin. At least. Not one like the one we use today.”

“Well,” Peter said. “It’s metal. So, it won’t date back to the Middle Ages either…”

Virgil got a smile on his face. “In the Middle Ages they also used metal. So, in theory, that could be. Only… That finish. No seam to be seen. They didn’t work that sophisticated at the time.”

“So? What do you think it is?” Peter said.

“Are you sure it’s not a torpedo?” Nick said. “A prototype of the Russian or U.S. Navy?”

“There’s nothing on it,” Martensz said. “Not in English and nothing Cyrillic.”

“What?” Nick said. “Cyborgs?”

“What?” Martensz said in turn. “Cy - what?”

“Cyrillic; that’s Russian Nick,” Virgil said. “And we don’t do Cyborgs here at sea. That’s more like science fiction stories.”

“Well…,” Nick said. “It’s not that crazy. It looks very… unknown. As if it did not come from the earth.”

“I think the contents of your stomach have flowed to your brain,” Peter muttered. “All that comes out of your mouth is nonsense. Next you’re going to say there’s little green men in that thing.”

“Well…,” Nick said again.

“Don’t be a fool!” Peter said, somewhat startled. “Let’s get dump this thing, throw it overboard, Virgil. Get rid of it!”

Virgil Dammers was still squatting. His eyes squeezed into crevices, he looked for something recognizable. Something to identify the object. “Maybe not something um… Alien. But suppose it is some kind of prototype of a new kind of secret torpedo…” He got up and walked towards the wheelhouse. “Then it might be worth a lot of money!” he shouted over his shoulder. This trip could bring in more than he ever imagined. He might even be out of trouble in one fell swoop. And he knew exactly who to call for that. Yeah, the storm might not have passed yet, but the sun already seemed to be shining!

“That thing moves!” Nick cried.

“What?” Peter almost screamed. “Get rid of it, overboard. That thing’s going to explode!”

Virgil was just about to open the door of the wheelhouse to use the marine radio; now his daydream abruptly shattered. “What?” he cried in horror. Don’t tell me this is happening, he thought. With large passes, he walked back to the torpedo, or rather the object he thought, no, hoped was a prototype of a torpedo that would make him a lot of money. He pushed Nick aside. “Show me!” he sobbed.

On the right side of the alleged torpedo, a hatch, about as long as half the metal object, fell open for just a little bit. The hatch only opened a few inches before getting stuck against the deck of the trawler.

“It’s upside down,” Nick said.

“It’s a cylinder Nick,” Peter muttered. “That thing has more curves than your mother’s tits. There’s no bottom or top on that thing.”

Nick looked at him angrily. “What do you mean
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