In that hour after dawn the hotizon did not seem far
away. The line whete the watety sky met the gtey sea
was not well defined; it was as if the cheetless clouds
grew denser out towatds that citcle until at the final
meeting, all the way tound, thete was not an abrupt
transition, but a simple mingling of twin elements. So
the atea confined undet that low sky was not a large
one. Beyond the circle, in evety ditection, the sea
extended for a thousand miles, and beneath it the watet
was two miles deep; neither figure was easily to be
grasped by the imagination, although acceptable as an
academic fact. Two long miles below lay the sea bot-
tom, datket than the centte of the longest and darkest
tunnel ever built by man, under ptressures gteatet than
any evet built up in factory ot labotatotry, a wotld
unknown and unexplored, to be visited not by men but
perhaps by their dead bodies encased in and made patt
of the iron coffins of their crushed-in ships. And the
big ships, to insignificant man so huge and so solid,
sank to that sea bottom, to the immemorial ooze in the
darkness and cold, with no mote ado ot stit than would
be caused comparatively by specks of dust falling on a
ballroom floot.



On the sutface the limited area enclosed by the near
hotizon bote many ships. The long grey rollers from
the notrth-east swept in endless succession actoss the
atea, each demonstrating its unlimited powet. To each
one as it attived the ships made obeisance, rolling
far ovet, and then heaving up their bows, mounting
towatds the sky, next rolling fat over the othetr way,
bows down, stetns up, slithering down the long slope
befotre beginning the next roll and the next pitch, the
next tise and the next fall; thete were many ships in
many lines and many columns, and by looking at the
ships the course and position of each wave could be
traced diagonally across line and column — ships here
tising on the ctest and thete sinking in the trough until
the mastheads only were visible, ships hete rolling far
to port and ships there rolling far to starboard, towards
each othet and away, as long as patience could endure
to watch.

And the ships wete diversified like their motions —
big ships and small, Samson posts and cargo booms,
freighters and tankers, new ships and old. Yet they all
seemed to be animated by one will, all headihg dog-
gedly to the east, theit transient washes all parallel;
furthermore, if they were watched for any length of
time it would be seen that at long itregular intervals
they changed their ditection a few degtees to port or
a few degrees to starboard, reat ships following their
leadets. But despite these vatriations of coutse it would
soon be apparent to the obsetver that the resultant



general ditection of travel of this mass of ships was
eastward, doggedly and steadily, so that with every
hout that passed they had covered a few of the thou-
sand miles that lay between them and their eastetly
goal, whatevet it might be. The same spirit animated
each ship.

Nevettheless, continuous obsetvation would also
reveal that the animating spitit was not infallible, that
these ships were not faultless machines. Hatrdly one
of those alterations of course failed to produce a crisis
somewhete among those thirty-seven ships. That might
have been expected by the experienced obsetrvet even
if each ship had been a mete machine not subject to
human ditrection, because every ship was diffetent from
het neighbouts; each reacted slightly differently at the
application of the tudder, each was influenced in a
different way by the waves which met hetr from dead
ahead, ot on the bow, ot on the beam, and each was
vatiously influenced by the wind., With ships hartdly
half a mile apart in one direction, and hardly a quartet
of a mile apatt in the other, these small differences of
behaviour gtew into matters of intense impottance.

This would have been ttue even if each ship had
been petfect in hetself, and that was far from the case.
The labouting engines grinding away in each of them
wete not capable of quite consistent petformance, not
was the fuel absolutely uniform, and as time went on
tubes might clog and valves might stick, so that the
ptopellets that the engines drove would not continue



to turn at a uniform tate. And compasses might not be
absolutely true. And with the consumption of fuel and
stotes and with the consequent change of displacement
the thrust of the propellets would bring about a diffet-
ent result even if miraculously they were kept turning
at uniform speed. All these variables might bring about
a telative change of position of only a few feet in a min-
ute, but in those close-packed columns of ships a few
feet’s difference in one minute could bring disaster in
twenty.

Above and beyond all these variables was the human
vatiable, the greatest vatiable of all. Men’s hands turned
wheels, men’s eyes watched the gauges, men’s skill kept
the compass needles steady on the cards. All kinds
of men, of slow reactions and of fast, cautious men
and reckless men, men of vast experience and men of
almost none; and the differences between the men wete
of more importance than the diffetences between the
ships; the latter differences might bring about disaster
in twenty minutes, but the human variable — a careless
otrder or a mis-heard ordet, a wheel turned the wrong
way ot a calculation brought to a wrong conclusion —
could bring disastet in twenty seconds. The alterations
in coutse were directed by the leading ship in the
centte column; the hauling down of the signal flags
which blew stiffly from het halyard indicated the exact
moment when the turn had to be begun, one turn of a
series planned days before. It was easy enough to make
a wrong turn; it was easier still to feel a slight doubt
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about which turn was due to be made; it was just as easy
to doubt the competence of one’s neighbours. A cau-
tious man might linger awhile before giving the otdet,
waiting to see what the others wete doing, and those
moments of delay could bring the bows of a ship in
the next column pointing right at the beam, at the
centre and heart, of the ship that hesitated. A touch
could be death. '

Compared with the immensity of the sea on which
they floated, the ships were tiny, insignificant; it might
seem mitaculous that they should cross that immensity
in the face of the forces of nature and attive with certi-
tude at their destination. It was the intelligence and
ingenuity of man which made that possible, the accu-
mulation of knowledge and experience since the first
flint was chipped and the first picture signs wete writ-
ten. Now it was the intelligence and ingenuity of man
which were adding to the hazards. There was menace
in that lowering sky and in those huge waves, yet despite
that menace the ships wete continuing their complex
and difficult manoeuvtes, close-packed to within a hait’s
breadth of disastet, for should they discontinue those
manoeuvres, should they spread out to a safe distance,
they wete facing worse disaster still.

A thousand miles ahead of them men were waiting
for those ships to artrive, men and women and childten,
although they did not know of the existence of those
particular ships, not their names, not the names of the
men inside them with three quattets of an inch of iton



between them and the cold immensity of the sea. If
those ships, if thousands of othet ships equally unknown,
did not reach their destination, the men and women
and children who awaited their attival would be hungty,
cold, diseased. They might be torn to pieces by explosives.
They might suffer a fate even wotse — a fate they had
years eatlier decided, coldly, would be wotse; they might
be subjected to a tyrant of alien thought, their liberties
torn from them, and in that case — they knew it by
instinct even when they wete not capable of logical
deduction — not only they, but the whole human race
would suffet, and libetty would decline throughout the
world.

On boatd the ships thete wete men imbued with the
same knowledge, even if that knowledge was forgotten
in the urgency of keeping station and maintaining
coutse and speed, and even though in the same ship
with them were plenty of men who did not have that
knowledge, men who were there amid those petils for
othet reasons ot fot no reason, men who desited money
ot dtink ot women ot the secutity that money can
sometimes buy, men with much to forget and half-wits
with nothing to forget, men with children to feed and
men with problems too difficult to face,

They were engaged upon the task of keeping the
propellets turning, or of keeping the ships afloat, or of
maintaining them in theit stations ot of keeping them
in working condition, or they were engaged in feeding
the men who occupied themselves with these tasks.
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But while they catried out their duties, whethet from
motives lofty ot base or non-existent, they were no
mote than parts of the ships they setved — not machined
to any measutable tolerance thanks to theit human
vatiability — and they, ot their ships (not to differentiate
between ships and theit crews), wete things to be fought
for, things to be ptotected by one side ot destroyed by
the othet; things to be escorted actoss the ocean ot
things to be sent down into the freezing depths.



Wednesday. Forenoon Watch: 0800—1200

Thete wete neatly two thousand men in the convoy;
thete were over eight hundred in the four destroyers and
escott vessels that guarded it. Expressing uselessly values
quite immeasurable, three thousand lives and property
worth fifty million dollars were in the charge of Com-
mandet Geotge Krause of the United States Navy, age
forty-two, height five feet nine, weight 155 pounds, com-
plexion medium, colout of eyes grey; and he was not only
escott commandet but captain of the destroyer Keeling of
the Mahan class of fifteen hundred tons’ displacement,
commissioned in 1938.

These were bald facts; and facts may mean very little.
Back in the centre of the convoy was the tanker Hendrik-
son; it was of no importance that in the books of the
company that owned her she was valued at a quarter of a
million dollars and the oil that she cartied at another
quatter of a million. That meant literally nothing; but
the fact that if she should arrive in England her cargo
would provide an hout’s steaming for the entire British
Navy meant something too important to be measured at
all — what money price can be put on an hout’s freedom

8



for the world? The thirsty man in the desert pays no
heed to his pocketful of bank notes. Yet the fact that
Commander Krause tipped the scale at a hundred and
fifty-five could be of appreciable importance; it could be
a measute of the speed with which he could reach the
bridge in an emergency, and, once on the bridge, it might
give some faint indication of his ability to withstand the
physical strain of temaining there. That was something
of far more impottance than the book value of the Hex-
drikson; it was of more importance even to the men who
owned her, although they might not believe it, never
having heard of Commander Geotrge Krause of the
United States Navy. And they would not have been in
the least intetested to hear that he was the son of a
Lutheran ministet, that he had been devoutly brought
up, and that he was a man very familiar with the Bible.
Yet these were mattets of primaty importance, fot in wat
the character and personality of the leader is decisive of
events much mote than minot questions of material.

He was in his cabin, having come out from under
the showet, and he had towelled himself dry. It was the
first opportunity he had had in thirty-six houts to take
a bath, and he did not expect to have another for a long
time. This was the blessed moment after securing from
general quarters with the coming of full daylight. He
had put on his thick woollen undetclothes, his shirt and
his trousers, his socks and his shoes. He had just fin-
ished combing his hair — a rathet perfunctory gesture,
for the mouse-colouted bristles, recently cropped short,



wete insusceptible to treatment. He stated into the mit-
rot to check that his shave had been all that it should
be. His eyes (grey by courtesy; mote hazel than gtey,
and with a stony quality) met those of the reflection in
the mitrotr without recognition or sympathy, as they
would meet those of a stranget — for Krause was indeed
a stranget to himself, someone to be regatded imper-
sonally if tegatded at all. His body was something to be
employed upon duty.

This bathing and shaving, this putting on of a clean
shitt at this hout of the motning, all this dressing with
the day fat advanced, was a distortion of the propet
otdet of things caused by the exigencies of war. Krause
had alteady been on his feet for three hours. He had
gone to the btidge in the darkness before general quat-
tets had sounded, ready fot the ctisis that dawn might
bting, and he had stood thete as the blackness of the
night tutned slowly into the gtey of dawn, with his ship
and his men braced for action. With full daylight — if that
melancholy gteyness metited the tetm — the ship had
secuted from general quarters, and Krause could read
the accumulated messages brought him by the commu-
nications officet, and he could teceive btief reports from
his heads of department, inspect with his own eyes, by
the aid of his binoculars, the fighting ships undet his
command to statboard and pott, and the vast mass of
the convoy manoeuvting fat astern of him. With dawn
an hour ago it might be considered that the safest
moment of the day had come, and Krause could btiefly
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retire. He could offer up his prayets on his knees, He
could take his breakfast. And then he could bathe and
change even though it seemed highly irtegular to do so
at this time and not at the beginning of a new day.

He turned away from the stranger in the mittot, sat-
isfied that he was propetly shaved, and then he stood
still, with one hand on the chait back and his eyes cast
down to the deck on which he stood.

“Yesterday, and today, and for evet,’ he said to himself,
as he always did when he had passed his own inspec-
tion, That was a passage from Hebtews X 111;it marked
the fact that he was starting out on a fresh stage of his
journey through the temporaty wotld, to the grave and
to immortality beyond it. He gave the necessaty atten-
tion to that train of thought; and while his mind was so
occupied his body automatically tetained its balance,
for the ship was rolling and pitching as only a destroyet
can roll and pitch — as she had rolled and pitched without
ceasing fot the past several days. The deck was tising
and falling beneath his feet, inclining sharply to pott
and starboatd, forward and aft, sometimes seemingly
changing its mind, with a ttemot, in mid-movement,
interrupting the rhythm of the rattle of the scant fur-
nishings of the cabin under the utging of the vibtation
of the propellets. ‘

Of the twenty yeats which had elapsed since Krause’s
graduation from Annapolis, thirteen had been spent at
sea, and mostly in destroyets, so that his body was amply
accustomed to tetaining its balance in a rolling ship,
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even at those moments when Krause himself was think-
ing about the immortality of the soul and the transience
of earthly things.

Krause raised his eyes and teached for the sweatet
that was the next garment he had planned to put on.
Before his hand touched it thete came a loud note from
the bell on the bulkhead, and from the voice tube issued
the voice of Lieutenant Carling, who had taken over the
deck when the ship secured from general quarters.

‘Captain to the bridge, sir, said Catling, ‘Captain to
the bridge, sit.

Thete was utgency in the voice. Krause’s hand changed
its objective. It snatched, not the sweater, but the uniform
coat dangling on its hanger. With his other hand Krause
swept aside the Fiberglas cuttain that scteened the doot-
way, and in his shirtsleeves, still holding the coat, he
plunged for the bridge. Seven seconds elapsed between
the time when the bell sounded its note to the time when
Krause entered the pilothouse. He did not have another
second in which to look around him.

‘Harry’s made a contact, sir, said Carling,

Krause sprang to the radio telephone — the TBS, the
‘talk between ships’.

‘George to Harry. George to Harty. Go ahead.

He swung to his left as he spoke, staring out over the
heaving sea. Three and a half miles to port was the Pol-
ish destroyer [iktor; three and a half miles beyond her
was HMS James; she was on 1iktor’s quarter, consider-
ably aft; from the pilothouse she was only just visible
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round the corner of the supetstructure, and at that dis-
tance she was often invisible, when both she and Keeling
were down in the trough. Now she was off het coutse,
heading notthwatd away from the convoy, presumably
following up her contact. It was the James who called
herself Hatry in the TBS code. As Krause’s eyes focused
on het the telephone bleated. No amount of distortion
could disguise the peculiar English intonation of the
voice.

‘Distant contact, sit. Bearing three five five. Request
permission to attack.’

Eleven words, one of which might possibly be omitted;
but they presented a problem of enormous complexity, in
which a scote of factors had to be correlated — and to
which a solution had to be found in as few seconds as
possible. Krause’s eye sought the repeater and a well-
accustomed mind simplified one factor in a moment. A
contact beating three five five lay, on the present leg of the
zigzag, just forward of the port beam. James, as the wing
ship of the four-ship escott, was thtee miles to port of the
convoy. The U-boat — if indeed the contact indicated
the presence of a U-boat, which was by no means cettain —
then must lie several miles from the convoy, and not far
forwatd of the convoy’s port beam. A glance at the clock;
in fourteen minutes another change of course was due.
This would be to statboatd, turning the convoy definitely
away from the U-boat. That was a point in favour of leav-
ing the U-boat alone.

Thete wete other factors favouring the same decision.
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Thete were only four fighting ships for the whole scteen,
only sufficient when all wete in station to covet the whole
immense front of the convoy by sonat search. Detach
one — ot two —and thete would be practically no screen,
only gaps through which othet U-boats might well slip. It
was a weighty factot, but thete was a factor mote weighty
still, the question of fuel consumption — the factot that
had butdened the mind of evety naval officet since sail.
Jamses would have to work up to full speed; she would be
detached far off the convoy’s course. She might be seatch-
ing fot houts, and whatever the tesult of the search, she
would have to tejoin the convoy, which most likely would
be heading away from her duting the whole seatch. That
would mean an hout, ot two, ot three, at high speed, with
an extra consumption of some tons of fuel. There was fuel
to spare, but little enough, only a small reserve. Was it
advisable, at this moment, with action only just begin-
ning, to make intoads upon that reserver During Krause’s
lifetime of professional training no point had been more
insisted on than that every wise officer kept a tesetve
in hand to employ at the crisis of a battle. It was an
argument — the constant atgument — in favour of caution.
But then on the other hand a contact had been made.
It was possible — it might even just be called likely — that a
U-boat might be killed. The killing of a U-boat would be
a substantial success in itself. And the consequences
might be mote impottant still. If that U-boat wete allowed
to depart unharmed, she could sutface, and by het radio
she could inform Getman U-boat headquatters of the
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ptesence of shipping at this point in the Atlantic —
shipping that could only be Allied shipping, that could
only be tatgets for U-boat torpedoes. That was the least.
the U-boat might do; she might sutface, and, making use
of het sutface speed, twice that of the convoy, she might
keep the lattetr undet obsetvation, determine its speed
and base course, and call up — if Getman headquatters
had not alteady issued such otdets — a wolf pack of col-
leagues to intercept and to launch a mass attack. If she
wete destroyed, nothing of this could happen; if she were
even kept down for an hout ot two while the convoy
again made good its escape, the business of finding the
convoy again would be made much more difficult for
the Germans, much mote prolonged, possibly too diffi-
cult altogethet.

‘Still making contact, sit,” squawked the telephone.

It was twenty-fout seconds since Krause had attived
on the bridge, fifteen seconds since he had been con-
fronted with the complex ptoblem in its entitety. It was
fortunate that duting houts on the bridge, duting houts
solitary in his cabin, Krause had thought deeply about
similat problems. No possible amount of thinking could
envisage evety citcumstance; the present case — the exact
beating of the contact, the curtent fuel situation, the
position of the convoy, the time of day — added up to
one out of thousands of possible situations. And there
wete othet factors that Krause had envisaged as well; he
was ant Ametican officet whom the chances of war had
tossed into the command of an Allied convoy. A fteak of
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seniotity had put undet the ordets of him, who had never
heatd a shot fired in anger, a group of hatd-bitten young
captains of othet nations with the expetience of thirty
months of wat. That introduced a number of factors of
enormous impottance but not susceptible of exact calcu-
lation like a fuel-consumption problem — not even as
calculable as the chances of effecting a kill after making
a contact. What would the captain of the James think of
him if he refused permission to attack? What would the
seamen in the convoy think of him if othet U-boats got
in through the screen so dangerously attenuated by that
permission? When the reports started to come in would
one government querulously complain to another that
he had been too tash? Ot too cautious? Would officers of
one navy shake their heads pityingly, and officets of
another navy try halfheartedly to defend him? Gossip
flies rapidly in an armed service; seamen can talk even in
wattime until their complaints teach the eats of con-
gressmen or members of patliament. Allied goodwill
depended to some extent on his decision; and upon
allied goodwill depended ultimate victory and the free-
dom of the wotld. Krause had envisaged these aspects of
his problem, too, but in the ptesent case they could not
affect his decision. They metely made his decision mote
important, metely added to the burden of responsibility
that rested on his shouldets.

‘Permission granted,’ he said.

“Aye aye, sit,” said the telephone.

The telephone squawked again instantly.
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‘Bagle to George,’ it said. ‘Request permission to
assist Harry.”

Eagle was the Polish destroyetr I7ktor, on Keeling’s
port beam between her and the James, and the voice
was that of the young British officet who tode in het to
transmit TBS messages.

‘Permission granted,’ said Krause.

‘Aye aye, sit.’

Krause saw the 17for wheel about as soon as the
words were spoken; het bows met a rollet in a fountain of
spray, and she heaved up het stern as she soated ovet it,
still turning, working up speed to join the James. Viktor
and James wete a team that had alteady achieved a “ptob-
able sinking’ in a ptrevious convoy. james had the new
sound-range recorder and had developed a system of
coaching 1&zorin to make the kill. The two ships wete
buddies; Krause had known from the moment the con-
tact was teported to him that if he detached one it would
be better to detach both, to make a kill mote likely.

It was now fifty-nine seconds since the summons to
Krause in his cabin; it had taken not quite a minute to
reach an important decision and to transmit the ordets
translating that decision into action. Now it was necessary
to dispose his two remaining escott ships, Keeling and
HMCS Doudge, out on his statboard quartet, to the best
advantage; to attempt with two ships to screen thirty-
seven. The convoy covered more than fout squate miles
of sea, an immense target for any totpedo fired ‘into the
brow’, and such a torpedo could be fited advantageously
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from any point of a semicitcle fotty miles in citcumfer-
ence, The best attempt to covet that semicitcle with two
ships would be a poot comptomise, but the best attempt
must still be made. Krause spoke into the telephone again,

‘Geotge to Dicky.

‘Sit!’ squawked the telephone back to him instantly.
Dodge must have been expecting otdets.

“Take station three miles ahead of the leading ship
of the statboard column of the convoy.’

Ktause spoke with the measured tones necessary
for the transmission of verbal otdets; it called attention
to the unmusical quality of his voice.

“Thtee miles ahead of the leading ship of the stat-
board column,” said the telephone back to him. ‘Aye
aye, sit.

That was a Canadian voice, with a pitch and a thythm
mote natutal than the British. No chance of misundet-
standing there. Krause looked at the tepeater and then
turned to the officet of the deck.

‘Course zeto zero five, Mt Catling.’

‘Aye aye, sit,’ answeted Catling, and then to the quat-
tetmastet, ‘Left standard ruddet. Steet coutse zero zero
five.

‘Left standard ruddet, repeated the helmsman turn-
ing the wheel. ‘Coutse zeto zeto five.’

That was Patker, quattermastet third class, aged
twenty-two and matried and no good. Catling knew
that, and was watching the tepeatet.

‘Make eighteen knots, Mt Catling, said Krause.
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‘Aye aye, sir, answered Catling, giving the ordet.

‘Make turns for eighteen knots,’ repeated the man at
the annunciatot,

Keeling turned in obedience to hetr helm; the vibra-
tion transmitted from the deck up through Krause’s
feet quickened as the ship headed for her new station.

‘Engine toom answets eighteen knots, announced
the hand at the engine room telegtaph. He was new to
the ship, a transfer made when they were in Reykjavik;
serving his second hitch. Two yeats back he had been in
trouble with the civil authotities fot a hit-tun automobile
offence while on leave., Krause could not temembet his
name, and must remedy that.

‘Steady on coutse zeto zero five,” announced Patket;
thete was the usual flippant note to his voice that
annoyed Krause and hinted at his unteliability. Noth-
ing to be done about it at present; only the mental note
made. '

‘Making eighteen by pit, sit,’ teported Catling.

“Vety well” That was the pitometet log treading.
Thete were mote otders to give.

‘Mr Catling, take station thtee miles ahead of the
leading ship of the pott column of the convoy.’

“Three miles ahead of the leading ship of the portt
column of the convoy. Aye aye, sit.’

Krause’s ordets had already set Keeing on an econom-
ical course towards that station, and now that she was
crossing ahead of the convoy would be a good moment
to check on it. But he could spate a2 moment now to put
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on his coat; until now he had been in his shirtsleeves
with his coat in his hand. He slipped into it; as his arm
straightened he dug the telephone talket beside him in
the ribs.

‘Pardon me, said Krause.

‘Quite all right, sir, mumbled the telephone talket.

Catling had his hand on the lever that sounded the
general alarm, and was looking to his captain for ordets.

‘No,” said Krause.

Calling the ship to general quarters would bring
evety single man on board to his post of duty. No one
would sleep and hardly anyone would eat; the ordinaty
toutine of the ship would cease entitely. Men grew
fatigued and hungty; the fifty odd jobs about the ship
that had to be done sooner ot latet to keep her efficient
would all be left until later because the men who should
be doing them would be at theit battle stations. It was
not a condition that could long be maintained — it was
the battle resetve, once mote, to be consetved until the
crucial moment.

And thete was the additional point that some men,
many men, tended to become slack about the execution
of their duty if special demands wete continually made
on them without obvious teason. Krause knew this
from obsetvation during his years of expetience, and he
knew it academically, too, through study of the man-
uals, in the same way thata doctot is familiar with diseases
from which he has nevet suffered himself, Krause had
to allow for the weaknesses of the human flesh undet
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his command, and the flightiness of the human mind.
Keeling was already in Condition Two, with battle sta-
tions largely manned and watertight integrity — with its
concomitant interference with the routine of the ship —
strictly maintained. Condition Two meant a strain on
the hands, and was bad for the ship, but the length of
time dutring which Condition Two could be enduted
was measurable in days, compated with the houts that
Battle Stations could be endured.

The fact that James was running down a contact at
some distance from the convoy, with 177&r to help het,
was not sufficient justification for sounding the general
alarm; it was likely that dozens mote such contacts would
be reported before the convoy reached home. So Krause
said ‘No’ in reply to Catling’s unvoiced inquiry. Glance,
decision, and reply consumed no more than two ot thtee
seconds of time. It would have taken at least several min-
utes for Ktause to have given vetbally all the reasons for
that decision; it would have taken him a minute ot two at
least to assemble them in his mind. But long habit and
long experience made the teaching of decisions easy to
him, and long thought had familiarized his mind before-
hand with the conditions surrounding this patticulat
emetrgency.

And at the same time his memoty made a note of the
incident, even though appatently it passed out of his
mind as soon as it was disposed of. Catling’s readiness
to sound general quarters was an item added to Krause’s
mental dossier about Catling. It would affect, to some
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possibly infinitesimal extent, how much Krause could
trust Carling as officer of the deck. It might eventually
affect the ‘fitness report’ which in coutse of time Krause
would be making on Catling (assuming both of them
lived long enough for that repott to be made), with spe-
cial beating on the paragraph tegatding Catling’s
‘fitness for command’. A tiny incident, one in thou-
sands that made a complex whole.

Ktause picked up his binoculats, hung them tound
his neck, and trained them towatds the convoy. In the
crowded pilothouse it was impossible to get a cleat sight,
and he stepped out onto the port wing of the bridge. The
transition was instant and prodigious. The notth-east
wind, from almost dead ahead on this coutse, shtieked
round him. As he raised the glasses to his eyes his right
armpit felt the bitter cold strike into it. He should be
weating his sweater and his gteatcoat; he would have
been doing so if he had been left undistutbed for a
minute longet in his cabin.

They were passing the convoy flagship, an ancient pas-
senget vessel with upper works lofty in compatison with
the rest of the convoy. The convoy commodore whose
pennant flew in her was an eldetly Btitish admiral back
from tetitement, undettaking a difficult, monotonous,
dangetous and inglorious duty of his own free will, as of
coutse he ought to do as long as the oppottunity pre-
sented itself, even though that meant being under the
otdets of a young commander of anothet nation. His pres-
ent duty was to keep the ships of the convoy as neatly in
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otdet as possible, so as to give the escort every chance of
protecting it.

Beyond the convoy flagship the test of the convoy
spread itself in irtegulat lines; Krause swept his binocu-
lats tound to examine them. The lines wete certainly
irregulat, but not neatly as irtegular as they had been
when he examined them at the end of the night, in the
first light of dawn. Then the third column from star-
boatd had been tevealed in two halves, with the last
three ships — five ships in that column, four in each of
the othets — trailing fat astern, out of the formation al-
togethet. Now the gap had been neatly closed. Presumably
No. 3 ship, the Norwegian Kong Gustay, had expetienced
an engine room defect duting the night and had fallen
astern; in the radio silence and the blackout that wete so
strictly enforced, and with flag signals invisible in the
datkness, she had been unable to inform the othets of
her plight, and had fallen farther and farther astern, with
the ships following het conforming to her movements.
Appatently the defect had been made good and Kong
Gustay and het two followers wete slowly crawling up
into position again, The Southland, immediately astern of
Kong Gustay — Krause had checked the name on his list
soon after dawn — was smoking badly, pethaps in the
effort to steamn an extra half-knot to tegain station, and
several other ships wete making mote smoke than they
should. Luckily with the wind from ahead, and blowing
hatd, the smoke was lying low and dispetsing tapidly.
In calmer conditions the convoy would have been
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surmounted by a pillar of cloud visible fifty miles away.
The commodore had a signal hoist flying; almost for
certain it was the signal so frequently displayed in every
navy — ‘Make less smoke’.

But conditions in the convoy could generally be
desctibed as good, with only three ships badly out of
station and only a certain amount of smoke being
made. Thete was time for a rapid glance round the Kee/-
ing; it was significant that Krause’s first cate had been
for the convoy and only his second care had been for
his own ship. He loweted his binoculars and turned to
look forward, the wind hitting him in the face as he did
50, and, along with the wind, a few dtops of spray hurled
aft from the heaving bows. Aloft, the ‘bedspring’ of
the radar antenna was making its methodical gyrations,
turning round and round while the mast, with the roll-
ing and pitching, was outlining cones, apex downward,
of evety conceivable dimension. The lookouts wete at
their posts, seven of them, all bundled up in their Arctic
clothing, their eyes at the binoculats in the tests in
front of them, traversing slowly to left and to right and
back again, each sweeping his own special sector, but
with each having to pause every few seconds to wipe
from the object glasses the spray flying back from the
bows. Krause gave the lookouts a moment’s inspec-
tion; Catling, with his mind preoccupied with the duty
of taking the ship to her new station, would not be giv-
ing them a glance at present. They seemed to be doing
theit wotk conscientiously; sometimes — unbelievable

24



though it might be — lookouts were found wanting in
that respect, titing of a2 monotonous job despite fre-
quent relief. It was a duty that had to be cattied out
with the utmost pains and method, without an instant’s
intertruption; a U-boat would never expose motre than a
foot ot two of petiscope above the sutface of the sea,
and nevet for mote than a half a minute at most; seatrch
had to be constant and regular to give any chance, not
speaking of probability, of the transient appeatrance
being detected. A second’s glimpse of a petiscope could
decide the fate of the convoy. Thete was even the chance
that the sight of torpedo wakes stteaking towatds
the ship and instantly reported might save at least the
Keeling.

This was as long as he dared stay out on the wing of
the bridge; half his force was heading towards battle out
there to port — [iktor had ‘peeled off’ to join James some
time ago — and he must be at the TBS to exett control
if necessary. Young Hart was approaching the port
pelorus to take the bearings for Catling in his task of
taking up station. Krause gave him a nod and went back
into the pilothouse. The comparative warmth of it
reminded him that in that brief time outside, without
sweatet ot pea jacket, he had been chilled through. He
stepped to the telephone; it was bleating and gurgling.
He was overhearing the convetsations between the
British officers in James and Viktor.

‘Bearing thtee six oh,’ said one English voice.

‘Can’t you get the range, old boy?’ said anothet.

25



‘No, damn it. Contact’s too indistinct. Haven’t you
picked it up yet?’

‘Not yet. We've swept that sector twice.

‘Come ahead slowly’

From where Krause stood James was indistinguish-
able in the mutk of the near hotizon. She was only a
little ship and het uppet works were not lofty. Iiktor
was bigget and highet and nearer; he could still see het,
but she was already vague. With visibility so poot and
the ships sepatating rapidly he would not have her in
sight much longet, although she would be prominent
enough on the radar screen. Carling’s voice suddenly
made itself audible; he might have been speaking befote
but Krause, concentrating on the TBS, had not lis-
tened to him, as what he was saying had no bearing on
the problem in hand.

‘Right standatd tudder. Steer course zeto seven
nine, said Catling,

‘Right standard ruddet. Course zero seven nine,
tepeated Parket,

Keeling was at hetr new station now, or near it, evidently.
She swung round, turning het stetn almost directly to-
watds [7ktor. The distance between the two ships would
now be widening mote rapidly than befote. Keeling rolled
deeply to starboard, unexpectedly; feet slipped on the
pilothouse deck, hands grabbed for secutity. Her turn
had brought her into the hollow of the next roller without
the oppottunity to lift to it. She lay over for a long second,
levelled hetself abruptly, and equally abruptly lay ovet
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to pott as the roller passed undet her keel, so that feet
slipped in the opposite ditection and Catling came slid-
ing down upon Krause.

Sortry, sit,’ said Carling,

‘All tight.

‘Steady on zeto seven nine,’ announced Patket.

“Very well,” answeted Catling, and then to Ktause,
‘Next zigzag is due in five minutes, sit.’

“Very well, said Krause in his turn. It was one of his
standing orders that he should be called five minutes
before any change of coutse on the patt of the convoy.
The turn would bting the convoy’s sterns exactly towards
Viktor and James. It was nine minutes since James had
peeled off; she must be mote than thtee miles from het
station now, and the distance would be incteasing by a
quattet ot even half a mile evety minute. Het maximum
speed in this sea would not be mote than sixteen knots. It
would take her half an hout — and that half-hout one of
maximum fuel consumption — to regain het station if he
recalled her now. And every minute that he postponed
doing so meant she would spend five extra minutes ovet-
taking the convoy; in other wotds, if he left her out thete
for six more minutes it would be a full hout befote she
would be back on station. Another decision to be made.

‘Geotge to Harty,” he said into the telephone.

‘I heat you, George.

‘How'’s that contact of youts?’

‘Not vety good, sit.

Sonat nototiously could be inconsistent. Thete was
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much more than a faint chance that James was pursuing
something that was not a submarine. Possibly even a
school of fish; more likely a layer of colder or warmer
water, seeing that Iikfor was finding difficulty in
getting a cross-beating on it.

‘Is it worth following it up?’

“Well, sit. I think so, sit.’

If there really was a U-boat there the German cap-
tain would be well awate that contact had been made;
he would have changed coutse radically, and would
now be fishtailing and vatying his depth; that would
account at least in latge part for the unsatisfactory con-
tact. Thete was a new German device fot leaving a big
bubble behind, producing a transient sonar effect baf-
fling to the sonar operator. There might be some new
unknown device mote baffling still. Thete might be no
U-boat there.

On the other hand, if thete was, and if Jamwes and
Viktor wete tecalled, it would be some minutes before
the U-boat would ventute to surface; she would be
doubtful as to the beating of the convoy, which would
be heading directly away from her; she would cettainly
not make more than sixteen knots on the surface in
this sea and probably less. The tisk involved in leaving
her to her own devices had been considerably dimin-
ished by those few minutes of pursuit. There was the
matter of the eflect such a decision would have on his
British and Polish subotdinates; they might tesent
being called off from a promising hunt, and sulk on a
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later occasion — but that reply to his last question had
not been enthusiastic, even allowing for British lack of
emphasis. .

“Youd better call it off, Harry,’ said Krause in his flat
impetsonal voice.

‘Aye aye, sit’ The teply was in a tone that echoed
his own.

‘Bagle, Harry, tejoin the convoy and take up your
previous stations.’

‘Aye, aye, sit.’

There was no guessing whethet the decision had
caused resentment ot not.

‘Commodote’s signalling for the change of coutse,
sir, reported Catling,

“Very well”

This slow convoy did not zigzag in the fashion of
fast convoys; the passage would be prolonged inotrdin-
ately if it did. The alterations of course were made at
long intervals, so long that it was impossible for mer-
chant captains to maintain station on the difficult lines
of bearing involved in the fast convoy system — it was
hard enough for them to maintain simple column and
line. Consequently evety change of coutse meant a
ponderous wheel to left ot to right, only a matter of ten
ot fifteen degrees, but that was a major operation. One
wing had to maintain speed while the other reduced
speed. Leaders had to put their helms over gently, and
it seemed as if the ships following would never learn
the simple lesson that to follow their leaders round in a
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wheel to statboatd it was necessaty to wait and then to
turn exactly where the ship ahead turned; to turn too
soon meant that one found oneself on the starboatd
side of the leadet, and threatening the ships in the column
to starboatd; to turn too late meant heading straight for
the ships in the column to pott. In either event there
would be need to jockey oneself back into one’s propet
place in the column, not too easily.

Moteovet, in this wheeling movement of the whole
mass, it was necessaty fot the ships in the outer flank to
move fastet than those in the inner flank, which actually
meant — seeing that those on the outer flank wete already
steaming as hard as they could go — that the ships in the
inner columns must teduce speed. The large mimeo-
gtaphed booklet of instructions issued to evety captain
laid down standatd ptopottionate teductions in speed for
evety column, but to comply with those instructions
meant leafing huttiedly through the booklet and doing a
rapid calculation when the right place was found. And if
the cottect figure were ascetrtained thete was still the dif-
ficulty of getting an unpractised engine room staff to
make an exact teduction in speed; and there was always
the difficulty that evety ship tesponded to the tudderina
different way, with a different turning citcle.

Every wheel the convoy made was in consequence
followed by a petiod of confusion. Lines and columns
tended to open out, vastly incteasing the atea the escort
had to guatd; thete wete always likely to be stragglets,
and expetrience had long proved that a ship straggling
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from the formation would almost certainly be sent to
the bottom. Krause went out onto the statboard wing
of the bridge and levelled his binoculats at the convoy.
He saw the string of flags at the commodote’s halyard
come down.

‘Execute, sit,’ reported Catling,

“Vety well”

It was Catling’s duty to repott that hauling down
even thdugh Ktause was awate of it; it was the execu-
tive moment, the signal that the wheel was to begin.
Krause heard Catling give the otdet fot the new coutse,
and he had to train round his binoculats as Keeling
tutned. The ship leading the statboatd column six
miles away lengthened as she ptesented het side to his
gaze; the three ‘slands’ of her supetstructute differen-
tiated themselves in his sight now that she was neatly
broadside on to him. A heavy toll on the patt of Keeling
swept the ship out of the field of his binoculats; he
found himself looking at the heaving sea, and he had to
tetrain the glasses, balancing and swaying with the toll
to keep the convoy under obsetvation. Thete was con-
fusion almost instantly. The convoy changed from an
almost otdetly checkerboard of lines and columns into
a muddle of ships dotted haphazatdly, ships sheeting
out of line, ships trying to regain station, columns dou-
bling up with the tail crowding on the head.

Ktause ttied to keep the whole convoy under obset-
vation, even though the fatthest ships wete hatdly visible
in the thick weather; a collision might call for instant
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action on his part. He could detect none, but there must
be some tense moments in the heatt of the convoy.

The seconds, the minutes wete passing. The front of
the convoy was an indented line. To all appearances
thete wete not the nine columns that thetre should have
been, but ten, eleven, no, twelve. On the statboard quat-
tet of the commodore an intrusive ship appeared. Ships
wete straying, as was only to be expected, out beyond
the statboatrd leader. If one single ship did not obey
ordets exactly, did not teduce speed at the cotrect
moment, ot tutrned too soon ot too late, ten ships might
be fotrced out of station, jostling each other. As Krause
watched he saw one of the most distant ships turning
until het stern was presented to him. Someone out
there of necessity ot from recklessness was turningina
full circle; squeezed out from his position he was about
to tty to nose his way into it again. And out there on
that heaving expanse of watet could be a U-boat, pos-
sibly one commanded by a cautious captain, hanging
on the skitts of the convoy. An outlying ship like that
would be a choice victim, to be torpedoed without any
chance of one of the escott running down to the attack
at all. Be sobet, be vigilant; because your adversaty the
devil, as a roating lion, walketh about, seeking whom
he may devour,

Thete were flag hoists ascending the commodore’s
halyatds, presumably ordets designed to straighten out
the confusion. Inexpetienced men would be trying to
read them, through ancient telescopes, and with their
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ships heaving and swaying undet theit feet. Krause
swung round to examine the pott column ovet Keeling’s
quartet, That was in the least disotder, as might be
expected; Krause looked beyond them. In the haze on
the far hotizon he could see a dot with a line above it.
That was Viktor, coming up at het best speed to tesume
her station — James, with het poot sixteen knots, must be
far astern of het.

As Krause turned back to re-examine the convoy, a
bright flash of light caught his eye, a seties of flashes
from the commodore. She was sending a searchlight
signal, and her searchlight was trained straight at Kee/ing.
It would be a signal for him: P~L—E — He fell behind
with his teading of it, for the transmission was too fast
for him. He looked up at his signallers; they were tead-
ing it without difficulty, one man noting the letters as
tead to him by the othet. A longish message, not one of
desperate urgency then — and for moments of despet-
ate urgency there were far mote trapid means of
communication. Up above they blinked back the final
acknowledgement. ‘

‘Signal for you, sit, called the signalman, stepping
forward, pad in hand.

‘Read it.’

“‘Comconvoy to Comescort. Will you please direct
your corvette on the starboard side to assist in getting
convoy into otder question would be grateful.””’

‘Reply “Comescort to Comconvoy. Yout last. Affitma-
tive.””

33



“‘Comescott to Comconvoy. Yout last. Affirmative.”
Aye aye, sit.’ |

Comconvoy had to wotd his signal like that, pre-
sumably; he was making requests of an associate, not giv-
ing ordets to a subordinate. Let thy words be few, said
Ecclesiastes; the officer drafting an ordet had to beat
that recommendation in mind, but a rettead admiral
addtessing an escott commandet had to remember the
Psalms and make his wotds smoother than butter.

Ktause went back into the pilothouse, to the TBS.

‘Geotge to Dicky, he said in that flat distinct voice.
The teply was instant; Dodge was alert enough.

‘Leave your station,’ he otdered. ‘Go and - he checked
himself fot 2 moment; then he temembered that it was a
Canadian ship he was addressing, so that the phrase he
had in mind would not be misundetstood as it might be
by the James ot the 1iktor, and he continued:

‘Go and tide herd on the convoy on the statboatd
side.”

‘Ride hetd on the convoy. Aye aye, sit.’

 ‘Look to the commodote fot instructions, went on
Krause, ‘and get those stragglets back into line.”

‘Aye aye, sit.

‘Keep your sonar searching on that flank. T hat s the
dangerous side at present.’

‘Aye aye, sit.

I say to this man, Go, and he goeth; and to anothet,
Come, and he cometh. But what of the ‘great faith’ that
centution had? Dodge was already wheeling tound to
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catty out het orders. Now there was mote to be done.
The front of the convoy had been inadequately enough
scteened already, and now neatly all of it was wide open
to attack. So there were more ordets to give, otdets to
set Keeling patrolling along the whole five-mile front
of the convoy, her sonar sweeping first on one side and
then on the other as she steamed back and fotth in a
stout-hearted attempt to detect possible enemies any-
whete in the convoy’s broad path, while as Dodge moved
about on the tight flank of the convoy, het captain
shouting himself hoarse through his bullhotn at the
laggards — the wotds of the wise are as goads — at
the same time her sonat kept watch behind him. I was
eyes to the blind, and feet was I to the lame.

Krause walked from the starboard wing of the btidge
to the port side as Kee/ing made het second turn about. He
wanted to keep his eye on the convoy; he wanted to use
his own judgement as to when Dodge would have com-
pleted her task on the right flank, and as to when iksor
would be available to take het shate of the pattol across
the front. Even on the wing of the btidge, with the wind
blowing, he was conscious, when he thought about it, of
the monotonous ping-ping-ping of the ship’s sonat as it
sent out its impulses through the untesponsive watet.
That noise went on ceaselessly, day and night, as long as
the ship was at sea, so that the ear and the mind became
accustomed to it unless attention was called to it.

The commodore’s searchlight was blinking again,
straight at him; anothet message. He glanced up at the
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signalman receiving it. The sharp rattle of the shutters of
the light in teply told him that the sighalman had not
understood a word and was asking for a tepeat; he checked
his irritation, for perhaps the commodore was using some
long-winded English polite form outside the man’s expet-
ience. But the time the message took to transmit did not
indicate that it was long,

“Signal for you, sit.’

‘Read it

The signalman, pad in hand as before, was a little
hesitant.

“*Comconvoy to Comescort,” sir, “Huftf Duff” —

There was an inquiring note in the signalman’s voice
there, and a second’s pause.

“Yes, Huff Duff]’ said Krause, testily. That was HFDF,
high frequency direction finding; his sighalman had
not met the expression befote. -

““Huff Duft reports foreign ttansmission bearing
eight seven range from one five to two zetro miles,” sit.

Bearing eight seven. That was neatly in the path of
the convoy. Foreign transmission; that could mean
only one thing here in the Atlantic; a U-boat fifteen to
twenty miles away. Leviathan, that crooked setpent.
This was something fat more positive and cettain than
James’s possible contact. This was something calling fot
instant decision as evet, and that decision had to be
based as evet on a scote of factots.

‘Reply. “Comescort to Comconvoy. Will tun it
down.””’

b
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“*Comescort to Comconvoy. Will run it down.” Aye
aye, sit)

‘Wait. “Will run it down. Thank you.””’

““Will run it down. Thank you.” Aye aye, sit.’

Two strides took Krause into the pilothouse.

‘T’ll take the conn, Mt Catling.’

‘Aye aye, sit.

‘Right smartly to course zero eight seven.’

‘Right smartly to course zero eight seven.’

‘All engines flank speed. Make turns for twenty-two
knots.

‘All engines flank speed. Make turns for twenty-two
knots.

‘Mr Carling, sound general quarters.’

‘General quarters. Aye aye, sit.’

The warning horns blared thtough the ship as Car-
ling pressed down on the handle; a din fit to wake the
dead, to wake the exhausted sleepets in their bunks
far below, summoning every man to his post, starting
a torrent of men up the ladders. Clothes would be
dragged on, unfinished letters flung aside, equipment
snatched up. Through the din came the teport, ‘Engine
toom answers flank speed, sit.” Keeling was heeling as
she turned; Heeling-Keeling was what the men called
het, Heeling-Keeling, Reeling-Keeling.

‘Steady on course zero eight seven,’ said Parker.

‘Vetry well. Mt Hatt, how does the commodote beat?’

Ensign Hart was at the pelotrus in a moment.

“Two six six, sit,” he called.
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Practically dead astern. The Huff Duff beating in
itself would be exact enough. No need to plot a coutse
to the estimated position of the U-boat.

Already the pilothouse was thtonging with new-
comets, helmeted figutes, bundled-up figutes, telephone
talkers, messengets. Thete was much to be done; Krause
went to the TBS.

‘Bagle, I am running down a Huff Duff indication
beating zero eight seven.’

‘Oh eight seven. Aye aye, sit.’

“Take my place and cover the front of the convoy as
quickly as you can.’

‘Aye aye, sit.

“You heat me, Hattry?’

‘I heat you, Geotge.’

‘Covet the left flank.

‘Cover the left flank. Aye aye, sit. We ate fout miles
astetn of the last ship, sit.

‘1 know.’ |

It would be mote than half an hout before James
would be in het station; it would be neatly fifteen min-
utes before liktor would be in hets. Meanwhile the
convoy would be unprotected save by Dodge on the
statboard wing, The tisk tun was one of the scote of
factots that had been balanced in Krause’s mind when
the commodore’s message came through. On the othet
hand there was clear indication of an enemy ahead —
Huft Duft was highly reliable — and thete was the poot
visibility which would shroud Keefing while het radar
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could see through it. Thete was the need to drive the
enemy undet; thete was the need to kill him. Even
twenty miles ahead of the convoy Keeling would be of
some protection to it,

Hete was Lieutenant Watson, the navigatot, repott-
ing having taken over as officet of the deck from Catling,
Krause teturned his salute; it took only two sentences to
inform him regarding the situation.

‘Aye aye, sit.’

Watson’s handsome blue eyes shone in the shadow
of his helmet.

‘I have the conn, Mt Watson,’

‘Aye aye, sit.

‘Messenget, my helmet.’

Krause put the thing on; it was for form’s sake, but
at the same time the sight of the thickly clad men about
him teminded him that he was still wearing only his
uniform coat and that he was already chilled through
by his sojoutn on the wing of the bridge.

‘Go to my cabin and bring me the sheepskin coat
you’ll find there.’

‘Aye aye, sit.’

The executive officer was reporting by voice tube
from the chatrtroom below. Down there was an imptov-
isation of the combat information centre already fully
developed in bigget ships. At the time when Keeling was
launched, sonar was in its infancy and radatr had hatdly
‘been thought of. Lieutenant Commander Cole was an
old friend; Krause told him how mattets stood.
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“You'te likely to get her on the radar scteen any time
now, Chatlie. '

“Yes, sit.’

Keeling was pulsating as she tore along under neatly
full power. She lurched and she shuddered as a gteen
toller burst over her forecastle. But the huge rolling
waves wete just regulatr enough and convex enough to
petrmit her to maintain her present high speed. Eighteen
miles away or less was a sutfaced U-boat; at any moment
the radar antenna far above the pilothouse might pick
her up; the reports had all come in that battle stations
wetre manned. The men who had been roused from
their tasks, even the men who had abandoned their rou-
tine wotk to seize theit equipment and go to theit posts,
wete ignorant of the reason for this sudden call. Down
in the engine room there must be plenty of men won-
dering why there had been the call for flank speed; the
men at the guns and the men at the depth chatge racks
must be warned to be teady fot instant action. A second
ot two must be spared for that. Krause walked to the
loudspeaker. The bosun’s mate stationed there saw him
coming, put his hand to the switch and teceived an
approving nod. The call sounded through the ship.

‘Now hear this. Now hear this.’

“This is the captain.’

Long training and long-practised self-control kept
his voice even; no one could guess from that flat voice
the excitement which boiled inside him, which could
mastet him if he relaxed that self-control for an instant.
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‘We’te running down a U-boat. Evety man must be
tready for instant action.

It might almost be thought that Keeling quivered
afresh with excitement at the message. In the crowded
pilothouse as Ktause turned back from the loudspeaket
every eye was upon him. There was tenseness in the ait,
there was ferocity. These men were on their way to kill;
they might be on their way to be killed, although for
most of those present neither consideration weighed
beside the mete fact that Kee/ing was heading for action,
towards success ot failure.

Something obtruded itself upon Krause’s attention;
it was the sheepskin coat he had sent for, offered him
by the young messenget. Krause was about to take it.

‘Captainl’

Krause was at the voice tube in a flash.

“Target beating zero nine two. Range fifteen miles.’

Chatlie Cole’s voice was genuinely calm. He was
speaking with the unhurried care of a thoughtful par-
ent addressing an excitable child — not that he thought
of Krause as an excitable child.
~ ‘Right smartly to course zeto nine two,’ said Krause.

At the wheel now was Quartermaster First Class McAl-
istet, a short skinny Texan; Krause had been his division
officer in the old days in the Gamble. McAlister would
have made Chief by now had it not been for a couple of
deplorable incidents in San Pedto in the eatly thitties. As
be dryly tepeated the otdet, no one would imagine the
fighting madman he had been with liquor in him.
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“‘Steady on coutse zero nine two,’ said McAlistet, his
eyes not moving from the compass repeatet.

“Vety well.

Krause turned back to the voice tube.

“What do you make of the target?’

‘Dead ahead, sit. Not too cleat,” said Chatlie.

This Sugat Chatlie tadat was a poot job. Ktrause had
heard of Sugar George, the new radar; he had never
seen one, but he wished passionately that Keeling had
been equipped with one.

‘Small,’ said Chatlie Cole. ‘Low in 1 the watet,

A U-boat fot cettain, and Keeling was rushing down
upon her at twenty-two knots. We have made a coven-
ant with death, and with hell ate we at agreement.
Comconvoy’s tadio operatot must be wondetfully good
to have estimated the distance so accurately metely by
the sttength of the signals.

‘Bearing’s changing a little, said Charlie. ‘Beating
zero nine three. No, zero nine three and a half. Range
foutteen miles. She must be on a neartly reciprocal
coutse.

The tange had decteased by a mile in one minute and
sixteen seconds. As Chatlie said, she must be heading
neatly straight towards Keeling, coming to meet het. Hell
from beneath is moved for Thee to meet Thee at Thy
coming. In five mote miles, in seven minutes — less than
seven minutes now — she would be within range of the
five-inch. But Keeling had only two guns that could bear
dead ahead. It would be better not to open fite at extteme
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range. With a high sea running, the range rapidly chan-
ging, and a radar that might ot might not be accurately
lined up, instant hits with a two-shell salvo wete unlikely.
Better to wait; better to hold on in the hope that Keeling
might come rushing out of the mutk to find het advet-
sary in plain sight at easiet range.

‘Range thirteen miles,’ said Chatlie. ‘Bearing zeto
nine four.’

‘Right smartly, said Ktause, ‘to coutse zeto nine eight.

The U-boat was appatently holding a steady coutse.
This turn to statboard would intetcept het, and if the
target wete to reveal itself it would be fine on the port
bow instead of right ahead; only a small additional tutn
would then be necessary to bring the after guns to beat
as well.

‘Steady on course zero nine eight,” said McAlistet,

“Very well.’

‘Stop that noise,’ barked Watson, his voice suddenly
cutting through the tension. He was gloweting at a tele-
phone talker, a nineteen-yeat-old apptentice seaman,
who had been whistling thtough his teeth into the
teceiver before his mouth. From the telephone talket’s
guilty start it was obvious that he had been quite uncon-
scious of what he was doing. But Watson’s shatp otdet
had been as startling as a pistol shot in the tense atmos-
phete of the crowded pilothouse.

- ‘Range twelve miles, said Charlie. ‘Beating zero
fnine fout.’ ,
~ Krause turned to the telephone talket.
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‘Captain to gunnety officer. Do not open fire with-
out otders from me unless enemy is in sight’

The talker pressed the button of his mouthpiece and
tepeated the words, with Krause listening carefully.
That was not a good ordet, but it was the only one that
would meet the present situation, and he could tely
upon Fippler to understand it.

‘Gunnery officer replies aye aye, sit,” said the talket.

“Vety well”

That boy was one of the new draft, fresh out of boot
camp, and yet it was his duty to pass messages upon
which the fate of a battle might depend. But in a destroyer
there wete few stations which catried no tesponsibility,
and the ship had to fight even with seventy-five recruits
on boatd. With two yeats of high school to his credit the
boy had at least the educational requitements for his
station. And only expetience would tell if he had the
others; if he would stand at his post amid dead and
wounded, amid fite and destruction, and still pass on
orders without tripping ovet a word.

‘Range twenty thousand,” said the talker. ‘Beating
zero nine fout.

This marked an important moment. Calling the range
in thousands of yards instead of in miles was the proof
that the enemy was almost within range; eighteen thou-
sand yards was the maximum for the five-inch. Krause
could see the guns training round ready to open fire on
the instant. Chatlie was speaking on the circuit to gun-
nety control and captain. And the bearing had not altered
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either; Keeling was on a collision course with the U-boat.
The climax was apptoaching. What was the visibility?
Seven miles? Twelve thousand yards? Apparently about
that. But that estimate was not to be relied upon; there
might be a clear patch, there might be a thick patch.
At any moment the U-boat might come into sight over
thete, whete the guns wete pointing. Then the shells
would be sent winging to the target. It must be hit, shat-
tered, before the U-boat ctew could get below at the sight
of the destroyer rushing down upon them, before they
could dive, before they could armour themselves with a
yard of water as impenetrable to Kee/ing's shells as a yard of
steel, and armour themselves with invisibility as well. Hide
thyself as it were for a little moment, until the indignation
be overpast.

‘Range one nine oh double oh. Bearing steady on
zero nine fout,” said the talket.

A constant beating, U-boat and destroyer were neating
each other as fast as was possible. Krause could look
tound the crowded pilothouse, at the tense faces shad-
owed by the helmets. The silence and the immobility
showed that discipline was good. Forwatd of the bridge
he could see the crew of one of the starboard side forty-
millimetre guns, stating out in the direction the five-inch
‘were pointing, The tremendous spray that Keeling was
AHinging aft from her bows must be driving against them
‘but they were not taking shelter. They certainly were keen.
. ‘Range one eight five double oh. Beating steady on
‘zero nine fout.
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The silence was of coutse even mote impressive
because the pinging of the sonat had ceased fot the
first time for thirty-six hours. Sound ranging was quite
ineffective with the ship making twenty-two knots.

‘Range one eight oh double oh. Bearing steady on
zero nine fout.”

He could open fire now. The five-inch were strain-
ing upwatds, theit muzzles pointing far above the
grey horizon. A word and they would hutl theit shells
upwards and outwatds; there was the chance that
one of them might crash into the U-boat’s hull. One
shell would be enough. The oppottunity was his. So
was the responsibility for refusing to take advantage
of it.

‘Range one seven five double oh. Beating steady on
zetro nine fout. .

On the U-boat’s bridge would be an officet and one
ot two men. The shell would come through the murk
instantaneously for them; one moment they would be
alive and the next moment they would be dead, igno-
rant of what had happened. In the control room below
the Germans would be stunned, wounded, flung dying
against the bulkheads; in the other compattments the
ctew would heat the crash, would feel the shock, would
stagger as the boat staggeted, would see with hotrrified
eyes the watet rushing in upon them, in those few sec-
onds befotre death ovettook them as their boat went
down, spouting great bubbles of ait forced out by the
inrushing watet.
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‘Range one seven oh double oh, beatring steady on
zeto nine fout.
~ On the other hand the salvo might plunge into the
sea half a mile from the U-boat. The columns of watet
thrown up would be cleat watrning, Befote anothet
salvo could be fired the U-boat would be gliding down
below the surface, invisible, unattainable, deadly. Bet-
ter to make sure of it. This was only a Sugatr Chatlie
radat,

‘Range one six five double oh. Bearing steady on
zeto nine fout,’

Any moment now. Any moment. Were the lookouts
doing theit duty?

“Target disappeared, said the talket.

Ktause stared at him; fot a couple of seconds he was
uncomprehending, But the boy met his gaze without
flinching, He was cleatly awate of what he had said, and
showed no disposition to amend it. Ktause sptrang to
the voice tube. ‘

“What’s this, Chatlie?’

‘Afraid he’s dived, sit. It looked like it the way the pip
faded out.’

‘Radat’s not on the blink?’

‘No, sit. Nevet known it so good before.’

“Very well

Krause tutned back from the voice tube. The ctowd
in the pilothouse wete looking at each other undet
their helmet brims. By their attitudes, heavily clothed
though they wete, their disappointment was cleatly
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conveyed. They seemed to sag in theit bundled cloth-
ing, Now evety eye was on him. Fot two and a half
minutes it had been in his powet to open fire on a
U-boat on the sutface; every officer in the United States
Navy ctaved an oppottunity like that, and he had made
no use of it. But this was no time for tegret; this was
not the moment to be self-conscious under the gaze of
eyes that might or might not be accusing. Thete was
too much to be done. Mote decisions had to be taken.

He looked up at the clock. Keefing must be about
seven miles ahead of her station in the convoy screen.
Viktor would be thete by now, with her own sonat try-
ing to search five miles of front. The convoy might
now be in otrdet, with Dodge on the statboatrd flank free
to pay all het attention to antisubmarine duty; James
would be fast coming up on the othet flank. Meanwhile
Keeling was still hurtling forward, away from them, at
twenty-two knots. And the enemy? What was the
enemy doing? Why had he dived? Watson, the ranking
officer on the bridge, ventured to voice his opinion.

‘He couldn’t have seen us, sir. Not if we couldn’t
see him.’

‘Maybe not, said Krause.

Keeling’s lookouts were petched high up; if the U-boat
had been visible to them only Keeling’s upper works
would have been visible to the U-boat. But visibility
was a chancy phenomenon. It was possible, bately pos-
sible, that in the one ditection visibility had been bettet
than in the other, that the U-boat had sighted them
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without being sighted herself. She would have dived
promptly enough in that case.

But there could be other theories almost without
limit. The U-boat might be newly fitted with radar —
that was a development that must be expected sooner
ot later, and this might be the time. Naval Intelligence
could debate that point when the repotts came in. Ot she
might have been informed of the coutse and position
of the convoy and have merely gone down to petriscope
depth as soon as she was squarely in its path — her
course up to the moment of disappeating had been
apparently laid to intercept the convoy. That was a
good tactical possibility, pethaps the likeliest. Thete
wete othets, though. It might be metely a routine dive —
she might be exercising het ctew at diving stations. Or
more trivial yet. It might be the U-boat crew’s dinnet-
time and the cook might have teported that he could
not ptepate a hot meal with the boat tossed on the sea
‘that was running, and that might have decided the cap-
tain to take her down into the calm below the surface.
Any explanation was possible; it would be best to tetain
an open mind on the subject, to temembet that about
eight miles ahead there was a U-boat undet the sutface,
and to come to a prompt decision tegarding what should
be done next. |

First and fotemost it was necessaty to get Keeling
close to the U-boat, within sonar range. So flank speed
should be maintained at present. The point whete the
U-boat had dived was known; she could be proceeding
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outwatds from that point at two knots, fout knots,
eight knots. In the plot down below citcles would be
dtawn spteading out from that point like ripples round
the spot whete a stone drops into a pond. The U-boat
would be known to be within the latgest citcle. In ten
minutes she could travel a mile easily, and a citcle with
a radius of a mile would be over thtee squate miles in
atrea, To search three squate miles thotoughly would
take an hout, and in an hout the maximum citcle
would expand to enclose a hundted squate miles.

It was most unlikely that the U-boat would linger
neat the point whete she dived. She would head some-
where, in some direction, along one of the three hundted
and sixty degrees radiating out from her centre. Yet it
seemed the most teasonable assumption that below the
sutface she would continue the coutse she had been
following on the sutface. Even a German submarine,
ctuising in the North Atlantic in search of prey, did not
wandet about entitely aimlessly. She would make a
wide sweep in one direction and then a wide sweep in
anothet. If she had dived fot some ttivial teason she
would probably maintain het coutse; if she had dived
to attack the convoy she would probably maintain her
coutse, too, seeing that was the course that would bring
het square into its path. If she was on any othet course
it would be hopeless to seek het with a single ship;
hopeless, that was the right word, not difficult, ot ardu-
ous, ot formidable, ot neatly impossible.

Then was it wotthwhile to make the attempt to tegain
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contact? It would be something over ten minutes befote
Keelingwould cross the U-boat’s path if both ships main-
tained course, but as the convoy was almost following
them, Keeling could conduct a seatch and regain station
in the screen without being away much mote than that
time. The alternative was to head straight back and, in
the regulat position in the screen, to hope that the U-boat
would come into contact as she ctept into ambush,
Defence ot offence? Move ot countermove? It was the
ctetnal military problem. The attack was worth trying;
it was wotth making a search; so Krause coldly decided,
standing thete in the crowded pilothouse with evety eye
on him. He that seeketh findeth.

‘Give me a coutse to intetcept if the target maintains
coutse at six knots,’ he said into the voice tube.

‘Aye aye, sit.’

It would hatdly be d1ﬁerent from the present course;
on the sutface the U-boat must have been making
about twelve. He could have produced a close approxi-
mation in his head. The tube called him.

‘Coutse zeto nine six,’ it said.

A trifling variation, but it would make a difference of
a full mile in ten minutes at this speed. He tutrned and
gave the order to the quartermaster, and then turned to
the tube.

“Warn me when we ate within two miles, he said.

“Aye aye, sit.)

‘Steady on1 coutse zero nine six,” said McAlistet,

“Very well.’
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About nine minutes to go; it would be best if the
ship’s company wete told of the situation. He addtessed
himself to the loudspeaket again. i

“The U-boat has dived,” he said into the untespon-
sive instrument. ‘He appears to have dived, at least. We
are going on looking for him.’

A more sensitive man than Krause, a man with the
telepathic perception of the orator, might have been
aware of the atmosphere of disappointment that pet-
vaded the ship as he stepped away from the instrument.
He looked at the clock again and sttode out onto the
wing of the bridge. The wind there was tremendous,
what with Keeling’s twenty-two knots practically added
to the north-eastetly wind. Thete was dense spray fly-
ing too, freezing cold. As he looked aft he could see the
unfortunate men stationed at the depth charge racks
cowering for shelter; it was well that the routine even of
battle stations allowed them regulat relief. He raised
his glasses. He could just make out in the murk, vety
vaguely, IViktor’s peculiar foremast, a speck of more
solid grey in the general greyness. With Keeling leaping
and rolling as she was, and with the spray flying, it was
impossible to make out more detail than that, and
although he swept the rest of the hotizon astern with
the glasses he could see nothing else at all. Radat would
tell him instantly whete the convoy was, but that was
not what he wanted. He wanted to see with his.own
eyes what would be the condition of the battlefield if
battle there should be, if mitaculous good fortune
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should lead to a U-boat’s being located between Keeling
and Iiktor. He turned and swept the hotizon ahead;
the same grey murk, the same vague junction of sky
and water. But should a U-boat sutface within tange
of the forty-millimette guns, het btidge would be vis-
ible enough to lookouts and gun crews and gunnety
officet.
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