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Disclaimer


	Dear reader!


	This story is partly based on true facts and experiences of the author himself. In order to protect the personal rights of those involved and companions, the names of all people appearing have been changed and fictionalized. Only the teachers in public institutions and schools are given their real names.




Winter trips


	It was Friday, January 3rd, 1969, when the MV ‘Fryga’ left Hamina with a full load of timber. The icebreakers ‘Murtaja’ and ‘Sampo’ had broken a constant canal through the ice between Hamina, Kotka and Helsinki, so that Kurt Bohlken and his ship could sail through in a convoy without a tow connection and keep up. Everyone on board could see the captain’s relief; no propeller damage and the charter, which was better paid because of the ice trip, would pay off. They were on their way to Kings Lynn, a port on the east coast of England. Willi was grieved by the pain of being separated from his Martina and was teased accordingly by the two older sailors. 


	“Moorphy is in love!” sang the old deckhands in chorus; the cook also joined in the singing through the kitchen flap. The extremely shy deck boy's face turned bright red with embarrassment and hidden anger. Especially when comrade Fuzzy blatantly described Willi’s sexual experiences in the top bunk. For four nights, the short one had witnessed the eager up and down movements above his head, which had made him active as well hidden under the covers of his linen. Of course, he kept this quiet during the extensive reporting on his chamber colleague's audible sex.


	“You wouldn’t believe how it creaked and cracked above me. I was expecting the bunk to break through at any moment,” he said to the mocking jeers of his colleagues.


	He's just jealous, thought Willi, and held back from describing his most beautiful moments in Hamina. He had often tried in confidence to ask the short chamber mate about his experiences with women, but apart from an embarrassed grin he had never received an answer.


	“Other than pissing, you don’t know what your dick is for!” Willi countered angrily and used the general vocabulary of the deckhands, whose cheerful mockery didn’t let up.


	It subsided when they began to talk about their own experiences with the 'sprit lamps'. "Olga always liked to give a blow job!” Frank rolled his eyes in delight and grinned frivolously in his wet memory of the long nights: “She could give it skilfully, my dear friend!”


	“Don’t tell me you licked her between the legs with your unshaven face?” Jimmy wanted to know and gave the man next to him a friendly poke in the ribs.


	“I'm stupid?” Frank looked questioningly at him: “If you have gonorrhea, syphilis and chancre, you're far from having cancer! Only when the cock steams and hisses; then can you say?” He looked at the fat man who answered: “It got me!” The two laughed heartily at their shameless wisdom, which they were happy to impart to the apprentices. Klaus was hanging in the wall hatch and listening. “What kind of damned pigs you are!” he shook his head indignantly, “what a stupid nonsense.” He became increasingly excited: “That wasn't suitable for young people! What kind of example you set for the youngsters?” He closed his mouth, apparently outraged.


	“What an ass!” Frank vented his anger. “You have to see him drunk and see what he has to say about his hot stories with women! Unbearable!”


	The two juniors listened intently. As usual, the crew chatted lively while eating in the mess room. They happily pecked at their food in their plates, which were filled to the brim with cabbage rolls, potatoes and sauce. They all missed stoker Heinz in their circle.


	“It's a shame that the greaser is on vacation,” Jimmy mused thoughtfully, “he would have kept his machinist in check!”


	The deckhand was still angry that machinist Egon had temporarily removed Lena away from him into his own bunk at lay days in Hamina. “This fucking guy won’t bother me anymore!”


	He slammed his fist on the table to reinforce his statement; but everyone in the mess room knew that in the next port everything would be forgiven and forgotten. Too often the chief engineer hung out on the crew deck while drinking.


	After leaving the ice boundary, the Baltic Sea appeared calm. Although the sky was grey and overcast, to Willi’s delight, the maximum wind force Beaufort three could be endured during the entire crossing. Now just before Kiel-Holtenau there was a bit of a breeze from the southwest, but the land protection between Mön and Fehmarn prevented higher waves.


	“I definitely have to buy a pair of sea boots from Röschmann!” he said to Fuzzy, his neighbour at the table, “I had wet feet all the time in the shitty snow!”


	“I could have told you before that your shoes are no good!” Fuzzy replied arrogantly. “Smart guy!” replied Willi. He was still struggling with his chamber colleague's advantage in terms of seafaring experience. “The old rubber boots don’t fit me with the thick socks either. Too tight and very cold on the toes!”


	The attentive, short guy pointed meaningfully at his feet. “My safety boots here are from Röschmann! They're really good with steel caps over the toes!” To demonstrate this, he stepped firmly on the toe of his left sea boot with the heel of his right foot.


	“First-class German workmanship!” Jimmy interjected, “I have the same ones!” He leaned back and lifted his left leg on the edge of the table. “Not the newest anymore, but still great!” He lovingly stroked the top of the boot.


	“Take your stinking foot off the table,” Frank said angrily and pushed the chubby deckhand's leg off the table. “And it time to take a shower again; the flies are already falling off the wall!” Jimmy beamed at Frank and formed his lips into an air kiss.


	“It's lovely how you're taking care of me again today!” The fat guy spoke exaggeratedly in a high, feminine voice; he imitated a gay man according to his imagination.


	Just then the galley flap was pushed open again and chiefmate Reddy showed his face in the wall hatch. The crew's roaring laughter startled him and unsettled him. His eyelids fluttered nervously under his shock of red hair as he said: “There is a storm forecast in the North Sea, please carefully tighten all the deck load tensioning screws again! The captain doesn’t want to have another Ostend!”


	“What do you choirboy know about Ostend?” deckhand Jimmy mischievously insulted him disrespectfully. “You weren’t there when the load slipped!”


	“Mr. Köhler! - My dear Mr. Bronskij! For you I am still Mr. Köhler if you talk to me!” he shouted to the fat deckhand and withdrew angrily. 


	“You can’t do that!” The cook took the chiefmate place and appeared behind the wall hatch. “He’s your superior anyway!” He grinned ambiguously on his freckled face. “You could give him a little more respect, right!”


	“You stay out of it!” mocked the fat guy, “you keep turning your meat grinder, there isn't enough minced stuff in my cabbage roll!”


	Frank laughed at the ironic retort from his friend next to him. He slapped him on the shoulder appreciatively. “It was really good!” he agreed, supporting fat Jimmy’s point about the noticeable number of minced meat dishes in the last few days.


	“Meatball in the morning, burnt 'rubber eagles' in the evening and cabbage rolls for lunch!” the sailor snorted.


	“With a lot of cabbage!” the fat deckhand added smugly. They both doubled over with laughter as the cook slammed the flap shut in anger. Even the two apprentices couldn't stop themselves from laughing. It was clearly understood; the stuffed cabbage dish was not one of the most popular meals on board.


	The North Sea awaited the ship with a storm from the west-northwest with strengths around the Beaufort ten. Why Captain Bohlken dared to led the 'Fryga' through the turbulent sea remained an unsolved mystery for the crew. However, he cleverly kept the course in the protection of the English east coast, riding the waves directly from straight ahead. So the pitching motion of the ship was bearable at a neatly reduced speed. The young apprentices felt like they were in an elevator that was constantly going up and down in their bunks. In broad daylight it was a captivating spectacle to watch the house-high waves as they rolled in front of the bow, full of white spray. At night, on sea watch, it takes a lot of strength and skill to find hold in the wheelhouse. Nobody risked flying uncontrollably from one side to the other through the command bridge.


	There was no thought of deck work during the entire crossing. So during the day the two junior deckhands were mainly occupied with cleaning brass. Willi was in charge of the window frames in the chiefmate's cabin. He was happy to be able to work here alone in the protection of the narrow chamber without supervision. The ship's movement was so strong that he didn't even feel sick anymore. He felt conflicted between the fear of the ship capsizing and the safety of the comfort of this cozy decorated chiefmate's chamber.


	There was a tall closet on the left outside wall. As he cleaned, he looked forward through two large, rectangular windows to the ends of the boards of the piled-up timber deck load.


	It was dim and dark in the room due to the limited daylight. To the right was Mr. Köhler's wide bunk with a large-format calendar on the wall. The photo above the thick day numbers showed a well-dressed man in a casual pose with greasy hair. All the past days on the calendar were carefully crossed out in black or blue by Reddy, which Willi could thus distinguish as port or sea days. Curious, he carefully opened a drawer under the bed. To his surprise, it was full of porn magazines the likes of which you could only buy in Sweden. Safe against the swell he sat on the floor in the corner between the bunk and the fore bulkhead and leafed through the erotica magazines.


	Jimmy was right, he realized excitedly, our chiefmate is actually gay!


	The deck boy thought of his father, who had often reported on Paragraph One Hundred and Seventy-Five. About the deviants who had been hunted and beaten in the Hitler Youth.


	He continued rummaging excitedly in the drawer, careful to memorize the correct location of the coloured books and their order. It was just men's magazines and some disgusting books about sex with animals. He had never seen anything like that. All of the booklets had texts in Swedish, some of which he was able to translate for himself. Many words were similar to the German language.


	He couldn't believe what he was seeing and reading. Time flew by.


	Luckily he knew the superior was on his regular sea watch in the wheelhouse. This gave him security and plenty of opportunity to leaf through the interesting reading material with great excitement. He couldn't wait to wake up his short chamber mate for the changing of their sea watch. And he almost couldn't wait to tell him about his discovery.


	At dinner in the mess room Fuzzy burst out the secret. After making sure twice that the wall hatch to the galley was closed tightly, he said: “You were right, the chiefmate Reddy is actually gay!” He grinned at the elders with a bright red face. In a whisper he reported in detail what his friend had told him. Willi added here and there a precise description of the highly explosive contents of the drawer under Reddy's bed.


	“Don’t get caught!” Frank warned the boys urgently. “And above all, keep your mouth shut; “It’s no fun here, the man can go to jail for that!”


	In confirmation, fat Jimmy nodded in agreement, his brow furrowed. “I knew it! That greasy leather cap on his head, that black leather jacket! This is how the gays walk around in the neighbourhood in Hamburg!”


	The North Sea outside became noticeably calmer; MV 'Fryga' entered 'The Wash' bay and the crew looked forward to slowly approaching Kings Lynn. The very next morning, after a short trip on the river, they crossed the roadstead where some ships laid at anchor. Shortly after that they entered a lock, the entrance of which, as is quiet usual in England, had been built crosswise to the current in the river. Captain Bohlken once again had to concentrate completely to maneuver his ship into the lock without any bumps. After the lock, they drove through two harbour basins one behind the other, which were connected by a narrow passage. Two bascule bridges had to be passed, the steel substructure of which Willi viewed with skepticism.


	“Look at all the rust,” he shouted to his two companions on the forecastle, “it’s a wonder they even came up!”


	“Just get through quickly before they fall on our heads!” said the chiefmate, jokingly. Our berth should be here in the second habour basin!”


	They passed a large sea-going vessel with a black hull and many double masts.


	“Magarete Bolten, look at the huge superstructure. It's a miracle they got into in here!” Frank was impressed. Chiefmate Reddy knew the ship.


	“This is a car transporter that can rig flat car decks in the hatches as additional tween decks!” He pointed to the black funnel where the VW emblem was visibly large.


	“They bring VW Beetles to the USA and usually come back with coal! Shitty work for the sailors!”


	Reddy stood with his dark yellow leather gloves pressed to his hips. He seemed happy to be able to tell the boys on the forecastle something new. Fluttering his eyelids, he continued: “But I have no idea what the steamer is doing here in Kings Lynn!”


	“Discharging coal and loading cars!” Frank replied shortly as he saw the grab from the land crane emerge from Hatch Four of the ship. “There are still falling a few pieces of coal rattling on deck!”


	Willi listened enthusiastically. He welcomed any distraction; because it was cold and hazy and the buildings around the harbour basin seemed old, mouldy and weathered to him.


	“These run-down red brick buildings look like they’re from the last century,” he said.


	“That’s from the last century!” the chubby chiefmate explained to him. Reddy was otherwise very taciturn. Was it because of his sexual orientation or his inferiority complex? With his stocky figure and noticeable beer belly, he was rather reluctant to take part in conversations. Frank still couldn't assess the ‘new guy’, as he still called him. However, he enjoyed the trust of his superior when mooring. In contrast to Parnemann, the red-haired man gave him free rein in handling the mooring lines.


	After mooring, Willi stayed with Klaus in the galley for a while. He liked to look over the cook's shoulder. He had been busy steering the ship from the anchorage to the lock, so he had been on his feet since his watch began at midnight. In the left short time until lunch he had the opportunity to get some broth from Klaus to warm up his inner body. The deck boy liked the Bavarian. For him, he embodied the only educated member of the crew alongside the ship's management. Even with the chief engineer, he had often asked himself how machinist Egon actually got his licence. He secretly denied him any qualifications as a machine operator. For Willi, he was simply behaving anti-socially, as evidenced by the many drinking sessions with the two older deckhands.


	Cook Klaus was the opposite, interested in many things and reserved about drinking alcohol. Although he also took part in celebrations in Frank's cabin from time to time, he was never abusive there. As a rule, he always left early and went to bed. After all he was the first one to get up every morning and bake the fresh rolls. The Saturday stew was simmering on the stove and besides the cook was busy stirring a white mass in a deep metal bowl.


	“That's how yeast dough has to be! I'm baking a cake for the crew tomorrow!" He stopped stirring and covered the bowl with a damp tea towel: "Now it can grow a little over the night; that’s how a good yeast dough has to rise, do you understand?”


	Willi nodded in agreement: “I know it from my mother, she also loves baking!”


	He took a sip from the mug with the broth: “Only my father, he doesn’t like cake at all! For him there's only potatoes and his beloved brown gravy!" Klaus opened the lid of the largest pot on the stove: "Here I boil bones and ribs for a soup stock! I put most of it in an extra pot and freeze it. This is what you need for your broth at break time, I just boil it up, put some fresh vegetable in it and you can eat it!”


	He threw peeled onions and all sorts of herbs into the pot, some of which Willi knew. 


	“Are you going ashore with us tonight?” The deck boy was curious and would like to accompany the cook. “I wasn’t really sure about that. Let’s take a look on it later!”


	“Frank and Jimmy want to go as well because it’s Saturday and there won’t be any cargo discharge tomorrow!”


	“It’s fine!” replied Klaus angrily, “it's always me who has to work; be happy that you're not becoming a cook!”


	After dinner the time had come! The chiefmate had given the entire deck crew the day off; he himself would remain on board. Egon actually wanted to go, but since his greaser was missing, maintenance work in the engine room that couldn't be postponed prevented him from going ashore.


	The five of them marched through the harbour gate. Even Klaus had taken pity and gave in to Willi's urging to accompany the excited group.


	“First keep left, then always keep right! It’s not that far, we can walk to the next pub!” Frank knew the way; together with Jimmy they had visited that pub several times, as he proudly announced. “Hopefully the innkeeper won’t recognize us! Last time the fat guy didn't want to leave the restaurant after 'Time please'!"


	“Neither did you!” Jimmy protested. He swayed slightly and was already speaking with a heavy tongue. “I'll be surprised if they even let the fat guy into anywhere anymore!” whispered little Horst to his friend. Willi frowned thoughtfully, he too had concerns! He himself felt sublime in his black Mao-look jacket with the proud stand-up collar that Heinz once had given him as a gift. Only the Bavarian cook could keep up with him, dressed handsomely in his light, three-quarter-length trench coat.


	After the day's rain, they had to jump over countless puddles in the damaged asphalt of the side streets. Then they approached a wide-open square. All around were dark houses in which only a few colourful lights from shops could be seen. In the hazy darkness of the evening, a building at the other end of the square appeared a little brighter. Frank ran purposefully towards it. All of the pub's windows had small checkered coloured glass panes. They didn't allow any insight into the inside of the pub. The deep dull bass of music in the rhythm of a drum boomed invitingly through the wall. No muscular security bouncer barred entry through a heavy oak door. ‘Marketplace Inn’ was written in large letters above the pompous entrance.


	Female singing, musically accompanied by a Hammond organ, welcomed the sailors into the dimly lit room. To the left you could see a U-shaped bar with a bartender behind it. To Jimmy's delight, he was busy pouring several glasses of beer! He played casually with his cigarette in the corner of his mouth and eyed the newcomers suspiciously. 


	“He doesn’t know us! This isn't the guy from last time!” Frank was relieved and shared his observation with the fat companion by speaking directly into his friend's ear behind his hand. He tried to drown out the loud music. Willi was amazed at the musty, smoky smell in the pub. He was surprised by the plush furnishings with a mixture of sofas, armchairs and chairs arranged around a few flat tables. The pub was well attended on this Saturday evening. A few enthusiastic listeners cheered the singer as she gave her best performance on a small makeshift stage at the back of the room. Willi wrinkled his nose at the sound of her version of Mary Hopkins' song "Those were the days my friend..."


	He had often heard the song broadcasted from the English BBC in the galley radio on board. It was probably very popular at the moment.


	Nevertheless, she created a great atmosphere in the pub. “My mother sings better!” he whispered to little Horst, who, as usual, first reached for a cigarette. The petite person stopped singing and mingled with the people. Apparently everyone knew her because everyone seemed very familiar. A group of young women sat in a spacious corner on the sofa. They started cheering the cute female singer on with exuberant cheer as she began to sing again. Frank looked at the women with a trained eye and even thought he recognized some of them. 


	“There's 'Tripper Ellie' sitting there,” he whispered quietly to his fat friend. He grinned lustfully at the well-known lady. The sailors spread around the counter and sat on the high bar stools. With his urbane aplomb, Klaus casually ordered from the innkeeper: “Three pints of lager!”


	“What do you boys want?” The cook turned to the youngsters across the row of seats. “I'll pay for it!” “Coca-Cola!” Fuzzy answered immediately, still struggling with his stool, the height of which was not designed for his short legs. Willi was a little more selective and dared to ask himself.


	“Do you have beer in a bottle?” he called to the innkeeper. The cook let him have his way.


	“You'll pay for it yourself?” he teased the deck boy and put on his charming smile.


	The bartender was patient: “We've got Brown Ale, Guinness, Heineken and Ginger Ale,” he listed and placed three large glasses of beer without a foam head on the counter.


	“Brown Ale might be a bit strong for you,” he told the deck boy of his concerns and gave him a friendly grin. “Ginger Ale would be best!” Willi felt his honour had been insulted. He felt that the innkeeper apparently judged him to be too young; he defiantly ordered: “Brown Ale, please!” 


	The sailors drank and flirted from a distance with the chatting group of women.


	“The musician seems to play the organ with his hemorrhoids again soon!” It was a joke and deckhand Jimmy rose from his stool and pointed to the chubby old man who was moving towards his instrument. He had a few Beatles songs on it and was banging hard. The fat deckhand danced towards the ladies, swinging his hips, and 'Tripper Ellie' lured him to the women’s table with her crooked index finger. He grabbed the lady's hand and they both started a dance to the beat of 'Yellow Submarine'. The cook, encouraged by Jimmy's advance and already tipsy after three large glasses of beer, grabbed another lady from the group, who willingly followed him onto the dance floor.


	It was getting more and more fun in the smoky pub. The musician, spurred on by the dancing couples, hammered on his keys longer than planned. At break, Jimmy and the cook sat down in the corner of the sofa with the ladies and Frank provided the two of them with more “pints of beer”. He cleverly took advantage of the opportunity to join the women himself. Meanwhile, the boys admired the many colourful doilies on the counter. Like small towels printed with advertising logos from breweries, they decorated the tables and the counter of the bar.


	“This stuff here tastes like black bull piss!” Willi didn’t like his beer and sipped at his glass. The bottle was still half full, so he refilled himself.


	“The slightly chubby girl with the long, brown hair keeps looking over at me!” he told to little Horst next to him. He drank slowly, alternately watching the lady in question in the women's corner. The deck boy was also alerted to a noisy group of men in a niche behind the bar. They were gesticulating loudly and took turns throwing arrows at a target.


	“It’s a national sport here!” Fuzzy explained to him. “It’s called ‘Darts’ and you can find it in every pub here.”


	Willi was just thinking about what he could order next when the brown-haired woman also beckoned him with a crooked index finger. As if he had just been waiting for it, he jumped off the stool.


	“Come with me!” he asked his friend for support, “why do you want to sit here alone at the counter?” It was getting cramped in the corner of the sofa; The fat man pushed up more chairs and four couples quickly formed. Frank sat next to a strikingly dressed woman in a short miniskirt. She grinned and smiled seductively beneath her red, highly teased hair. She introduced herself as Mandy.


	Jimmy had found a seat close to Ellie and the cook was sitting next to an older, slightly more well-groomed woman who called herself Joan. He seemed tipsier now and kept toasting the older woman: “Cheers! I am Klaus!” He listened delightedly as she repeated his name in her sweet English accent. Willi, out of necessity, squeezed himself onto the sofa between two women. He fell deep into the backrest! To his right was Joan, who continued to flirt heavily with the cook, and to his left, the brown-haired woman was snuggling up to him. “I am Jane!” breathed the chubby girl alluringly to the boy and hooked his arm. She looked at him with a smile. With her free hand she reached for her slim champagne glass and sipped her drink provocatively. Willi’s gaze stopped in the deep neckline of her dark blouse. Two luscious Ruben breasts squeezed into a white bra, hidden behind the black material. Something stirred in his pants at the sight, which he timidly tried to hide.


	The air became stuffier with cigarette smoke and the singer's renewed appearance reached the guests as if through a colourful wall of smoke. It was illuminated by red and white spotlights. The excessively strong-smelling perfumes of the English women floated like a cloud over the corner of the sofa and had an intoxicating effect on the sailors.


	“Like in a Bengali whorehouse!” Jimmy grunted happily and hugged his Ellie, who even let the deckhand kiss her on the cheek without protest. After completing the singing interlude, the organ player struck a harder tone to the applause of the women. Songs by Elvis in rock 'n' roll style pulled the ladies out of their seats and so the sailors more or less skilfully danced around the dance floor to the rhythm of the music.


	Willi was also pulled into the middle of the hall by Jane, despite strong protests. With a bright red head, he shamefully tried to follow his partner's provocative movements. It wasn't until the organ version of Elvis Presley's 'In the Ghetto' came on that the boy shed his shyness and moved into the melee version of a slow dance. The late evening developed entirely in the interest of the two older sailors. So with each new round of drinks the atmosphere grew into a rush of exuberance that even had locals joining in the celebrations at the neighbouring tables. 


	Initially tolerated with suspicion by the landlord, the significantly higher sales over the course of the evening increased his willingness to show a certain degree of tolerance. Most recently, he even personally delivered liters of 'pints of lager' to the tables in the bustling corner of his cozy pub. As his intoxication increased, Willi courageously tested the limits of his possibilities with the chubby woman next to him. After dancing melodies closely together in the blues rhythm, he now and then dared to put his arm around Jane. He secretly caressed her breast tenderly. With each additional brown ale, which he slowly choked down in a disgusting manner, his restraint weakened.


	To Fuzzy's surprise, the friend's secret fumbling ended in an exchange of passionate French kisses. Slowly he began to have an inkling of what would happen next that night in the double chamber on board. He wasn't uncomfortable with it, he was far too voyeuristic for that. His memory of his experiences with Aunt Mary in Garston also caused his trousers to tighten treacherously at the crotch. He secretly regretted that there wasn't another woman available. He consoled himself with watching the turbulent scene and excitedly puffed one cigarette after another but held back from drinking.


	Later, the organ player made jokes through his microphone, which unfortunately only the women understood. Cheering and screaming, the drunken women honoured his laudable efforts to create atmosphere in the room. Jane made a real effort to explain to Willi the meaning of the announcements. He only understood half of it but didn't want to show any nakedness. Embarrassed, he usually responded with ‘Yes Dear’ or ‘Okay Darling.’ Phrases that he had picked up from the English women. The widely applauded woman singer had long since started her way home amid protests from the guests when the annoying tinkling of a bell shrilly interrupted the party.


	“Time please!” the innkeeper shouted in a sonorous voice from his place behind the counter, “last order, ladies and gentlemen!” The women jumped up like marionettes, rushed to the bar and got a last batch of drinks. Most of the local guests had also long since left the pub; The ladies proudly returned to the sailors with arms full of beer glasses, accompanied by urgent appeals from the innkeeper to finish. He was increasingly grimly polishing the glasses hidden behind the counter; it seemed as if he was longingly waiting for the end of the day.


	“I think, that’s enough!”, Klaus spoke up and toasted his friends again, “Chug-a-lug! Comrades! I think we'll carry on with the party on the ship!” Swaying, he grabbed Joan around the waist and pulled her out of the armchair.


	“We’re going to the ship?” he asked in a mournful voice. A loud whisper then began among the women. They seemed to be consulting while Klaus staggered to the coat rack and put on his trench coat. “We're sneaking out,” he slurred in German to the innkeeper, who smiled good-naturedly and polished a glass even more nimbly. There were a lot of glasses and he was trying to get rid of the cook's any kind of conversation. Klaus meanwhile adjusted the bar stools in front of the counter while behind his back a wildly gesticulating crowd of colleagues and women formed. Everyone walked towards the exit together, pursued by the innkeeper, who now was violently rattling his keys. The heavy oak door was closed behind them and the mixed crowd of sailors and women reached the middle of the market square.


	Suddenly a burst of laughter broke the silence in the cold, wet night. Fat Jimmy and Frank, with their wives in their arms, doubled over with laughter. Klaus sat down in the middle of the group on a bar stool that he had taken from the pub hidden under his trench coat. “The innkeeper must have thought, I have a girl in my arm!” he shouted to the group, grinning proudly.


	Willi and Fuzzy were amazed! They had never seen the cook like this before. But they also danced around the stolen bar stool with the others and cheered it like a trophy. It was liberating, as if they had fought hard for the loot. The sailors and the women continued bawling towards the harbour; a drunken group swaying and laboriously moving through the dark alleys of the suburb. For sixteen-year-old Willi, it was a dizzying experience with feelings that reminded him somehow of seasickness.


	A high fence surrounded the harbour area, but the women knew their way around. They avoided the main entrance, which was sometimes sporadically guarded by a night watchman. There was a second gate that was flatter than the chain link fence. The steel frame of the gate with massive crossbars looked like steps for the women. Despite their drunkenness, they quickly climbed over this obstacle. Only Ellie was the exception. She unabashedly lifted her skirt, pulled down her panties and sat down in the shelter of a slim fence post. There she emptied her bladder, which the deckhand Jimmy watched with excitement. “I’m so horny!” he whispered excited to his best friend Frank, “it’s about high time to fuck with Ellie!”


	“Just be careful not to catch a venereal disease. I even wouldn't touch her with pliers!” Frank knew what he was talking about, he had heard too many stories about 'Tripper Ellie' from other sailors.


	Willi helped his chubby Jane by supporting her bottom while Frank helped as a gentleman on the inside of the gate. Klaus made sure that the bar stool also found its unhindered path into the harbour area. The boys didn't feel well. Their fearful eyes searched the quays as far as the now thick fog would allow. On the one hand, the new adventure with the women excited them, but on the other hand, everything seemed ghostly and unreal.   


	Seagulls squawked treacherously, startled by the unusual nocturnal disturbance, and fluttered aggressively above their heads. Willi expected a security guard to appear at any time to put an end to the nightly spooky. But nothing of the kind happened; giggling, slurring and shoving, the happy group reached the ship completely unmolested. Jimmy guided his Ellie into his room with Frank and the red-haired Mandy. It was a precautionary measure; because here he had the right of residence if engineer Egon should show up. This time he would never let his 'lady' get lured upstairs into the officer's deck by the machinist. The boys ended up in the cook's chamber with Joan and Willi’s Jane.


	A crazy carousal ensued, which led to a lively exchange of drinks in the crew's hallway and in the two cabins next to each other. Uninhibited desire for sex reigned in the minds of the sailors. They fumbled wherever they could, more or less tolerated by the ladies.


	Deck boy Willi held back from drinking now. Around two o'clock in the morning, with a lot of persuasion, he managed to drag his drunken Jane into his chamber. To his surprise, she immediately stripped down to her panties decorated with black lace. Unconcerned, she swayed and revealed her voluptuous breasts. It wasn't easy to maneuver this round beauty into the top bunk, but the effort was rewarded. Without shyness, Willi climbed after her and, full of desire, found the coveted spot in her wet womb.


	The morning after brought something new to light. Very early on, Willi got tired of the unbearable confinement in bed. When he arrived in the crew mess, he was surprised to find that the cook was not in the galley. He hurried to the aft deck and found the chiefmate running back and forth. A violent cough made him gag, as if he would vomit in the next moment. He angrily threw his cigarette overboard.


	“I can't manage to wake up the cook!” he gasped at Willi, “he must have had a total mental crash down last night!” His bright red head indicated considerable difficulty breathing. “The captain is still asleep; but maybe you can make coffee in the galley?”


	He looked submissively at the deck boy, begging: “Eggs as desired; can you manage this for breakfast? I’ve already lit the stove and put the kettle on!”


	“It’s strange!” replied Willi, “last night Klaus seemed to be the most sober of all! His old lady must have overwhelmed him!”


	Chiefmate Reddy laughed sheepishly! His complexion was back to its usual paleness. Relieved, he pulled out the leather 'Prince Heinrich' cap and pushed back his red hair. Although Willi felt very hungover, he was also flattered to be able to stand in for his Bavarian friend. His head hurt from the alcohol and cigarettes from the previous night, but he felt the urge to represent Klaus. For him it was an unexpected rise to the middle of the crew and the ship's operations. Even if it was only for a short time, he stepped into the galley with his chest swollen proudly. In the corner next to the stove and serving hatch was the bar stool, the trophy from the pub. A smile crossed his face remembering the experience. The pot of coffee could be quickly filtered and with a lot of effort he carefully set the table in the officers' mess. Feeling hungry for scrambled eggs himself, he cracked a few more eggs in a glass bowl. He chopped onions and parsley on a wooden board; so he was prepared for all the wishes that were to come. Someone in the crew mess room knocked on the wall hatch's flap. He opened it and stared into the wrinkled and sleepy face of his chamber mate. “Your old lady is snoring; you can’t stand it in your own head!”


	Fuzzy wiped his face with both hands. “Are you doing the cooking today?”


	"Looks like Reddy couldn't wake up Klaus, he's probably giving him a little break!"


	Willi felt incredibly thirsty. “Would you run downstairs again and bring me some soda from the box in the cupboard?” He looked at his friend begging with a tearful expression on his face. “I'm so damn thirsty!” “But only if you conjure up a 'Strong Max' on brown bread for me!” The short guy put on his familiar grin and disappeared out of the hatch.


	“Special personal requests cost extra!” Willi called after him. Shaking his head, he looked for a suitable piece of bacon in the galley refrigerator.


	“Actually intended for the officers’ mess!” he stated bitterly as he read the note with the inscription next to the lean piece of meat.


	“Anyway, today is Sunday and now I’m the cook!” He quickly chopped the seductively scented piece of smoked meat into small cubes and sizzled some in the pan.


	Fuzzy appeared at the hatch again and put the desired bottle of soda in the galley hatch, which Willi gratefully took. There was an opener hanging next to the stove. He quickly clicked the metal lid off the bulbous bottle and hastily started to drink. The heavily carbonated lemon juice ran gurgling down his dry throat. He foamed over and liquid ran disgustingly from the corners of his mouth. He wiped it dry with the back of his hand.


	“Like a thirsty camel in the desert, glorious! That'


	s what I needed now,” he told his friend with satisfaction. “Pass me the flat plate and set the table for the others, I’ll make your eggs now!”


	Machinist Egon appeared in the officers' mess in a bad mood. "What are you doing here?"


	He went into the galley and sniffed the bacon in the pan. “Isn’t the Bavarian getting out of the trap?” “Looks like it!” Willi didn’t allow himself to be distracted! He took a second pan, put it on the stove and cut a piece of drippings off the stick.


	“You’re doing well,” Egon praised him, “can you make me scrambled eggs, nice and yellow, with onions only?”


	“I try my best!” Willi answered exuberantly, “Mr. Blaschke, Coffee is in the big pot behind you!” “Mr. Blaschke, who is that? Leave it!” The engineer patted him on the shoulder and looked deep into his eyes: “I'm Egon,  everything clear?” “It's okay; and I’m Willi!” answered the boy cheekily.


	Breakfast passed to the satisfaction of everyone who got out of bed that Sunday morning. Even the captain didn't spare his praise and showed his fatherly smile when Willi served the omelet with onions and mushrooms he had ordered.


	Kurt Bohlken had long since been informed by the chiefmate about the cook's absence.


	“Excellent, the coffee today,” said the captain appreciatively, “write down Sunday work today as overtime.” That sat, emotional moved Willi leaned into the open galley door and stared contentedly over the aft deck. The sun had driven away the mist of the night and warmed his face. Cooking wouldn't be a bad job either, he thought and enjoyed another sip from the soda bottle. Later, at tea time around ten o'clock, Klaus appeared in his kitchen. Willi has already prepared a tasty chicken broth in memory of the frozen stock in the freezer. The chef seemed hungover and unkempt! He held his nose over the pot of broth: “You’re a good boy!”


	“I had fun!” Willi stirred again with the ladle and filled a mug, which he handed to Klaus. “Put a little more Tabasco in it, it will wake the dead,” he told him. 


	The cook followed his advice. "Thank you! You have something good with me! I'll give you the stool! Do whatever you want to do with it!”


	The deck boy was taken aback. He politely thanked the cook. He didn't really know what to do with the loot. Luckily the engineer returned from the officers' mess, he had been listening to the two of them talking.


	“What is that?” he asked, looking at the stool with interest. “Massive piece!” he stated and expertly examined the steel substructure under the wooden seat. He knocked on the flat, semi-circular backrest: “Oak wood! Lasts forever! Where did you get that from?”


	With a foreboding smile, he looked alternately at Willi and the cook. The two pushed around and shrugged their shoulders. “We found it last night!” said Willi as an explanation, while Klaus, despite his grumpy head, could hardly suppress his laughter.


	“Take the stool with you to the engine room, I have an idea!” Egon chewed nervously on a piece of chewing gum. With a clear hand signal he encouraged the deck boy to follow him through the officers' mess.


	“Go ahead! I've got this galley work under control now!” The cook pushed the bar stool into his arms. He was delighted to finally be able to get rid of the visible evidence of his night-time recklessness. Willi followed the engineer through the officer's corridor down to the crew deck. Egon held open the heavy steel door from the entrance to the engine room. Willi briefly put the stool down on the upper platform and took a breather. In retrospect, he was surprised that they had managed to carry the solid piece on the long walk from the pub. What surprised him most, however, was the machinist's efforts to process the night's trophy. It was quiet in the engine room as the auxiliary diesel under the forecastle provided power this Sunday. Once they got down to the workshop, the mystery was solved.


	“I'll make you a helmsman chair with all the trimmings out of this thing! This gives you a nice place to sit during the long canal passages. What do you think of that?”


	Willi was even more surprised; why this concern for his well-being. He replied suspiciously, “I don’t know if the captain likes that!”


	“Kurt! – Let that be my worry, I'll manage that you may sit at the helm! You'll see! I just have one small request,” he looked nervously into Willi’s eyes, “I could really use you as an interpreter!” Now it was out; he started chewing the gum even harder with his wide mouth. Sheepishly he wiped his nose with the back of his hand. Willi felt very honoured. I knew he wanted something from me, he thought. Inwardly with joy he asked: “What’s that for? What shall I do for you?”


	“I once placed an ad here in England, you know! Something like ‘lonely chief engineer looking for attractive woman’ and stuff like that! You wouldn’t believe how many women have written to me!”


	He vainly pushed his greasy black hair back from his forehead.


	“I have some letters in my room with pictures of classy women. I want to get in touch with them, but my English is poor." He pushed around a bit, then continued: "I've heard you talking to the 'spirit lamps' here on board often enough, I think you can handle it. Would you do that for me and write a few letters of reply with me?” 


	The deck boy was flattered and nodded in agreement. “Where and when should I write?” Intimidated, he thought of the chubby woman in his bunk.


	“In my chamber, where else? But please, really shut up! Nobody else on board has to know that; it has to stay between us!” He narrowed his eyes for a moment. Willi took this as a threatening gesture, and for the first time he dared to use the first name of the machinist: “Egon, you can trust me, just let me know when you have time!”


	What an accolade. The deck boy took this as great recognition. The engineer, ironically derogatory just called machinist by the two older deckhands, grew in Willi's respect. He now considered him nicer in his assessment of the individual characters in the whole ship's management.


	The cargo discharge in Kings Lynn progressed unusually quickly. Maybe it was due to the dry spell, which was unusual for this time of year. Or it was due to the willingness of the recipient of the cargo to pay dock workers for overtime. The chiefmate took advantage of the dry weather to keep the entire deck crew busy with outboard work. Despite the cold, he had the black outer skin of the ship on the seaside touched up. Armed with rust plugs and rust brushes, the boys complained and fought with the obvious rust spots from the work raft. The starboard side of the ship quickly looked as if it had the measles again, with many painted spots of red lead. Frank had the special order to repaint the loading marks amidships with white paint.


	The ice had completely worn away the old paint. It was precisely such difficult-to-read draft marks that were often criticized by the water police in the Kiel Canal and punished as an administrative offense. The slim sailor hung in the boatswain's chair on the side of the ship and at the same time controlled the young men on the raft.


	Things progressed, and on the third day the conspicuous red spots were covered with black again. Finally, chiefmate Reddy attached great importance to a carefully contrasting white deck line that ran around the entire side of the ship and gave the ship a certain kind of speed expression. The red-haired man had a lot of plans for his ship, on which he seemed to feel very comfortable. He fought daily with the captain and owner of the ship for permission to make serious changes to the paintwork. He wanted to put his own stamp on the MV 'Fryga'.


	“The inside edge of the bulwark on the forecastle should always be white,” he claimed during an inspection walk across the deck with the young ship's owner.  “A white painted mirror from the foredeck is much easier to see for the pilots and the helmsman in poor visibility!” He shivered and straightened the fur-trimmed collar of his black leather jacket. Kurt Bohlken grinned arrogantly at him from the side: “And who’s going to pay for the whole thing?” The captain thoughtfully puffed on his beloved tobacco pipe, which hung casually in the corner of his mouth. “Why?” the chiefmate asked back hypocritically, his eyelids fluttering like they always did when he was excited.


	“The amount of colour remains the same whether I order white paint or this crappy brown!” Unfortunately, he didn’t know the real reason for the captain’s preference for the ugly brown colour. It was linked to his fondest memories of his old sailing days as first officer at North German Lloyd. If Rudolph Köhler had known this, he probably wouldn't have given such a derogatory name to the terrible bulwark paint.


	“But it is very easy to care for!” replied Kurt Bohlken, hoping to be able to slow down the drive of his highly motivated chubby chiefmate. But he wasn't deterred and bravely continued: “The black main deck here too, it always looks dirty! Nobody has pitch-black decks anymore!”


	They argued heatedly and approached slowly to deckhand Jimmy. The fat man leaned lazily against the railing, smoking. Standing next to the captain, Reddy courageously informed his superiors: “Look at Mr. Bronskij! Like always at Smoketime?”


	“What do you always mean here?” countered the chubby deckhand, “should Frank hang outboard alone or can I continue to look after his well-being here?”


	The captain grinned happily behind the back of his chiefmate, who was red-faced and trying to correct his faux pas: “How far along are you with the work outboard?”


	The fat deckhand turned around, flicked the cigarette butt into the water and shouted: “Hey Frank! Reddy wants to know when you are ready down there?”


	It was the first time that fat Jimmy with no respect used the nickname of his superior in a mocking manner.


	“For you it’s still Mr. Köhler, Mr. Bronskij, remember that!”


	Annoyed, he continued to the forecastle without waiting for the mate to answer. “Keep going!” the captain asked the deckhand with a wink and a smile on his face. It was not entirely clear whether he meant smoking or securing the employee working overboard. Puffing his pipe, he followed the chiefmate as he struggled for his self-control on the coaming of Hatch One. For a moment both stood silently next to each other and watched with interest the discharge work in the cargo hold.


	“If they keep going to discharge the cargo like this and the weather cooperates, we can leave the day after tomorrow. The connecting journey is to Antwerp!” Kurt Bohlken looked inspecting into the clear blue sky. Not a cloud was to be seen and that at the end of January in the United Kingdom of England.


	“Mr. Köhler, make me a list for your paint order, I’ll buy provisions from Vets in Antwerp. Most of the time they can also provide cheap colours!”


	He felt a bit sorry for his diligent chiefmate and wanted to calm him down, which he succeeded in doing.


	“With green paint for the boat and main deck?” Reddy asked incredulously.


	“With green paint for the boat and main deck!” confirmed the captain in his calm and level-headed manner. In confirmation, he nodded his head and puffed happily on his pipe.


	It was the day before sailing. The English women were on board for over a week and indulged in alcoholic excesses with the crew night after night.


	Klaus, the cook, was fed up with his Joan after just three days. He was glad that the machinist Egon had taken the whining bitch away from him. This time too, the meeting place for the ladies moved to the officers' floor, which ended in exuberant parties at Egon's every evening. This had advantages for the cook and little Horst, who were finally able to sleep alone and peacefully again. But the short guy also found satisfaction!


	Frank caught him masturbating in the crew hallway when he watched the women showering through the hole in the wall to the shower room. Tripper Ellie knew about the peephole and lounged extra provocatively in the voyeur's gaze. She unabashedly presented her most intimate part, fiddled with her pussy without inhibition and simulated a kind of masturbation to the delight of the viewer.


	“Make sure your fingers don’t grow webs!” Frank laughed and slapped the short guy encouragingly on the shoulder. He was ashamed and tried desperately to hide his penis in his pants. “Don’t be so hasty, otherwise you’ll get your little one trapped by the zipper!”


	Deck boy Wilfried Lenz also longed for a quiet night again. He struggled with himself in the conflict of his feelings; Party in the evening, enjoy the joys of love at night and do the deck work during the day, tired and completely exhausted. He was surprised that the captain tolerated all the partying on board. But he was even more surprised about the ladies who didn't seem to be missing on land by their relatives.


	“Do they have no home, no families, no children?” he asked himself and felt pity for the women. He decided to ask his chubby Jane about it. It happened during lunch break. He had agreed with Fuzzy that he would let him use the chamber for the hour. He knocked on the chief engineer's door and dared to enter, just like he had done the last few evenings. There was now an atmosphere in the room like at the regulars' table in any German pub. The smoke brought tears to his eyes and it wasn't easy to get Jane out of the chat party.


	“Just follow me, I have to talk to you!” He spoke to her with a haunting voice and a serious expression on his face.


	"What's wrong, Morphy?" Are there any problems?” Egon looked at him questioningly. The engineer felt his party mood was disturbed.


	“No, don’t worry, I just want to fuck!” Willi knew how to appease the machinist. “What's wrong, darling? Why do you want me to follow you!” Jane puffed on her cigarette; but then she expressed it forcefully. "Wait, I'll come with you!"


	That would be done for now, Willi thought with relief and took her by the hand. They went down to his cabin together: “Why do you drink so much?” His instinct to help was awakened; He was really interested and continued to probe.


	“Do you have no husband, no family, no children?” he wanted to know. He was astonished to see her collapse on the short sofa and begin to cry.


	“Don’t ask me, my little son is dead!” She opened her little make-up bag and pulled out a handkerchief, crying. When the tears were dried, she took out a small purse, opened it and showed Willi a worn black and white picture of a cute little baby.


	“He was just two and a half when he died!” Willi was very touched when he saw the photo and he stroked her hair comfortingly.


	“We are going to leave this harbour tomorrow!” He tried to distract and take the conversation in a different direction.


	“Yes, I know! Egon already told me! I'll go home tonight!” She put her arms around Willi’s waist and leaned her head on his lap. Willi felt bashful how his pants bulged and pressed against her cheeks.


	“Let's go to sleep!” she unexpectedly surprised him and kissed the noticeable bump. It was a lunch break that came to an inglorious end and should remain unforgettable.


	The upper bunk had long endured the strains of the previous nights, but constant dripping wears away the stone. With a crashing noise it gave in to the brute force on her mattress and sent the two of them in their bliss one floor down into Fuzzy's bed. Laughing, those who had fallen stretched themselves out of this embarrassing situation. Luckily the lovemaking had long since reached its climax and neither of them was injured.


	Jane remained in the chamber until evening. She seemed to deliberately stay away from the other women. While the two junior sailors repaired the bunk together, she busied herself with writing. She had a folder that she always carried with her. In addition to her change of underwear, this document folder was one of the many items that could be found in her noticeably large handbag.


	“Further proof of her homelessness?” Willi didn’t know and didn’t dare to ask any further questions. The repairs to the double bunk bed took up a lot of time for the two youngsters in the afternoon. The chiefmate acknowledged the collapse of the bunk just with a mischievous, embarrassed laugh, which was probably due to Jane's presence.


	He had given the boys the task of repairing the bed in addition to getting Hatch One ready for sea.


	“I knew it!” complained Fuzzy with a accusatory look at his chamber mate, “I had slept like crap under you for nights, it’s time for your old lady to get off the ship!”


	Fuzzy vented his anger: “And now this bloody shitty work!”


	“She's leaving later!” Willi tried to appease his friend and offered him a smoke.


	He angrily refused: “Let’s reinforce the support beams so that this doesn’t happen again in the future! In the future you're going to fuck on land!” The short guy was really angry!


	Towards the evening Jane had quietly disappeared. She had left the ship completely unnoticed while the two apprentices in Hatch One were busy sweeping the space. In his bed Willi later found an envelope with a letter decorated with lots of little hearts. Jane had written to him. In the most beautiful handwriting he could read how much she liked it on board with him. She thanked him for the food he had provided throughout the day and she hoped to see him again. He quickly scanned the lines and was touched by the poetic rhyme at the end: “The day will come, we're waiting for, to be together and ever more!”


	Willi's eyes moistened reading these sentences. Somehow he had gotten used to the chubby woman. At the end her address was there:


	“Jane Colville, third Keene Road No. 3, Kings Lynn, South Lynn." He promised himself that he would write to her someday! He really wrote to her, but he never got an answer!


	Approaching Antwerp once again involved a long river trip for the zero-six sea watch. Willi stood bravely behind his rudder column and followed the pilot's instructions on the river Scheldt. After leaving the narrow 'Royerssluis', several narrow harbour basins were passed through to starboard, which this time Captain Bohlken did not control himself with the remote control. While waiting in the lock, thick fog had formed, which reduced visibility in the early hours of the morning. Therefore, the deck boy had to demonstrate his patient and skills once again as a helmsman.


	Frank was on the forecastle with the chiefmate. Through the intercom system, the two of them eagerly reported every concrete corner at the walls of the harbour basin that appeared, with direction and distance as soon as they were visible. Willi's feet were slowly getting round from standing because Egon hadn't finished the promised steering chair yet. Tired, he leaned his entire upper body on the rudder column, but even that didn't provide any relief. Nevertheless, he was satisfied, because he would have found it much worse to be standing outside in the cold.


	It wasn't until ten o'clock that they arrived at the quay. The large truck from 'Vets' ship's supply was already on the pier and it was time to immediately carry provisions and loads of paint buckets on board.


	“What kind of heavy buckets are these?” asked fat Jimmy, checking the durability of the wire hangers. “I don’t think they’ll make it all the way to the cable tier under the forecastle!”


	Frank also looked doubtfully at the labels on the paint buckets, which were numerous piled on a pallet.


	“From 'Hempels', each bucket twenty-five liters, that’s at least twenty-five kilos!” he stated sarcastically. “The idiots no longer have any pity for us poor, troubled sailors!” Incredulously, he touched his unshaven chin and scratched his head:


	“Everything in grey and green! Here, grey undercoat paint and lots of green paint! This can only be a mistake!”


	From the main deck, chiefmate Reddy noticed the interrupted flow of the takeover.


	“What's going on down there?” he shouted angrily and moved towards the gangway.


	The two older sailors had sat down ostentatiously on the buckets and were lighting a cigarette, while the two juniors waited indecisively for the chiefmate to appear. He approached quickly, nervously walking around the pallet, his arms resting on his hips as usual. “Everything okay?” he asked the sailors and shook his head. The typical fluttering of his eyelids betrayed his uncertainty.


	“The colour, just look at the colour,” AB Frank grumbled at him disrespectfully, “what are we supposed to do with thousands of liters of green?” He deliberately exaggerated the amount, supported by his fat friend, who knew he would have to do a lot of work very soon coming. “And how is all this stuff supposed to get into the paint locker?” asked the deckhand indignantly.


	The answer came naturally when the driver of the truck pulled a small trolley from the bed. Reddy felt excited at the sight of the useful device and ran down the gangway.


	“Do you see the trolley? I ordered it especially for you!” he shouted to the employees with relief. He grinned in a relaxed manner and tested the waist-high steering bar of the cart for strength by pushing it a few meters over the bumpy pavement like a scooter.


	“Green is the colour of the future, at least on our main deck soon!”


	He laughed cheekily in Jimmy's face and was childishly happy about the funny saying.


	“What idiot came up with this nonsense?” said the fat deckhand quietly to Frank. Concerned, he thought further ahead and saw a lot of useless dirty work coming his way.


	“This is no nonsense, Mr. Bronskij!” replied the chiefmate, who overheard the whispering.


	“This is all about your safety!” He spoke directly to sailor Frank as the head of the deck crew: “There are two small bags of expensive special sand on the pallet. It has to be mixed evenly into the boat top paint and applied to the deck as an anti-slip coating!”


	He grabbed the sandbags and carried them over the gangway to the main deck. Frank asked the juniors to carry the heavy buckets onto the deck. He and his friend Jimmy took care of the bulky trolley that they hoisted over the bulwark with cargo boom five and lowered it onto the main deck in front of the superstructure.


	After the provisions and paints had been properly stowed, the hatches still had to be opened for loading operations. After lunch, Willi was physically at the end of his strength. Near the point of collapse, he was extremely happy that he was finally able to go to sleep.


	The very next day the entire subspace of the cargo hold was filled with steel plates. The panels of different thicknesses were secured against slipping with a lot of dunnage between the layers. This freight was stowed on the floor slabs across the entire width of the hold in order to secure the steel plates by the frames of the outer walls using beams and wooden wedges. Frank stood alone with the young apprentices in steerage. Deckhand Jimmy had been sent ashore to see a doctor. The three of them watched excitedly as one heave after the other disappeared into the subspace with the two land cranes.


	"Thank God! Finally a clean cargo!" the able-bodied seaman stated and pushed his greasy hair from his forehead: "Quite a lot of dunnage! I'm telling you, when this is cleared up in England, the captain will come down here personally and show us which boards and squared timbers are still usable." He spat contemptuously on the deck. 


	“We can then stack them into the store spaces at aft steerage so that old father Bohlken can get them off the ship in Germany!” He deliberately blew his nose hard so that the out snorted phlegm fell onto the slide rail of the folding lid: “I bet on that!”


	“What’s wrong with Jimmy?” Willi pulled his mooring gloves out of his ass cheek pocket and put it on. Frank grinned. “Well what?” he asked hypocritically and raised his eyebrows, “Tripper Ellie had left him a souvenir!”


	He tapped his bottom with his index finger and farted with his tongue between his lips. “He’s just got another full load of penicillin pumped up his ass!”


	The boys laughed, they understood, Jimmy's chosen lady in Kings Lynn had lived up to her name again. Willi shivered in disgust and fear overwhelmed him. Had Jane infected him too? Had he also caught a sexually transmitted disease? 


	Questions that couldn't let go of him. Despite his shirt and thick trouser, he suddenly felt cold and slightly feverish. He pushed aside thoughts of illness. Movement helped best: “Come on! Hatch One is ready! Let’s shift to steerage two!”


	Frank looked at him in amazement: “Since when does the Moorphy decide when work has to be done here!” He laughed mischievously and gave the deck boy a friendly pat on the shoulder: “Well, let’s go then! Get to the meatballs!”


	They left Antwerp late in the evening. It had only taken the dock workers from the Belgian stevedores a day and a half to load and secure the steel plates! The weather forecast had reported severe storms for the entire North Sea and the English Channel. Captain Bohlken therefore decided to stay at anchor in the river Scheldt, which Wilfried Lenz noted with great relief. But even here at the sheltered road, the flat waves of the western swell from the North Sea still reached the ship. Willi paid attention to every little movement, which again led to severe nausea.


	He got a premonition of what might await him on the open sea. Pale, he cursed everything that lay before him. The storm, the trip to England, the English Channel and the Irish Sea, actually he cursed the whole damned sea shipping. He looked enviously through the dark night at the lights of the large sea-going ships that also lay at anchor all around him and were barely moving. At midnight he handed over his watch duty to little Horst: “Watch done! Every time we are ordered to head towards Landsend there is terrible weather to come!” Little Horst only showed a tired smile for his friend's worries and needs.


	“Lie down, and try to relax a little bit,” he said, “tomorrow morning the world will look completely different again!” 


	And that’s how it happened. Fuzzy woke him up at half past five the next morning. He shook him awake and said: “Dress up warmly, you have to get on the forecastle and hoist the anchor together with Reddy!”


	Willi lounged and stretched, but to his own surprise felt very well recovered: “What’s the storm doing?” “It’s slowly subsiding! Reddy says we're heading towards the storm, but the centre has already passed us!" Fuzzy sat down on the long bench and lit a cigarette: "There's a pot of coffee in the galley, you can take it up to the bridge later!"


	Willi jumped out of the bunk and wrinkled his nose. “Do you have to smoke again now? I think you’re still on sea watch!” he snapped at his friend.


	“A little breather, it's a must!” The short guy grinned cheekily and Willi left the room and went to the lavatory. After the morning toilet was done, he dressed heavily in a shirt and sweater. Finally he put on the parka. It had suffered a lot over the months on board and was actually only usable for work. As he passed by, he briefly looked into the crew mess and grabbed an apple from the fruit basket, which he suddenly felt very hungry for.


	On the way to the forecastle, he hastily devoured the sour fruit bite by bite: "At least I'll have something in my stomach when the rocking will increase again!" he said to himself full of irony. When he got to the forecastle, the chiefmate laughed at him to: “Well, already there? Engage the winch!” He pulled the winch controller and turned the drum slowly until Willi could engage the clutch. The deck boy knew his duties.


	Without saying a word, he went to the chain stopper and checked if it still was open. He quickly turned on the handwheel on the chain wash valve and closed the always open valve on the deck wash line in the starboard bulwark. Then he relieved the chiefmate at the winch. With his chubby stature, Mr. Köhler stood on the steel bar step in the bulwark and looked at the anchor chain. By rotating his hand he showed Willi when he should and shouldn't heave. With the glowing flashlight on his outstretched arm, the chiefmate pointed in the direction of the chain.


	The captain observed this with binoculars from the bridge. This gave him the necessary decision-making support for his maneuvers. By steaming very slowly ahead against the current and using the relevant rudder position, he supported the raising of the anchor. There was creaking and cracking in the anchor hawse and on the winch drum due to the ship's enormous pressure on the anchor chain. “That was way too much speed ahead!” the chiefmate shouted frantically and excitedly waved the flashlight towards the stern. “The chain is standing tight to the aft! Report that to the bridge!” he shouted excitedly to the deck's boy. Willi pressed the talk button and shouted into the loudspeaker: “No longer ahead, the chain is pointing straight aft!”


	The loud hissing sound of switching to the engine running astern could be heard all the way to the forecastle. Thick black smoke escaped from the funnel as the captain stopped the advance again with a reverse maneuver. Reddy waited until he could see looseness in the chain and then twisted his arm to signal the deck boy to continue heaving. Willi conscientiously reported every marked shackle that disappeared over the cast iron drum in the chain case.


	The hydraulics groaned heavy forced and the anchor hit the side of the ship with a loud bang. “Anchor up!” reported the chiefmate to the bridge; he was annoyed and swore agitatedly: “Large ships now have portable radios for communication during maneuvers, but the big boss here is far too stingy!” For the first time, Willi heard his superior use the term 'big boss' for the captain. He was surprised but saw it as a strong sign of trust to him.


	“Slack down the anchor a little further! There's still a lot of silt on it, I'm hoping the pressure from the hawse flusher will wash the mud away! If not, we need a deck wash hose to flush the whole shit down!”


	Willi raised his thumb and nodded in agreement. The ship's advance speed increased and he was delighted at the sight of Reddy's sagging trousers on the way to the forward bulwark. The chiefmate braced himself against the increasing wind, which, combined with the violent storm, made it difficult to move and breathe on the forecastle. He held his leather cap on his head with both hands as he looked outboard for the anchor.


	“Slack away!” He waved his left arm up and down and Willi took out three or four chain links. “Stop it now! Let’s leave it hanging like that for a moment!”


	The deck boy left the raised winch platform. It was also difficult for him to breathe in the wind as he also rushed to the Bulwark next to the helmsman.


	“It's just soft mud, it falls off like that!” he thought he recognized it expertly.


	The supervisor didn't understand him. The storm was now blowing too hard over the forecastle added by the increasing ship's speed. They sat side by side for a moment on the steel bar step under the protection of the bulwark and took a short breather. “You can hoist up the anchor back into the hawse pipe now!” Reddy ended the awkward silence between the two. The anchor hit the side of the ship again with a loud noise.


	“Lash everything sea proof and also secure the chain with wire strops! Don’t forget the anchor hawse pipe covers.” Reddy himself tightened the chain stoppers and headed towards the backstairs!


	Willi watched him go; he got the feeling that the chubby superior would be swept off the forecastle deck by the storm at any moment. On the way to the bridge, Willi struggled with his fate; he knew exactly what awaited him at the sea watch further out at the North Sea: "swaying and puking!" The fear of terrible seasickness gripped him again.


	 The journey to Avonmouth, a port town on the Bristol Channel, took four days. Deck boy Willi had suffered. As far as Landsend, the only half-loaded ship had pitched heavily against the waves. After the course alteration into the Irish Sea, even deckhand Jimmy was fed up. He had contemptuously described the ship as a 'tumbler toy' in the sea.


	The heavy steel in the lower space, with its low centre of gravity, ensured that very short periods of rolling caused the ship to rock unbearably. Even Klaus, the cook, no longer had the courage to cook anything other than stew for the crew. He was annoyed by the constant supervision of the half-filled soup pot on the stove.


	Contorted in pain and panting in his well-known 'puking spot' at the aft bulwark, Wilfried Lenz longingly remembered the soft movement of the ship under the full timber load on deck. He had vomited several times a day until every last drop of bile had drained from his body. After turning into the wide mouth of the Bristol Channel, things became quieter. The storm had subsided significantly and the western swell pushed the ship ahead of it.


	It was unusually mild for the end of January. From a clear blue sky, the sun warmed the sailors on the forecastle deck. Everyone worked harder on the inner edge of the bulwark.


	It was necessary to implement the chiefmate's daring plan to re-coat the bulwark inside with white paint. The 'mirror' how he called it must be a good visible reflector to the helmsman in dense fog or dark nights. The two juniors removed rust patches, Jimmy grumpily brushed the areas down to bare steel and Frank painted them over with a special anti-rust primer, this time in light grey. “The damned chiefmate has no idea,” grumbled the fat deckhand grumpily, “that’s way too cold to paint!”


	“No, that’s okay! From five degrees plus it says on the bucket, that's what we have now!” reassured Frank.


	The boys listened with interest to the older sailors conversations. When they worked together, there were always exciting stories.


	Willi was also slowly recovering from the exertions of the past few days. His attention was on the beautiful cliffs to starboard, some of which reflected the sun with white limestone slopes. As the youngest, he was responsible for the dirt that had fallen off between the individual frame surfaces of the bulwark.


	With a dustpan and hand brush he picked up the amount of rust and scraped paint residue.


	The ship's fair wind and the west wind from astern canceled out, but the boys' faces were still covered in rust dust. The white rims of their eyes stood out funny when they took off their goggles during smoke time.


	“You look like a circus clown!” Willi offered his friend one of his strong Gauloises, which he rejected with contempt.


	“You can smoke this herb yourself. I guess you haven’t puked enough yet?”


	“That's the only cigarette I can smoke here on board without vomiting during the sea passage. I can't stand that with your damned HB!” Jimmy intervened: “Hopefully the captain will open his bonded store before we arrive, I'm out of stuff!” “If not you can get a bottle of vodka from me!” Willi had serious concerns! Hoarding a lot of bottles for the trip to Sweden or Finland was one thing, customs controls by the black gang, which usually searched the entire ship for contraband, was the other.


	“I can’t drink that shit Riemerschmid seventy-five percent, maybe you can use it to clean windows!” the fat man answered. “It’s really just merchandise!” Frank agreed with his friend. The evening sun was low on the horizon and blinded him. With his hand over his eyes he looked towards the stern of the ship: “Attention! Smoke time finished; the big boss is coming!”


	He had an inexplicable sense of ship command controls. Kurt Bohlken, casually dressed in his beige corduroy trousers with a black bomber jacket, entered the forecastle deck. With one hand he held his peaked cap with the golden captain's emblem: "Well, sailors, all running well?" 


	“Today faster than ever before!” Jimmy said with an ironic laugh. The captain also laughed: “It was tough on this rough sea trip!”


	He looked with pity at his deck boy, who was frantically working on the bulwark with the rust scrapper. Frank nodded and invited applause: “The Moorphy puked his heart out!”


	 Mr. Bohlken put his hands in his trouser pockets and laughed mischievously: “Well now! Seafaring is no picnic!” He thoroughly examined the painted areas on the steel: “Is the primer compatible with the old coating at the paint transitions?”


	Frank stroked the affected areas: “The stuff dries damn quickly! I haven’t been able to find anything, there’s nothing rubbery yet appeared!”


	"Good! When all rust spots are covered, please give the primer a full coat over the entire surface before applying the final varnish.”


	The wrinkles on his forehead showed that the captain was unsettled. He must have struggled with the decision to change the colour for a long time.


	“Won’t that be too expensive?” Jimmy tried to perhaps avert the additional workload.


	“God knows that’s not your business, Mr. Bronskij!” The captain’s face took on a more serious expression: “The bonded store won’t be available again until we leave! Here in England, customs often arrives with their 'black gang'. We don’t want to take any risks!”


	He looked meaningfully at the juniors, because he knew that if customs goods were being hoarded on board the ship, it would be with the apprentices! The older deckhands drink most of the liquor themselves!


	“The lock we’ll pass at four o’clock tomorrow morning! So go to bed early!” He winked encouragingly at the men: “By the way, next trip from Rotterdam with  full load of animal feed for Rendsburg!”


	He waited a short moment: “Oh, and one more thing, Mr. Leitner is coming back on board in Germany. He has a surprise in store for everyone!” He quickly left the forecastle, leaving amazed-looking sailors behind. For days they puzzled and speculated about motorman Heinz and his announced surprise.


	The sight of the lock entrance, lined with stinking wooden posts and covered in black shells, reinforced Willi's impression of ailing England. While the steel plates quickly left the hold, the deck boy and Fuzzy collected all the common squared timbers and lashing boards while sweeping the holds all day long. As Frank had predicted, they had to stow all the wood in the deep stowage lockers on the aft edge of the steerage deck. These cavities under the survey hatch were primarily intended for storing the grain bulkheads but there was space enough for the great amount of dunnage.


	In terms of size, this cavities were comparable to two large double garages on land and thus offered plenty of space for the economical ship owner's lucrative collecting passion. After the sea voyage, deck boy Willi felt the urge, as always, to leave the ship for a moment and explore the harbour. His shore leave on the first evening in port took him through a dreary industrial area. Fuzzy didn't accompany him this time. After an interminably long hike over countless railway lines along a busy main street, he made his way back on board in frustration. Afterwards he preferred to do paperwork on the report book with his chamber colleague late into the night.


	The annoying task of filling out the timesheets also had to be done. The chiefmate appeared in the chamber. In memory of his annoying task of monitoring the training of apprentices, he had announced stricter controls on the weekly reports. After meticulous checking, which was reminiscent of the petty teacher Captain Kämper from the Moses factory, he finally signed the effusions of the two apprentices. His scraggly signature on the painstakingly prepared reports didn't exactly improve the overall impression of the pages.


	The load in Avonmouth was discharged after two days! Willi's fears of seasickness on the return journey to Rotterdam turned out to be unfounded. The day before reaching the Dover Strait into the English Channel it was raining heavily. The sea was at its best with weak winds of force two to three Beaufort. Slightly ruffled, flat and in heavy showers it was often even as smooth as glass.


	“Like in the duck pond!” Deckhand Jimmy threw his soaked cigarette butt outboard: “That’s no fun at all!” he said with a mischievous look at the deck boy. He and Fuzzy had just taken a stelling out of the cable tier and placed the front edge of the bridge on the survey hatch. It was a heavy wooden board with two cross boards and hoist ropes on each end.


	“Put on your oilskins and go to the observation deck both of you! Everyone take a heaving line with you.” Frank knew exactly how to distribute the tasks. He had received the order from the chiefmate to wash the front of the superstructure.


	“It washes itself off in the rain!” Reddy had said ironically, knowing that deckhand Jimmy hated working in the rain. It took a while until the boys finally reached the observation deck. Both of them threw their loose ends of the heaving lines down onto the main deck, to which Frank and Jimmy attached the ropes of the stelling.


	“Heave up!” the sailor shouted and the boys pulled up the long rope. “Wind two rounds around the railing and secure with two half hits!”


	Without protest, the youngsters attached the ropes as ordered. Frank and Jimmy brought two safety belts and safety lines onto the observation deck, with the fat deckhand panting as if he had climbed a steep mountain. He sat down on the raised platform around the magnetic compass and lit a cigarette, gasping for air. Frank explained the next steps:


	“Put on your belts! Both of you are going to wash the superstructure's front side from the stelling! Jimmy and I are there for suppliance, all understood?” The sailor looked at the apprentices with a serious expression and they nodded in agreement.


	“I hope I can get my fear of heights under control,” Willi dared to object. “Is there a rope ladder or something like that?” “What kind of rope ladder? You swing over the railing and then you go down using the stelling's rope, everyone on his side! Still questions?"


	His gaze brooked no further objection. With shaking knees, Willi climbed over the railing. The seat belt and the bulky oilskins made it difficult for him to climb over. He searched for the edge of the observation deck with his feet. Fearfully, he avoided looking down at the main deck. He bravely held on to the upper handrail as Frank hooked the carabiner of the safety line in front of his chest and secured it with the twist lock.


	He smelled the sailor's breath, which again smelled terribly of alcohol. Should he really dare to trust this alcoholic with his young life? Anxious, he carefully shimmied himself down the two meters on the rope. The ship looked damn narrow from this lofty height, almost ten meters above the sea. On the other hand, the vastness of the sea seemed very close. The sea seemed to smack it's lips and gurgled as the shallow waves hit the side of the ship. The turquoise infinity of the water from the black depths seemed to call him: “Come closer, I'll catch you!” He quickly banished the dark thoughts and sat down on the shaky board. He took a deep breath while sitting, he had made it this far! Things got critical again when Fuzzy rappelled down the other rope. This caused the stelling to wobble terribly once again. He watched with envy as the short one climbed down the rope as quickly as he could, as if he had never done anything else in his life. Everyone was given a bucket full of soapy water and a so-called ‘half-moon brush’ and off they went. The grey soot film of many maneuvers with the main engine was vigorously rubbed off the forward steel wall.


	The treated surfaces now glowed bright white and stood out clearly from the untreated areas. At times the sun shone between the showers on the two apprentices high up in their wet yellow oilskins. The ideal photo opportunity for chiefmate Köhler. He was a hobby photographer and this picturesquely beautiful image had to be captured. Be it for his own pleasure or for his protection in view of labour safety. In addition, an excellent proof of compliance with all safety measures for this washing operation on the ship's superstructure. The chubby chiefmate had become cautious in this regard, the pictures were his self-protection!


	Little Horst even stood on the stelling with one hand and waved the thin freshwater hose very uncontrollably while rinsing the soapy front wall. A jet of water hit the supervisor on the main deck. He jumped aside indignantly.


	“Are you crazy up there? Do you have any idea how much this camera costs?” He angrily waved the camera in front of his chest. Amidst the gleeful laughter of the sailors, Reddy angrily disappeared into the side passage of the superstructure. From now on, deckhand Jimmy showed little Horst proper respect. For him, Reddy was an absolute slob. He couldn't make friends with the stocky gay guy. In recognition of the young man's daring act of outrage against his superior, he personally controlled Fuzzy's safety line in his hands.


	“That was necessary!” he called out to the short guy and gave the thumbs up, “it’s about time he was washed! He smelled a bit strong in his crotch!”


	The boys grinned at each other. They suspected that Reddy was still listening hidden in the side passage and they were right. Shaking his head, the mocked man retreated to his room. The deckhand would once feel his power. It was sad thoughts of revenge that comforted him!


	The animal feed in Rotterdam was loaded quickly within two days. There was a total ban on the crew entering the closed cargo holds. It was said that the load would absorb the oxygen and could cause you to have difficulty breathing. The dust had soiled the freshly washed bulkhead of the superstructure again, which the angry deckhand Jimmy didn't want to accept without comment. “The red-haired idiot knew this stuff was dusty like hell.”


	He got excited and didn't give a damn about the ship's management. "Unable! The whole pack up there!” he said, upset while again washing the deck during the crossing through the North Sea.


	“And after Rendsburg the whole washing shit we’ll have to do again!”


	“Rinse off the crap!” Frank pointed to a particularly dusty area on the superstructure below the row of windows on the command bridge. Willi led the tight deck washing hose behind the fat man. “We were just hanging up there two days ago!” He shook his head, remembering his acrobatic effort on the stelling. How he had trembled as they were lowered bit by bit. He had found pushing off with his feet particularly bad; whenever a welded-in handrail had to be overcome. Actually, they were welded there for safety when working on the bulkhead. Willi had clung convulsively to this square steel with his left hand. That way he had washed the bulkhead while standing on the swaying board. With his free right hand he had then moved the ‘half-moon brush’ over the dirty surfaces. He now shuddered again at the sight of the high bulkhead.


	“Everything is going wonderfully today!” said Fuzzy with satisfaction. “The washing had not been that bad, I don't know what was wrong with you!” Willi’s was in too good a mood to respond to the short guy's teasing. The North Sea was calm and seasickness was not to be expected this passage until Brunsbüttel. But the sting was deep because he was struggling with himself and his damn fear of heights! With envy, he had to admit to himself that his colleague was more effective when working at dizzy heights.


	“It's slowly getting colder; we're closing up to Germany!” Frank swung his arms around his body in order to get some movement into his muscles, because overseeing the work wasn't exactly stressful for him. “I think it’s already below zero degrees, we should be very careful not to freeze the deck washing system!”


	He ran his hand over the wet steel wall, which had not yet shown any ice formation due to the heat from the superstructure. On the starboard side the silhouettes of the East Frisian Islands could be seen in the distance. He narrowed his eyes; the flat sun over the horizon blinded him.


	“When we're done washing the deck, drain the whole pipe system! With the clear visibility today there will definitely be severe frost overnight!”


	On both sides of the ship, several other vessels could be seen on the same course, like MV 'Fryga', heading towards the lightship 'Elbe One'. They slowly approached a small coaster with a grey hull.


	“That's unbelievable, my old steamer is sailing up ahead!” Fuzzy suddenly shouted excitedly across the deck: “That's the 'Ollenbrook', for sure!” Willi blinked his eyes against the sun: “We're much faster “We’ll get it!”


	“It can only do a maximum of eight knots,” remembered little Horst, “unless the captain’s wife over there wants to save on diesel, then it’ll be even slower!”


	“A lot of traffic here!” Jimmy shouted and braced himself against the water pressure from his hose. “Turn off the valve!” Willi turned off the valve on the seawater line and the chubby deckhand put the hose aside.


	“Gentlemen it's coffee time!” It would be a miracle if Jimmy had missed a break. Frank remembered the early sun set. “I actually wanted to finish the deck wash before entrance of darkness!” “We will, but after break!” Jimmy reassured him and gave his friend a friendly pat on the shoulder.


	Provisions were also taken again in Rendsburg. This time, the Röschmann company delivered all the equipment directly to the ship's unloading site on the canal harbour. The two juniors took advantage of a lunch break to walk to their well-known outfitter's shop. Once they had had to spend a night in that shop's office waiting for their boarding. To everyone's surprise, the next trip was to sail back to Helsinki and Willi really wanted to buy lined sea boots. Never again he wanted to let his feet be exposed to the cold like they were on the last ice trip to Finland.


	“Would you have thought that our captain would drive into the ice again?” Willi kept his hands buried deep in the pockets of his parka. Fuzzy calmly replied: “His beer! Maybe he wants a new propeller from the insurance company!” The short guy walked a step faster: “Come on ! I want to be back on board before the end of the lunch break, Reddy already has me on edge anyway!” With a serious expression, he pulled the hood of his anorak over his head. They were greeted happily in the store. The pretty blonde with the smoky voice remembered the two of them: “How can I help you this time?”


	“This guy here wants boots like these!” Fuzzy pointed to his feet.


	“What size should it be?” Willi stared in delight at the buxom beauty that he had really liked while waiting for the ship last summer.


	“Size forty-one!” he stammered, embarrassed. He remembered the beautiful long braid she had decoratively braided in her long, blonde hair. To his regret, she didn't wear it anymore. “What happened to your beautiful hair?” He was himself surprised at his courage: “Where did the beautiful braid go?” “Don't you like it?” She boldly ran her hand up the shortened hair on the back of her neck. Without waiting for his answer, she went to a shelf. Willi enthusiastically watched the swing of her hips. She pulled a large box out from under a tall stack of cartons, opened it, and handed the deck boy a boot.


	“Try this one!” she asked him. Her provocative smile unsettled him. He laboriously removed his worn-out shoes.


	“The flies are about to fall off the wall here!” the short guy complained when he saw his friend’s sweaty feet. Willi could have killed him. With his face red with embarrassment, he tried on the beautiful black boots. The light grey lining nestled warmly against his battered feet.


	“Pure lambskin, feels good, right?” The saleswoman looked at him questioningly. Her voice sounded wicked, like one of the harbour sluts Willi had met in his few previous experience. It didn't match her beautiful face. He took a few steps through the shop, which still had something special about it because of the smells of tar and rope.


	“Very comfortable, just great!” It felt as if these boots would make him the perfect sailor.


	“Don’t take them too tight, think about thick socks!” Fuzzy chimed in.


	“How much do they cost?” Hopefully I can pay for them, he thought in dismay and once again felt anxiously for the rolled-up hundred-mark note in his trouser pocket.


	“I'll give you a special price!” The saleswoman looked at the boy with a little pity: “Winter will soon be gone and this is a discontinued model! Eighty-six German marks!”


	“Eighty-six marks! Jesus is screaming!” Willi groaned with an exaggeratedly pained face: “That’s my entire monthly salary!” Once again he thoughtfully crumpled the bill in his pocket and thought about it for a moment. Then he agreed: “Here’s one hundred marks, but in return you’ll add a black fisherman's cap for me.”


	The blonde agreed with a laugh and picked up an assortment of caps.


	“No 'Prince Heinrich' cap! A real Elbe fisherman's cap, a really flat one!” Willi knew exactly what he wanted. Ever since he saw this type of headgear on Jörg Parnemann, he dreamed of owning just such a hat. He checked the fit of the offered copies in the mirror on the office door until one fit really well. He liked what he saw, he finally saw himself as a handsome sailor! 


	On the way back to the ship, Fuzzy praised his friend: "I didn't know you could act so well!" “If you had also bought something else, we might have been able to get more out of it, but you're too stingy!” Willi punched his friend in the hip in a friendly manner and ran away. He had kept his new sea boots on, he was holding the fisherman's cap on his head with his hand and the bag with his old shoes was swinging in the rhythm of his steps on his other hand. Little Horst caught up, but before he could retaliate for the swipe, they spotted a wine-red VW Beetle next to the ship's gangway. As they got closer, the two of them noticed the strange official license plate.


	“It can only be Heinz!” Willi stated out of breath: “He should board in here today. I think someone from Austria had driven him all the way here!”


	“That is certainly not an Austrian license plate!” Fuzzy came closer to the car and examined the plate with interest.


	“Here on the right is the federal eagle and I think the 'Z' stands for customs,” he speculated out loud.


	“Do you think the 'black gang' of the customs is on board?” Willi suddenly panicked; although he had hidden his excess vodka bottles and Marlboro packages well. Even the best hiding places did not always go undiscovered during investigations by such a special customs team. Both ran onto the ship and into the warm crew mess. Heinz Leitner was actually sitting in his usual corner. Fashionably dressed, with an unusual beard on his upper lip and around his mouth, he grinned at the boys: “I really missed you boys!”


	He stood up from the bench and greeted everyone with a handshake and a friendly hug. “Not for us?” Jimmy protested just entering the mess room with his companion Frank. He started elbowing the man next to him in the ribs. “The Austrian guy doesn’t like us!” His fake laugh was so big that the fat cheeks in his round face made his eyes squint. At the same time, his schnapps nose gloomed bright red over his upper lips.


	“Your sense of humour  I've forgotten!” You could see the joy of returning home on board in Heinz's slightly moist eyes.


	“But my delicious meal too – haven't you?” Klaus, the cook showed his freckled face in the galley hatch and grinned at the greaser with the  black curly hair.


	“Did you come with that red beetle?” Willi was curious and couldn’t wait: “What kind of strange license plate does it have?”


	“This is my surprise for all of us! I discussed this with the captain weeks ago! The beetle can go on board on the boat deck and we can use it for trips together!”


	“And who pays for the gas?” Frank seemed jealous, perhaps he saw his dominance in the crew at risk.


	“And someone always has to be sober!” said fat Jimmy.


	“You don’t drive it anyway; you don’t have a driver’s license at all!” Heinz sat back down in his corner and the chubby deckhand crossed his arms in front of his chest in an insult.


	“I even have class two, I did it at the federal army!” he surprisingly explained to the others.


	“And do you still have it? They probably took it away from you long ago!” "No!" was Jimmy's short answer. A funny discussion developed about the costs and benefits of the car.


	Finally, there was the question of how to lift the Beetle up and down from the boat deck. “I thought that capable deckhands would be able to do it!” the Austrian teased, grabbing the sailors by their seamanship honour. He sat waiting on the bench in his usual position with his knees pulled up. He played skillfully with his cigarette between his fingers. “Then come up with a kind of solution about this problem!”


	“The captain thought that’s possible?” Heinz looked around questioningly.


	“It must be possible!” replied Frank. “If the big boss says so. But it involves work! Here in Rendsburg we have the land crane for now. We just have to make sure we can make a wide traverse somehow!” He pulled hard on his stub and absentmindedly blew the smoke over the table.


	“It's best to use a welded frame made of thick-walled pipes! Egon has to help there!” he suggested. He turned directly to the greaser and demanded boldly: “Talk to your boss!”


	Willi intervened: “Shall we help you prepare the beetle for winter? It freezes even during the day, so you don’t have to worry about your water cooler blowing apart!”


	“You have no idea! The Beetle's engine is air-cooled, so you can leave the maintenance to me. You should just clean it always sensibly so that it doesn’t start rusting at sea!”


	Everyone laughed! The prospect of future trips with the on-board car created an exuberant atmosphere in the crew mess.


	The chiefmate's face appeared in the hatch: “Break is over, gentlemen! There's another delivery on the gangway that needs to be on board. For your car, the inland boatmen here on land have a traverse for the crane! I cleared things up with the reponsible people. Costs a whole carton of Marlboro!”


	As quickly as he had appeared in the galley flap, he disappeared again just as quickly. He left a stunned deck crew in the mess hall.


	“He still can do something!” Jimmy shouted ironically into the room. He didn't care whether the chiefmate would hear it or not, Reddy wasn't his friend!


	The boys were the first to get up and go to the gangway. They were amazed when they found three coils of bright orange rope there. Fuzzy rushed to the scrolls.


	“It’s polypropylene, I’m going crazy! In terms of strength, Reddy seems to be definitely willing to replace the rotten hemp ropes of the loading gear. replaced! I don’t think this kind of rope will ice!” The short guy was thrilled and Willi thought the colour of the ropes was great. From that day on, chiefmate Rudolph Köhler grew in recognition of his seamanship among the apprentices. And that despite the fact that he was 'absolutely gay', as deckhand Jimmy liked to point out again and again!


	Heavy icebreakers ensured free access to the berths in Helsinki. This time, paper rolls were to be loaded in Finland's capital. Captain Bohlken were offered two different berths for his ship. After loading the first batch, this meant another maneuver through the ice masses. In February this involved a lot of work in cold temperatures of up to minus fifteen degrees Celsius.


	To Willi's delight, the entry maneuver could be carried out without the hassle of docking to an icebreaker. On the afternoon of the first day in the port, the two 'young men' stood at the edge of the cargo hatch and watched with interest as the large forklifts raced through the subspace. With their spoon-like steel jaws they grabbed one roll of paper after the other and pushed them into the side spaces of the hold. The sulfurous smell of diesel and exhaust gases rose steaming from the hold and indicated the busy activity to the spectators. All rolls were the same thickness with diameters of about one and a half meters and lengths of about three meters. Little Horst estimated their size from the main deck. They were stowed in continuous rows from one side of the ship to the other, so that the heavy weight of the rows above would wedge them and prevent them from rolling freely in rough sea.


	“Clean cargo!” Willi was freezing in his thin parka: “We should get something like that more often!”


	“It wouldn’t be bad, especially because of the long sea voyage!” Little Horst provoked; he always knew exactly how to tease his colleague about being seasick.


	“Where should this paper go, to France?” Willi jumped up and down in his new sea boots to warm himself up. Fuzzy grabbed his shovel and continued to throw the day's snow overboard. “To Nantes!” he replied and grinned maliciously: “It’s somewhere on the Loire and it flows into the Bay of Biscay!”


	“So damn far south!” The deck boy shook his head. He had heard of severe storms in the Bay of Biscay and he could already feel the fear of the coming journey.


	Don't let it show, he thought and, angry with himself, he vigorously pushed his shovel into the snow. The boys' breath rose into the clear evening sky, steaming with exertion.


	“Here in Helsinki hardly anyone wants to buy vodka, things went much better in Pateniemi and Hamina!” A strong gust of wind blew some of the snow back aboard which Willi had thrown outboards. The snow cloud flew directly into his friend's face. 


	“Now you know why I have to buy such a fur hat!” He was overcome with glee at the sight of the short guy wiping the powdery snow from his face. “Only if you need a dealer, then of course no one will come!”


	“It’s your own fault!” Fuzzy pulled his bobble hat off his head and shook off the snow.


	“You should have bought something like that in Pateniemi in the summer, they’re cheaper in the north of Finland!”


	“That time I didn’t have enough Finnmarks!” Willi answered irritably and spat in the snow. The chiefmate approached the two from the stern. “Where are the two sailors?”


	Fuzzy pointedly reached into his trouser pocket, opened it and pulled out the lining. Then he looked at the pale yellowed cloth with a grin: “I don’t have them here!” He laughed shamelessly at the superior, who didn’t find this saying funny at all. 


	“Funny, Mr. Ruppert, very funny!” The chiefmate tried awkwardly to keep a serious face, something he rarely managed. Rudolph Köhler was far too good-natured and everyone took advantage of that. Even the captain often shamelessly took advantage of this good nature. He was happy to delegate many of his tasks to the “first officer,” as he flatteringly called him. Willi, who sometimes even felt pity for his superior, intervened to mediate: “They are still at the front of the cable tier and are splicing new ropes on the stelling!”


	Reddy nodded reassuringly: “Tween deck in Hatch One has to be closed! Tell them both, the stevedores are waiting!”


	He turned away abruptly and, rubbing his hands against the cold, disappeared towards the superstructure. The two juniors threw away their shovels and hurried to the cable tier. On the way, Willi proudly admired the new orange ropes at the guys of the derricks, that they had already sheered in on the journey through the Baltic Sea.


	They shone conspicuously in the evening sun and again the chiefmate was right. The frozen spray water from the entire journey simply splintered off when the derricks were hoisted up without having to beat on the polypropylene ropes. The crew routinely closed the steerage deck in Hatch One and loading operations continued. The boys cleared the greasy slacker wires from the deck that they had used to close the folding lids. Then they watched boredly in the steerage as the forklift trucks were lowered from the quay back into the hold.


	“If a chain breaks!” Fuzzy checked the stevedoring’s heavy gear with an expert eye: “That these thin links can hold the weight of the forklift?” The short one expressed considerable doubts: “Come on, let’s get out of here, otherwise something will happen! “


	He pushed Willi towards the cargo hold stairs and they both climbed up the steps into the fresh air. When they got out of the stair trunk they met Heinz, who had just finished his maintenance work on the auxiliary diesel under the forecastle. He was cold in his dungarees and rolled-up shirt sleeves. He wiped his oil-smeared hands with his rag scarf, that always was hanging around his neck.


	“Your helm chair is ready! Egon really came up with something. You can pick him up!”


	Willi thanked him and was worried about the greaser's light clothing.


	“My dear friend, better get below deck, you’re freezing your ass off here!”


	Heinz shook his head: “Bullshit! But I would have loved to have been with you at your legendary shore leave in Kings Lynn!”


	As he walked away, he turned around again: “Think about the chair, it's in the workshop!” Willi had stayed the whole time while talking to the greaser on the top rung of the ladder, protected by the access cover. He sat on the sharp edge of the coaming and felt the pressure on his bottom. He clumsily climbed out of the entrance hatch over the high ledge.


	“Come on, let’s pick up the chair,” he asked his short colleague, “I’m really excited to see what Egon has made!” The machinist received the two with his usual blasphemy.


	“Oh look at the deck crew! Are you lost? What a surprise that you are down here!” He stood on the raised work platform at the engine block of the main engine and busily screwed on the rocker arms for the valve control.


	Willi wanted to protest because they had been working in the engine room every night during the entire time Heinz was away on vacation. According to the captain's instructions, they had to lubricate the rocker arms and refilled the Bosch Oiler every day during the sea watches. Their engagement had enabled the engineer to sleep through the night.


	The idiot must have forgotten that, thought Willi. But he kept his anger to himself. Egon smiled smugly at them and asked: “Didn’t you bring my greaser with you? He'll piss off back on deck!” He wiped his hands dry with a cleaning rag and jumped off the platform. It was an unusual sight for the two boys to see the head of the engine room in the grease-smeared boiler suit. After all, Heinz was on board to do the dirty work.


	“When you get back up there, send the lazy shirker down to me!” Egon went to the workshop and the two of them followed him.


	“Is this a piece of jewelry or isn't it?” He was clearly proud of his work. He sat down in the helm chair for rehearsal and looked expectantly at the boys.


	Willi was amazed: “Even with armrests and a raised backrest!” he exclaimed enthusiastically. He was surprised and Fuzzy was also really excited: “You see the ashtray on the side here, it makes you want to get back to the paddle!”


	Willi shook his head dismissively: “Stop it, we'll get chances to sit on this for long enough!”


	Egon pointed to the additional newly welded rails and pieces of pipe.


	“You have to brush and prime the weld seams here and the raw material well. Later it's best to give the chair a full coat of black varnish afterwards! It looks like it was bought!” The machinist smiled good-naturedly with a fatherly expression on his face; he was pleased that his work was so well received and admired by the young deckhands.


	“You can continue to work on it down here in the warmth, but don’t litter my workshop with paint!” he generously offered the two of them. He opened a drawer in the workbench and waved two rust brushes. “Derust it really clean with this brushes, but only in your free time after work!” Somewhat embarrassed, he then spoke directly to Willi in a whisper.


	“I want to see you in my cabin this evening, as agreed!”


	Fuzzy had overheard and looked at his friend questioningly; he knew nothing about the quiet and mysterious agreement between the engineer and his colleague.


	In the evening, while taking a thorough shower, Willi happily thought back to this successful day. With the permission of the chiefmate, the two 'young men' were even allowed to preserve the rods on the helm chair during working hours. Both had eagerly got to work and the first coat of rustproof paint had been applied. So there was a legitimate chance of getting the desired seating ready by the next Kiel Canal passage.


	In the evening smart and cleanly dressed, Willi made his way to the engineer's chamber full of anticipation. Egon welcomed him there with all kinds of sweets on the table. Embarrassed, he showed him several letters in brightly coloured envelopes.


	“It’s all airmail!” the machinist explained to him. Some of the letters were filled with pretty photos of women of older age; some richly decorated with lovingly painted hearts and flowers. Curious, Willi devoured a few lines until Egon asked him to finally translate out loud. For a long time, the engineer had struggled with sharing his most intimate experiences and desires with this young guy, but his urge for perfect communication with the women was stronger. Willi did his best, as far as his previous knowledge of English allowed. He bridged phrases that he didn't really understand with something he invented himself in the possible sense to the written topic. Egon didn't notice, he seemed satisfied. 


	“But you just can’t cope with reply to letters alone! There are also telephone numbers here, some of the women also want verbal contact!” Willi was shocked! Should he also have to make phone calls for the vain guy? The boy noticed that many of the envelopes had a Liverpool frank stamped on them. “Did you advertise in a Liverpool newspaper?”


	“I don’t know, the agent did it for me the last time we were in Liverpool! None of you boys were on board in those days!”


	“Yes, I see! Some letters are dated last year! But that was a damn long time ago! Do you really think that it still makes sense now?" Willi doubted the usefulness of the late replies and pointed to the number: "But you don't want to answer all of them - or do you?"


	He was afraid that his offer of translation could really turn into work.


	“We’ll be sitting here for days!”


	"Nonsense! I picked out the most beautiful women!” Egon organized the letters and gave selected copies to the deck boy. “Just write a romantic letter as standard. After that we just change the name and address and off we go!”


	Willi couldn't help but laugh. “Okay, let’s go, but we’ll be requested to call the women later!” Egon leaned back thoughtfully on his sofa, smiled smugly and said: “I’ll do it, but only with your help!”


	Two days later the entire cargo was loaded. The stevedoring company itself took care of lashing the paper rolls, which was only necessary in the upper layers. It was carried out routinely by specially trained specialists.


	It was the first time the boys couldn't sell their hot contraband. The workers in Helsinki showed no interest and simply didn't ask for vodka and cigarettes!


	Nobody on board could understand why it was like that.


	“They'll definitely be searched somewhere when they get off the ship!” said Jimmy during a short smoke time on deck: “Now I can hide the stuff again!”


	“That you have anything left at all!” Frank loved to tease his friend.


	The crew was busy closing the hatches, which wasn't so easy given the very stiff tarpaulins. The icy covers had to be carefully unfolded and placed on the wooden hatch boards. The boys spread a lot of cattle salt on each layer of the greasy canvas, which became softer when thawed. Only then could the wide formwork slats be inserted onto the coaming edge and tapped into place with the wooden wedges. This time they had an exceptional amount of time to get the ship ready for sea, as the pilots had not scheduled it to leave until the next morning.


	“Because of the ice passage and the formation of a convoy!” the chiefmate had explained. Willi was already looking forward to his time at the helm; for he now had the eight-twelve watch again together with his admired captain. After all the hatches were wedged up and the hatch beams were screwed, all that was left was to lower the cargo gear down.


	“I hope it doesn’t start snowing again,” said Frank when they were finished and left the deck. “This winter I’m fed up with the endless shoveling of snow and the damn ice-beating!”


	His wish was fulfilled because it didn't snow. After leaving the ice boundary, the Baltic Sea appeared calm. The ship was accompanied by a very stable high-pressure situation with bright sunshine during the day and bitter cold at night.


	MV 'Fryga' approached the German coast and it became hazy during the passage from Fehmarn. The warmth of the sun's rays caused the hoarfrost of the night to rise wetly in the morning During the trip, the team was busy with painting work down in the crew corridor up to the lock in Kiel Holtenau. The bulkheads were painted with white paint and the previously drab black floor was changed to a friendly green. What was good for the main deck should also give the crew deck a new shine, or at least that was the opinion of the busy chiefmate. There was a terrible smell of paint and Willi sometimes felt dizzy.


	“It's not because of the slack sea, it's the smell in here!” he kept emphasizing in order to distract from the suspicion of seasickness. Despite the cold, all the doors and bulleyes were open. There was a liberating breeze in the corridors. The men were so happy every time they were able to disappear upstairs into the fresh air for their longed-for smoke time.


	It happened the next night just before dawn. Willi's night's sleep had already been interrupted by the lock passage in Kiel. He had himself felt too tired to browse for new comics at the kiosk and he had been very grateful to the chiefmate who had sent him straight back to his bunk after entering the Holtenau lock.


	“We can manage to leave the lock without you!” Reddy had said to him and Willi had immediately disappeared into his warm cabin and had curled up snuggly. The Kiel Canal passages were always a welcome relief for him, especially when bad weather and storm-tossed waves were to be expected out at sea. Here in the canal he felt well protected and surrendered to his dreams in his sleep. Suddenly a loud noise woke him up. As if pushed by a magic hand, the ship leaned far over to the port side. Willi was lying upside down in the bunk, which was sagging at an angle. He rolled onto his side and fell onto the cold floor but was able to smoothly protect his fall.


	His heart was pounding with fear and the left knee was hurting. The terrible list continued to increase. In a panic, he slid down the sloping crew corridor to the staircase. There he climbed the steps, which now towered almost vertically in front of him and formed an insurmountable obstacle.


	Hopefully the ship won't turn over, he thought anxiously, feeling his heart pounding in his chest. From above, deep sounds of ship's horns reached his ears. He pulled himself over the sea protection coaming through the companionway door. Wearing only his underwear, he felt the cold, damp air of the fog that hung like a grey veil in front of the exit door. Barefoot, half-naked, he reached the aft deck, where the cook was already hanging anxiously between the bollards and the bulwark. Behind Klaus, the deck boy could vaguely see the embankment. The sight of this proximity to land calmed him a little.


	“God sake! It's a collision," Klaus called out to him, we lay on the embankment!"


	Willi didn't answer. He hastily clambered along the handrail of the superstructure to the end of the side gangboard. From here he could see ahead, but the fog was too thick. He paused at the passage to the main deck, listening quietly. He could imagine that the forecastle was lying on the canal bank with the port shoulder. On the starboard side, the threatening black outline of a huge ship's stem could be seen, but it separated slowly from the hull of the 'Fryga' and disappeared into the fog. Relieved, the agitated deck boy felt the ship slowly up righting itself again. He heard more ship horns. Extremely loud a typhon fog signal bleated nearby. Then more short tones drone through the grey dawn.


	Three short, engine is turning backwards, thought the deck boy and hurried back to the aft deck. The stem of another coaster emerged from the fog behind the Fryga's stern. Willi heard the loud clacking sound of an anchor chain giving way under pressure.


	"Caution! Someone is coming behind us!” With presence of mind, he pulled the trembling cook from the bulwark back into the side gangboard. He stumbled and fell into Willi's arms.


	“Thank God, it stopped moving towards us! The coaster is no longer coming any closer!” He spoke to Klaus reassuringly. Little Horst came rushing down the stairs from the boat deck onto the aft deck.


	“An oncoming big vessel had hit us on the starboard side,” he exclaimed loudly. He was presented with a confusing picture, his half-naked colleague in front of the galley door being hugged by the cook.


	“The other one behind us won’t hit us anymore, he’s already running backwards!” Willi shouted back.


	"Understood! I'll let that know upstairs!” The short guy quickly disappeared back up onto the boat deck heading to the command bridge. The ship was now lying calmly in the fairway, very close to the canal bank, which was becoming increasingly visible. Frank and Jimmy appeared on the aft deck. Both of them had calmly dressed themselves before leaving their chambers. Frank saw the deck boy shivering in the cold first.


	“Moorphy! Go dress yourself, or do you like to die in this milk soup!” he shouted to him.


	“I'm not going back down! I'm afraid we'll drown!” With shaking knees, Willi broke away from the cook and threw his arms around himself. Klaus then dragged him into the galley and placed him close to the stove.


	“Would you like to warm up a bit first?” he asked the boy, who nodded gratefully. Jimmy clumsily appeared in the galley and threw over the deck boy's shoulder a raincoat he had picked up from the 'Ace of Spades' outside his chamber. The older sailors were more self-controlled and calmer.


	“What a load of shit! I haven't seen such thick fog in ages!" said Frank in a calm tone. “But it going to dissolve quickly when the sun comes up!”


	The chubby chiefmate appeared excitedly on the aft deck and explained to the crew: “A fat Polish vessel rammed us slightly and then pushed us onto the bank at the front!” Both eyelids fluttered violently and his lips were pressed tightly together in a bashful grin, so that the upper lip formed a thick bulge.


	“Someone has to come with me!” He looked questioningly at the two older deckhands and explained further to the men: “I have to check in Hatch One to see if we have any water leaks!” Frank agreed: "It's okay, chief, I'll come with you!" The sailor chewed his imaginary gum; it helped him to appear calm, even if he was extremely excited. “The main thing is that no other steamer is going to crash into us!” Relieving laughter sounded on the aft deck, dispelling the emotional tension. Wilfried Lenz dared to return to his chamber. It was now just before six o'clock. He got dressed and got ready to take over at the helm from his colleague Fuzzy.


	In the command bridge he was greeted by exceptionally lively radio traffic coming from the VHF radios. Willi listened intently to Fuzzy's report about the past events.


	In whispers, both tried not to disturb the ship's management.


	“The oncoming ship drove straight towards us out of nowhere. I had no chance; it was totally on our side and pushed us right onto the embankment!”


	“I noticed!” Willi interrupted the short guy, “I barely got up the stairs from the crew deck, they were almost vertical!” With his hand he showed his chamber mate the steep incline.


	Fuzzy continued to report excitedly, sounding as if he wanted to exonerate himself. He always spoke defensively, as if he was afraid someone would try to blame him for the collision. “After the impact, the ship went away to port! I’m telling you, first we lay on our sides and then there was a terrible crunch on the embankment!”


	Chiefmate Köhler came back into the bridge and stood close to the two of them. He put his index finger to his lips. “Psst!” he tried to dampen Horst’s volume and flow of speech. Behind the captain's back, he swung both hands up and down placatingly several times at the level of his hips. He wanted to prevent the pilot from unintentionally overhearing false statements about the course of the accident. The boys understood and limited themselves to the phrases about the handover of the sea watch.


	“We were just passing through 'Königsförde' meeting point when this damned fog suddenly became very dense, from one moment to the next! That was unbelievable!” The short guy exaggeratedly indicated his visual impairment with his hand in front of his eyes: “I was really blind and the compass was moving back and forth!”


	He gasped briefly, his excitement still making itself felt. Then he whispered, “Reddy said, we should both stay on standby and wait for instructions from the captain!”


	It was getting brighter outside and the fog was lifting a little. The collision opponent was now clearly visible. It lay almost across the canal in front of the 'Fryga' and Willi could see the distinctive fork in the chimney, which identified the ship as a large sea-going vessel belonging to the Polish State Shipping Company. The cabin boy stood waiting behind the rudder column and listened intently to the further conversations in the wheelhouse.


	Machinist Egon was also on the bridge. He emphasized several times that he had given maximum performance during the 'full astern' maneuver. “It’s okay,” the captain talked to him soothingly, “I’m sure that you prevented any major damage. Mr. Köhler had checked the hold; thank God we don't have any water leaks!” Willi admired his captain, who calmly sucked on his pipe and described the facts in clear words.


	“Thank God the average opponent has a stem like the icebreakers, without such a modern bulb bow!” He relit the tobacco with a match and took a few strong puffs, expelling the smoke in small clouds: “With a bulb like that on the stem it would have torn our hulls open below the waterline!”


	He exchanged a few more sentences with the pilot, the meaning of which Willi didn't quite understand. Then he turned to his chiefmate: “Mr. Köhler, I’ll just go forward to take a look at the damage! Please stay here with the pilot and hold the fort for a moment!”


	Rudolph Köhler didn’t seem particularly enthusiastic; he too had already had a long period of wakefulness and was longing for a little sleep. Wearily, he confirmed that he would stay on the command bridge. The captain added soothingly: “I'll be back immediately, then you can lie down! This is all going to take a little longer here!”


	He sought confirmation from the pilot, who continued to listen carefully to the VHF radio traffic. “If I understood correctly, we are all still waiting for the water police and for a boat from the canal authority to collect evidence and record the damage.” The pilot nodded in agreement. “All right!” Reddy replied briefly. He went to the chart room to enter his sea watch's details in the logbook. The captain followed him.


	“Don’t write down the information about the accident into the ship's log yet. Write everything down on a scratchpad first. We're still discussing the details later!" he whispered quietly to the chiefmate and then left the wheelhouse via the bridge wing.


	The sun had risen and was increasingly breaking through the veil of fog. A slight breeze blew the fog clouds of varying densities over the ship. As the brightness increased, the mood on board also changed. Fears and panic gave way to impatience for information about how to continue the journey. Traffic in the Kiel Canal had come to a complete standstill and all canal meeting points were occupied by waiting ships.


	After the handover of the sea watch, Horst Ruppert briefly smoked a cigarette on the aft deck. Although he was dead tired, he still told the sailors and the cook how he had experienced the collision. Of course, he emphasized again and repeatedly in this round that he had not made any mistakes at the rudder. Deckhand Jimmy noticed this.


	“Stop singing,” he attacked the short guy and laughed dirty, “you mixed up port and starboard, otherwise we wouldn’t be on the bank right now!” Klaus from the galley also gave his support: “I believe that, too!”


	Frank, who noticed from the short guy's frightened face how seriously he took the accusation, intervened simply: "Stop complaining like a donkey, just make sure your rolls are ready!" He loved hearing the Bavarian dialect and to ape him or to make fun of him. 


	The answer followed immediately: “You're not going to get one of the delicious rolls, damned deck bull!” Klaus left the stove, stormed towards the door and waved the egg swatter in the sailor's face. Frank took a long drag from his cigarette and blew the smoke straight into the cook's face. He countered with a disgusted grimace on his face: “You smell like a fucking dirty cow!”


	There was a strange cheerfulness on the aft deck. Just like the entire ship's management in the wheelhouse, the crew waited with seamanlike composure for the voyage to continue. Around ten o'clock the fog disappeared as suddenly as it had appeared early in the morning. The full extent of the accident was now visible; a total of five ships were affected. The Polish steamer, which according to traffic control had caused the stoppage, was now lying diagonally in the canal with its stem in the embankment on the north side. MV 'Fryga' had touched the stones of the bank protection on the south side due to pressure from the seagoing vessel. After separating from the collision opponent, it swam free again. Due to the advice from the Canal Authority Captain Bohlken had made short maneuvers to move his ship a little further away from the embankment. Afterwards, as a precaution, he dropped the anchor on the port side. In this way, he prevented an uncontrolled drift with the risk of ramming other vehicles involved.
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