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The USS Redfish, the newest and most advanced fast-attack nuclear submarine in the US Navy, has disappeared from one of the most secure naval bases in the United States. While the Navy has been informed of the reasons behind the Redfish's disappearance, these details cannot be shared with the public or the wider naval community, especially the submarine community. Speculation about a rogue nuclear submarine armed with nuclear weapons could cause panic along the eastern seaboard and possibly worldwide. Therefore, orders from the highest levels of government directed the Commander in Chief of the Atlantic to prevent any uncontrolled release of potentially harmful information to the press.

An incident like this had never occurred before and completely caught the Navy off guard. One thing the Navy could not tolerate was humiliation or embarrassment. It was clear that this act was carried out by a very small, specially chosen crew who were the best in their rates. Besides being committed to Captain Kochenko and understanding the underlying reason for taking the boat, each man had his own personal motivations, along with the promise of a large cash reward, for committing this treasonous act.

Meanwhile, the Navy was compelled to comply with the immediate demands of the Redfish to hopefully ensure a favorable outcome. The president, a former naval officer, ordered the Commander-in-Chief of Atlantic Forces to deploy all available anti-submarine warfare assets into a continuous alert mission to locate the Redfish and gain the advantage.

“Means To Revenge” is the prequel to “Moral Revenge," focusing on the strategic and methodical planning leading up to the theft of the USS Redfish—an act that instilled fear and shook the Navy to its core. It explores the journey from the initial idea to selecting the crew, managing family relocations, changing identities, securing banking arrangements, justifiable or unjustifiable actions, and much more. “Means to Revenge” is a story with multiple layers, including the looming threat that the plan will be revealed prematurely.

Does the end satisfactorily justify “The Means," or should there be a “reckoning”? That is for the reader to decide.

The Means to Revenge
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Chapter 1
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The Reporter’s Newsroom at The New London Day was always lively, filled with the sound of typewriters clacking and phones ringing occasionally. A steady cloud of cigarette smoke hung just overhead, only disturbed when the front door opened. Investigative reporting gained popularity following Woodward and Bernstein’s Watergate coverage, which made headlines. Many communication graduates from college considered pursuing that path, often unaware of the many drawbacks involved.  

The phone rang, and one of the senior reporters answered. "Newsroom, Klotz." There was a slight hesitation before the sound of a young girl’s voice came through the line. She spoke very quietly and sounded very nervous.

“May I speak to someone, please?”

Harvey Klotz was a very weathered, high-strung, and gruff man. He usually covered the City Desk and Crime departments for the newspaper. He was used to what he liked to call “up front, in your face” news. “Miss, are you sure you’re calling the right place? This is the New London Day Newspaper.”

Yes, sir. I’m sure. I wanted to know if one of the reporters would like to get some information about one of the nuclear submarines at Groton.

Klotz just rolled his eyes. There was always some kind of story coming out of the submarine base. Most were just domestic bullshit that Harvey had no interest in dealing with. But he didn’t want to seem completely insensitive, so he kept going. “Firstly, are you alright? Is there something wrong?”

The obviously young girl replied with a noticeably nervous and wavering voice. “Oh, I’m okay, but I’d really like to talk to someone who might be able to help me with a problem and some information I need to share.”

Harvey replied, trying to be calm as though he were talking to his daughter.

“OK, just so you know, whatever we say here is completely private, but I need to get some information from you.  I need your name and how to contact you.”  

The nervousness in the girl’s voice became more pronounced. “I, uh, my name is Rachel, and I’m not sure I want to give you my full name and a phone number.”  

It was evident that Harvey’s head was about to explode. He was acting so out of character that some of the staff were actually sitting back and laughing at the pained expression on his face as he calmly spoke to his caller. “I understand completely.” Harvey paused for a moment. “Rachel, can I put you on hold for a brief moment? I promise to get back, but I have to talk to someone—OK?”  

“Sure,” she replied. 

“Great, thanks. Don’t hang up, I’ll be right back, I promise.”

Harvey put the call on hold and, with a somewhat relieved expression, he zigzagged his way through the office desks to the back of the room to Cynthia Mason’s desk, where she was reading the New York Times. He stopped in front of her desk, and as she put down the paper and looked up at him, Harvey offered her a desperate smile. 

“Cindy, I think I have something that would be a good story for you to chase down.”

Although she was a novice reporter, Cindy knew that other reporters didn’t give up an item if it was any good, but what the hell, she was the new kid in the office. She smiled. “Sure, Harvey; what have you got?”

Harvey explained quickly that the call on hold on line three was from a young girl who had a story about a submarine or SuBase that might be more suited for her to work on than for him. He smiled as he picked up the receiver on Cindy’s desk and pushed the blinking button for line three. He spoke very calmly. “Rachel, are you still there?” 

“Yes sir, I am.”

“So Rachel, I myself don’t normally handle SuBase news, so I’m going to give the phone to one of my better reporters who does. Her name is Cynthia, and I think she would be better suited to help you than I am. Is that okay with you?”

Still sounding a little nervous, Rachel answered. “Oh, sure, if you think it’s best.”

“Oh yeah. Cindy’s great. Hold on, I’m gonna put her on.”

He handed the phone to Cynthia, who went on to speak in a concerned and quiet manner. “Hi Rachel, this is Cindy Mason. Can you tell me what forced you to call? Harvey tells me it may have something to do with one of the submarines or something going on at the SuBase, is that true?”

Still with the nervousness in her voice, Rachel answered. “Yes, but we think it’s much more than that.”

Cindy interrupted. “We? Is there more than just you involved in this problem?”

Caught off guard, Rachel answered. “Oh, uh, well yes, sort of, I mean.” Cindy interrupted, knowing she wouldn’t get anywhere, questioning this very nervous young girl over the phone. If Rachel got too anxious, she could just hang up, run home, seek solace in her bedroom pillow, and the story would be gone.

Cindy could feel that, unless she put this girl at ease, she was going to have a difficult time getting to the problem this girl felt so strongly about. “Rachel, maybe this would be easier if we met personally rather than talk on the phone. What followed was what seemed to be an awkward pause. 

“Rachel, there is nothing to worry about. This is a very standard procedure for something like this. You decide on a comfortable place, and we’ll have a soda and talk. Just the two of us, like friends, would do. Do you live nearby?

Rachel’s reply sounded a little more relaxed. 

“Yes. I live here in New London.”

Cynthia answered with a little lilt in her voice to hopefully break the tension. “Well, that’s certainly convenient.”

“Is there a place that’s relatively private and you’re comfortable with where we can meet?”

Rachel thought for a moment.

“Well, there’s a private beach across from the Lighthouse Inn.  We can meet on Ocean Avenue in front of the Lighthouse Inn and walk along the beach, it’s pretty quiet there in the afternoon.”

“That sounds great. I know the place very well. Is there a day and time that would work for you?”

“How about we meet tomorrow, say, at 4:30?” Cynthia noticed that Rachel sounded a little better. It seemed the idea of this meeting may have started to relieve whatever was bothering her.

“I know exactly the place. I’ll be happy to meet you there tomorrow. You’ll recognize me as tall with reddish brown hair wearing a green sweater.” Cindy paused for a second. “I’m really looking forward to chatting with you.”

“Me too. Thanks so much. I’ll see you there.” With that, Rachel hung up the phone.

Cynthia hung up the phone and frowned slightly. Something was always going on with one of the boats at the submarine base in Groton. Whatever this story is, it could just be more grist for the rumor mill. The only thing is the newsroom had never gotten a call from someone so evidently young and so scared about something that may happen at the SuBase, and the submarine community was normally very closed mouth about such things. And why call the newspaper and not the police?

There was a chill in the air as autumn approached the New London area. Cynthia was early for their meeting, as most careful people are, and sat on a stone wall along Ocean Avenue in front of the Lighthouse Inn. She noticed that some leaves were beginning to turn; a few had already given up their perch and fallen to the ground. As promised, Cynthia brought two cokes to break the ice and sip as they talked. She smiled at the few passersby and patiently waited for Rachel as she went over in her head what questions to open their conversation with.

After a few minutes, Cynthia saw a young girl walking alone, schoolbooks in hand, coming toward her. She stood up so the girl could see her. She had her press badge on the outside of her sweater to hopefully put the girl at ease. As she neared, Cindy smiled. “You must be Rachel, I guess.”

“Yes, I’m guessing you’re Cynthia.

“Yes I am.” She showed Rachel her press badge and then put it in her purse to not arouse any suspicions from passersby. Cindy turned toward the wall and produced the Coke she had brought Rachel. “Here ya go, as promised. I hope Coke is okay.”

“It’s great. I was getting a little thirsty from the walk from school.”

Cindy noted that Rachel had to attend a high school in the area.

“So, Rachel, it’s nice to meet you. Shall we sit, or do you prefer to walk?”  

Rachel looked Cynthia over, as she was still a little wary of what she was about to tell her.

“Can we sit for a minute or two? I’ve just walked a long way.”

Cynthia smiled. “Of course. Whatever makes you comfortable.”

Rachel thanked Cynthia and took a sip of her Coke. She looked a little more relaxed but also a little anxious.

Cynthia smiled as warmly as she could.

“Rachel, perhaps we should start at the beginning, but please know, Harvey was completely accurate and honest when he said we do not disclose our sources and the only people who will know about our conversations are you and me, and with your OK, Harvey. Is that alright?”

Rachel acknowledged Cynthia.  “Sure, that’s fine. Are you sure you want all the details?”

Cynthia smiled and nodded. “Of course, it’s the only way.” 

“OK,” Rachel said with a kind of hesitance in her voice.

“I have a close friend, Heidi.  We’ve been friends since our Bat Mitzvahs.  Our families are close too because we attend the same Synagogue. A few weeks ago, our families were at a late summer party on Montauk Avenue.  Our families are both close with another family, the Golbarts.  Mr. Golbart is in the Navy, and we don’t see much of him since he seems to be always gone, but his wife Sherry is involved with all sorts of family and synagogue events.  Ms. Golbart told my mom that she and Vince might be pulling their kids out of school this year to go to Israel to live in a kibbutz.”  

Well, Heidi’s mom interrupted abruptly. “Really. Stan and I are thinking of doing the same thing.”

Rachel glanced over at Cindy. “Heidi, who was calmly sitting on a bench at a picnic table not far away, overheard the conversation and was really surprised but didn’t let on that she heard. Not knowing if her mother was serious or just adding to the small talk, Heidi said nothing to her. It is not normal for young Jewish girls to question her parents.”

Cindy smiled and nodded. “Of course, I understand completely.”

“Anyway, a couple of days later, Heidi called and said she had to talk to me in private. We met in the park the next day. She was a total wreck and crying as she told to me what she had heard. She absolutely didn’t want to go. Not only that, but she’s mad that her parents told her nothing about their plan.  Since overhearing the conversation, she had said nothing to her mother but became more and more suspicious.”  Rachel paused and looked directly into Cynthia’s eyes. “Between you and me, this is a very strange thing, and neither Heidi nor I have ever heard of a family from here doing such a thing.”

Cynthia interrupted. “Well, maybe there’s a reason they don’t want to include her in the plan at this time. They may not have finalized everything that would go into such a big change.” She looked at Rachel for a response while thinking this didn’t seem like anything an investigative reporter would want to look at.

“Let me go on,” says Rachel. “A few days later, Heidi called and said she needed to meet me again. We met in the same place in the park. Heidi tells me she was listening to her parents by way of the air vent in her room and heard her father saying he was going on a very sensitive operation. There are only a handful of men who know about it. He continued saying before I leave, you, Heidi, and Davey will have to leave New London. If you want to, you can visit your family in Israel. You’ll have to take anything of real importance with you because you will not be returning to New London.”

At this point, Cynthia was sizing up this story and wondering if this was just two teenage girls exaggerating or making something out of nothing.

Rachel, seeing through Cynthia’s feigned interest, continued.

“Heidi still hadn’t approached her mother about what she heard, but was getting more upset and avoided her mother whenever she could. When her mother finally realized the change in Heidi, she approached her, asking what was going on. She was probably hoping it was some typical problem teenage girls go through. Heidi couldn’t take it anymore and let loose on her mother. “What the hell is going on? Why are things being put in boxes? What’s up with you and Dad whispering and being suddenly quiet when I enter the room? I'm an adult now and ’hould be included in family decisions."

“Heidi said her mom had a shocked look she had never seen before and could see her mind racing for an answer.  She gave Heidi a really concerned look before speaking.” 

“You’re right, dear, and from now on, we will do our best to advise you on anything that will impact you, but as you know, we can’t talk about your father’s job to anyone. I’ll let you know what will happen when the time comes.”

Rachel looked at Cynthia. “As you can imagine, that answer didn’t go over well with Heidi.”

Cynthia took out a small pocket-sized notebook. 

“Do you know what submarine Heidi’s dad is on?”

“I was told never to discuss that with anybody.”

“I understand. Are your dad and Heidi’s dad on the same boat?”

“For now, I can’t say. Anyway, Heidi told me she was snooping around the house and found passports, passport photos, and private papers lying on her father’s dresser. She saw nothing about any Kibbutz in Israel, nor any plans for a trip anywhere. A couple of days later, she noticed family memorabilia, photo albums, religious papers, and stuff packed away to go to her mom’s college friend in Chicago. She had sent things to her friend before when they were moving.”

Cynthia smiled at Rachel and asked if there was more to this story.

Rachel replied. “There sure is, the most important part.”

Rachel took another long sip of her Coke. She felt a little better about clearing her mind, but she was concerned that she had cleared too many things as well.

“So, Heidi remained low-key while snooping around the house. A couple of days ago, her parents got home late from a party where her father may have had one drink too many. He was loudly whispering to Ida how potentially wealthy they would become after this operation. They’d be able to live anywhere and have all the nice things that Ida had always wanted.”

Now, Rachel had piqued Cynthia’s interest.

“How much money do they expect to get?”

“Heidi’s dad said, at a minimum, a million dollars.”

Cynthia’s voice raised slightly.  “Really? Do you think this is some drug smuggling operation?”

“I doubt it.” As she furrowed her brow, Rachel said, “Heidi’s father would never in a million years participate in anything like that.”

Cindy looked and smiled at Rachel. “Is that all you know at this time?”

“Yeah, for now.”

“Do you think you can keep in touch with me if anything at all progresses? Again, remember I will never share our conversations with anyone except Harvey.”

Rachel shook her head and smiled at Cynthia. It was a smile of relief.

The two of them made some small talk and finished their drinks.

Rachel got up and hugged Cynthia. “Thank you so much. I feel so much better. You don’t know what this means to me.”

“You’re more than welcome, sweetie.” 

Heidi looked up into Cindy’s eyes. “Do you think this is something you’re going to look into?”

“It certainly sounds like something that needs some investigating to me. In the meantime, don’t forget to call or come to see me with any changes or updates.”

“Will do. I’ve gotta go, or I’ll be late for dinner.”

“Do you want a ride?”

“No, I’m not too far from here.” In reality, Rachel didn’t want Cynthia to know where she lived, at least not now.

Rachel walked rather quickly through the park. She noticed some of the leaves crunching under her steps. The area will soon be crawling with “Leaf Peepers” with their cameras. It was understandable, as New England puts on a pretty nice floral show in the fall.

Rachel was one of the few teenagers interested in political news. Although she was too young to have lived through it, her interest was sparked by the Watergate investigation led by Bob Woodward and Carl Bernstein. Bernstein, being Jewish, particularly caught her interest, and she tracked his career as closely as she could. Both her father, who was anti-military when young, and Bernstein inspired her greatly. She was determined to pursue a career in journalism and hoped to someday work for the Hartford Courant or the New York Times.







Fishers Island is officially part of Suffolk County, New York; however, its close proximity (2 miles) to Connecticut gives it much more of a New England flavor and atmosphere. Fishers Island zip code 06390 corresponds with Connecticut zip codes that begin with 06. All the athletic teams from the schools on Fishers Island play and compete against only Connecticut schools. 

From the late 1700s to the late 1800s, Fishers Island was mainly known for its only industry, brick making, due to the vast amount of clay that was available. In the late 1800s, the Fishers Island Yacht Club was established on the east side of the island and has become one of the oldest yacht clubs in New England.

At the turn of the twentieth century, Fishers Island had become the preferred summer vacation destination for the families of DuPont, Firestone, Rockefeller, and Roosevelt due to its location and, in no small way, the Fishers Island Yacht Club. Several luxurious dwellings and exclusive estates were built primarily on the island’s east side, reflecting and emphasizing family continuity and tradition. 

The year-round population of Fishers Island is less than three hundred, who primarily reside on the island’s west side. It offers all the necessities of small-town life, including a volunteer fire department, a post office, a small airstrip, a movie theater, and a bowling alley, along with several other stores and shops. It boasts an excellent K-12 school system, which several Connecticut children attend by taking a daily ferry. The population swells to over two thousand in the late spring, summer, and early fall. It has become a large part of the economy of the island as well as a great source of summer employment for many of the permanent residents. Ferry deliveries are doubled during this time to accommodate passengers and deliver fresh produce, dry goods, dairy products, fresh seafood, prime meat, and most importantly, newspapers. There is an underlying animus between the permanent residents and the “summer swells”, as some maliciously refer to them, due to an often-pronounced condescending attitude offered purposely or unintentionally. 

For the first time, the Fishers Island Sailing Team planned to host an amateur young adult “Race around the Point” event to benefit the junior sailors’ program. To ensure a good turnout, it would be open to club members and island residents. The resident kids eagerly welcomed the opportunity to challenge the overconfident, over-egoed children of the club members. All entries were to be single-sail catamarans with a mast no taller than twenty feet and operated by a two-person crew. Trophies would be awarded, including a five-hundred-dollar prize for first place and a plaque for the winning team to be displayed in the clubhouse. Six boats had registered for the race: three FIST junior sailors and three Islanders.  

Late summer-early autumn mornings in Southeastern Connecticut can be absolutely glorious. At the minimum, they are always good for sailing. Tom and Eddie were out on Eddie’s Hobie catamaran, getting some practice running the course for the upcoming race around The Point. They had no formal training or lessons of any kind. Still, they had been sailing the waters around Fishers Island since they were boys and determined not to be beaten by some bullshit Connecticut vacationers named Biff and Drew, who would most likely be wearing matching Izod shorts and golf shirts. There were three other Cats out this morning as well. One manned by two friends, who would ensure Tom and Eddie some friendly competition on the water this morning. The other Cat was definitely a couple of Fishers Island Sailing Team kids from the yacht club. Tom and Eddie knew it was essential to get out and practice because it wasn’t just about sailing as fast as they could, but about communicating with each other and being able to maneuver as quickly as possible. With two days to go before the race, the two boys were confident they could sail their Hobie Cat without saying a word to each other. The wind was blowing at a steady fifteen knots, which was good for the cat. The feel of the wind, the sun, and the sound of the water brushing through the dual hulls was exhilarating; Tom felt almost sorry for those who would never know the feeling. Eddie was handling the sail and grabbing as much wind as possible. Tom was on the tiller and made sure they were making as tight a turn as possible, heading into the shallow part of the Race. They had sailed this course many times together and would usually stay in the deeper part of the Race, where the water, due to opposing currents, would be pretty rough and bounce them about. But for this race, once they made their turn at the Point, Tom wanted to hug the shore to minimize the wave effects against the Cat caused by the currents in the Race, slowing them down. They were reasonably pleased with the time they had made thus far and changed tack to a course taking them past the beach area near the airstrip. The water would be shallower and calm there, giving them a chance to pick up speed for the race’s final leg. Once they were out of their turn and going straight Eddie scanned the beach and noticed something at the shoreline. 

It wasn’t unusual to find beached marine life, debris, or even trash on the Fishers Island shoreline. The islanders were very aware of and protective of their home, the waters, and the marine life around them. Two years ago, a small whale washed up on the beach, and despite efforts—such as those by Tom and Eddie—to get it back into the water, the animal died. While it was common to see seals on the beach or along the shoreline, this situation was different.

Tom yelled at Eddie. “Eddie, check the beach.” He pointed at whatever it was he’d seen. “What the hell is that?” He sounded anxious and a bit confused. “That ain’t no whale or seal. If it’s garbage thrown overboard by one of those shitbag summer dwellers, I’m going to pick it up and drop it in the middle of the dining room at the yacht club.”

“It looks too big to be garbage, Tommy. Let’s come about and go over there.” 

“Okay. We can still get some more sailing in after we take care of whatever that mess is. I’ve got the VHF radio. We can call into public works once we know what we’ve got and have it cleaned up.”

With that, they turned and headed toward the shore. They maneuvered their boat directly toward the debris and beached it. They jumped out and pulled it further onto the sand so it wouldn’t set adrift. As they approached what they thought was debris, they saw that it was anything but. It was in tatters and definitely not marine life. It had some cloth and seaweed covering it. Eddie stayed back while Tommy approached. As he got closer, he could distinctly smell the scent of decay. 

“Eddie, come up here and give me a hand. Bring the VHF radio because this is something that has to be called in right away.”

Eddie ran back to the Cat and grabbed the radio. He hastily headed up toward Tommy. Once he got there the smell hit him squarely in the face. “Holy shit. What the hell is that?”

“C’mon, help me uncover it.”

Eddie didn’t want to get closer to whatever it was. “Do you think we should touch it? We should probably leave it and have the police, or someone from the town take care of it.”

“Bullshit. Don’t be a baby. Get over here and help me goddamn it.”

Eddie walked over while burying his nose in his elbow to keep the smell out. 

Tommy looked over at him. “C’mon, help me get this shit off the thing so we can see what it is.”

The two boys reached for what little cloth was covering the thing. They pulled it over, and whatever it was, it was flipped over. They simultaneously dropped the cloth and were overwhelmed by the smell and the sight of what was uncovered. Eddie knew he’d never get the smell or sight out of his mind. It was definitely a human body, mangled, eaten, or decayed beyond recognition.  Most of the hair on the head was gone, as were the eyes and fleshy part of the face. They saw a man’s watch on the bloated wrist of what was left of the body’s left arm, which was the only thing that would indicate it was a man. The horrid smell of the decaying carcass told them the body had washed up on the last tide. Eddie turned away and started to retch.

“Thanks, asshole. You couldn’t leave well enough alone? This is worse than the time you got us the summer job pumping out sanitary tanks on the boats in those marinas.”

Tommy looked over at his friend and tried to devise a snarky comeback. Before he could, he saw that two of the other Cats decided to head toward the shore. The one Cat was a couple of friends of theirs, but the other was most definitely a loaner from the yacht club. 

Beached marine life and trash were difficult to avoid, but in this nearly idyllic New England-like playground for the wealthy, a dead, decaying body was most inappropriate. Boating was at its best on Fishers Island Sound this time of year, and having it disturbed by something like this would never be acceptable.

“Eddie, gimme the radio right away. I want to call this in before these guys get here.”

Eddie walked around the body at a pretty good distance, still covering his face. He handed the radio to Tommy, who turned it to the emergency channel.

“Emergency, emergency, looking for Chief Schneider, over.” Tommy paused for a few seconds. Emergency, emergency, looking for Chief Schneider.” 

A crackled voice returned the call. “Chief Schneider isn’t here. This is Deputy Hariman; what’s your emergency over?”

“Harry (the deputy didn’t mind when the islanders used his nickname), it’s Tommy Burns. Eddie and I just found a body, or at least part of a body, on the beach by the airstrip, over.”

“Tommy, are you sure it’s not a seal or something over?”

“It would be the first seal I’ve ever seen wearing a wristwatch, Harry. We already have some of the other Hobie boaters coming over. You’d better get the chief and get over here before you have a crowd problem with the damn Leaf Peepers over.”

“Will do, Tommy. Thanks for the heads up. Do me a favor and try to keep people away from it, okay, over.”

“Okay Harry, over.”

One of the other Hobie Cats ran up onto the beach. Two boys, friends of theirs from the school on the island, ran toward Tommy. They raced up to the body and then slowed down once they caught a whiff of the thing.

“Whoa, Tommy. What the hell do you have here?” The boy choked slightly and held his shirt up to his nose, hoping to filter out the smell.

“Hi Buck. It’s what’s left of a body. Pretty fuckin’ gross, huh?” 

Shit yeah. Is there an upwind side to this thing?

Tommy offered a grimacing smile. “Yeah, walk up the beach past it near where Eddie’s standing. Walk a way away from it, though. I called it in to Harry, and he said to stay clear of it.” 

The third Cat ran onto the beach as the boys talked, and two Connecticut boys approached. Tommy looked over at his friend Buck, a pretty good-sized kid who played left tackle on the high school football team. “Hey Buck, can you back me up if I need it?”

Buck looked past Tommy and over to the two boys coming up the beach. One walked assertively, wearing white tennis shorts, a Ralph Lauren rugby shirt, and a pair of Ray Bans. His sailing partner, dressed almost exactly the same, lagged behind while talking on a radio. Without taking his eyes off them, Buck smiled. “Love to, pal.”

Tommy walked down toward the foot of the body. As the two boys approached, Tommy held up his hand and yelled at them. “Don’t come any closer. Stay away from this here.”

The one boy tilted his Ray Bans down to the tip of his nose and looked over them at Tommy. “Hey, I know you. Don’t you work in the dining room at the club?”

Tommy did indeed work at the club to make some summer cash. “Yeah, so what does that have to do with what’s happening here?”

The boy stared Tommy in the eyes. “What the hell makes you think I’m going to take orders from a fuckin’ busboy? My father is on the board at the club and I can make sure you’re out of a job before lunch today.”

“You ain’t taken orders from a bus boy. I called this into Deputy Hariman. He said to stay away from it and ensure no one goes near it.”

“Oh yeah? How do I know you aren’t bullshitting me and looking to earn some sort of Boy Scout merit badge or the key to this one-horse town?”

With that, Buck started walking toward the well-dressed, soft-handed kid, and Eddie followed on his heels. Buck smiled as he approached him. “You know something tough guy? My friend here might very well be trying to bullshit you, but I’ll tell you what; I’m not.” Buck looked through half-squinted eyes at the boy standing with his arms crossed in front of his chest. “In a short time, I’ve grown very fond of that thing, and I don’t want you or your friend, who looks like he’s about to wet his pants, to go near it, so you can either leave or try to walk past me and my partner here.” He turned his head slightly and nodded in Eddie’s direction.

In the distance, they could hear a police siren. Without revealing his relief, the boy lowered his hands to his sides. “You know, I don’t want to deal with your Barney Fife of a deputy, so enjoy your little adventure.” He turned and began walking back toward their beached Cat, but paused after a few steps, turned around, and looked at Tommy. “And you, bus boy, I’ll see you around.” 

Tommy snapped back. “I doubt it, asshole; I’ll be busy signing autographs after I get the key to the one-horse town.”

People were always monitoring police and emergency channels, and the news of something very large washing up on the beach spread quickly. Several people were now walking along the beach toward them. The boys stayed a few feet away from the body but directed everyone to stay back. It wasn’t difficult to keep them away from the gruesome sight and smell. They felt relieved when Deputy Hariman arrived. Even he looked surprised when he reached the scene. It was obvious that the sight and smell affected him deeply, but he knew he had a job to do. He glanced at the three boys standing near the head of the body. “Guys, the chief is at the other end of the island, but he’s on his way. Can you help me cover the body and rope off the area?”







Three weeks earlier, John had been on two airplanes and in three airports over the past thirty-six hours. He felt the plane descending slowly during the last hour and knew they would soon be making their final approach to Kennedy Airport. Normally, John would have kept his window shade closed, but since it was nighttime, he was enjoying the view of the vast Atlantic Ocean on such a clear night. He was certain he would never lose his fascination with the ocean. Looking down just off their wing, John could see the glow of bioluminescent plankton in the wake of a ship that had left New York heading east. He liked to think it was a cruise ship for some very lucky people. As expected, his concentration was broken when the pilot of KLM flight 0860 from London to New York announced they were making their final approach to JFK, telling everyone to fasten their seatbelts and put their seats in the upright position. The pilot also mentioned it was a beautiful sixty-degree evening in New York and expressed hope that we would fly KLM again in the future. 

John, though exhausted, was wide awake and had a new appreciation for the term jet lag. In between naps, he had gotten a good amount of work done and had made several pages of notes in the small notebook he picked up in the airport at Madagascar. It seemed like the seat had molded to his shape and he couldn’t wait to get up, stretch and get off of KLM flight 0860. He looked over and smiled at the elderly woman in the aisle seat next to him. She had slept for most of the flight, with the exception of her two trips to the ladies’ room, which, at her age, was understandable. She had taken a compact and lipstick out from her purse and was feverishly doing her makeup as though she was getting ready for a DeMille close-up shot. She looked over at John and he gave her a slight wink and told her she looked great. 

It seemed the plane taxied forever before getting to one of the gates. John grabbed his briefcase from beneath his seat and took his ticket, with his luggage tags stapled to it, from the pouch of the seat in front of him and put them in his pocket. When he got in the aisle, to save time, he helped retrieve the ladies’ bag from the overhead bin and gave it to her. The stretch felt great. 

As he walked down the boarding ramp he was able to look ahead and see the radiant smile that could only be Michelle’s. He took a deep breath and a feeling of relief came over him. After a longer than normal embrace, they went to Customs for John’s luggage. Once John saw his luggage, he stood in front of it holding the baggage claim tickets in front of him. The Customs Agent noticed the American flag and the Dolphins lapel pin on John’s sports coat. He asked if John had anything to claim, and once John said no, he let him go on his way.

Though JFK was always busy, it was much easier to get your car and get out of the airport at this late hour. John knew Michelle would understand and jumped right into the shotgun seat of the car so she would drive. Beautiful night or not, he was not looking forward to the two-hour drive back to Mystic. His ass was killing him.

After they had left the airport exit, Michelle finally asked John how his trip had gone. She was very anxious to find out if it went well or if they would have to consider a new plan. 

John began his story by explaining that it took a day and a half to get to the port of Thomasina in Madagascar, and he and Stocko felt pretty spent; their patience was getting very low. “When we got to the port, we almost felt a little lost, then suddenly, a meticulously dressed man in a white uniform approached. He opened a folder, glanced inside, looked up, and smiled at me.” John continued by relating the following in detail as Michelle listened intently.

The man said, “Mr. Kochenko, I believe you are looking for me.” John continued by saying he spoke perfect English with a slight island accent. “I am Rado Diallo, personal assistant to Sir James. Would you and Mr. Stocko be so kind as to follow me? We have some transportation ready for you.”  

Rado then gestured with a slight bow, pointing to the end of the pier, and the three men began walking. Though tired, John did his best to recall the look and feel of the port for Mike. Most of the ships docked there were quite large and very weathered, their steel hulls marked with rust lines from either cranes hauling containers over the side or like overflow from sanitary tanks. The decks had Sea/Land containers stacked like so many different colored cracker boxes and there didn’t seem to be any urgency on the part of the dock workers to offload them. John told Michelle that these ships and the supporting equipment on the pier were a significant distraction from the beautiful blue sky and the aqua-to-blue water of the Indian Ocean.  “As we approached the end of the pier, we saw a beautiful white seaplane with the flag of a British colony on its tail. Totally out of character from the harsh commercial ocean-going ships we just passed.” John’s story continued, “Once we got to the seaplane, another man in a similar white uniform was standing on one of the pontoons.  He respectfully saluted us and then offered his hand to help us board. The plane was luxuriously appointed with plush leather seats. After we boarded, Mr. Diallo boarded and secured the door, instructing the pilot to take off. He sat across from me and explained that the flight would be almost two hours. He pointed out that there were headphones with various music genres and light refreshments if we wanted them. Without sounding impolite, I explained how tired I was and would welcome a two-hour nap. He understood completely and said he’d wake us when we got closer to the main island.” Michelle was so engrossed that she failed to interrupt with questions.  
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Being a submariner, bubblehead, or sub-mariner is not just a stint in the Navy; it represents
a lifelong brotherhood of shipmates. Tim and Dean met aboard the USS William H. Bates,
SSN 680, in May 1973. The image below shows our induction into the Holland Club at the
Submarine Base New London in May 2024. Vice Admiral Albert Konetzni was the
Engineering Officer on the Bates in 1973, and he officiated our induction.

Dean, Tim and V.Admiral Konetzni at our Holland Club induction ceremony

Moral Revenge was our first book, a story about family, honor, devotion, and the pursuit
of revenge. Means to Revenge is a prequel to Moral Revenge, focusing on the strategic and
methodical planning leading up to the theft of the USS Redfish (the newest and most
advanced fast-attack nuclear submarine in the US Navy). This act instilled fear and shook the
Navy to its core. It explores the journey from the initial idea to selecting the crew, managing
family relocations from the area, changing identities, and much more.

Speculation about the consequences of a rogue nuclear submarine armed with nuclear
weapons could potentially throw the eastern seaboard—and possibly the entire world—into
a panic. For that reason, orders from the highest level of the Navy directed the Commander
in Chief of the Atlantic to ensure that there was no uncontrolled release of potentially
harmful information to the press. Meanwhile, the Navy was compelled to deploy all
available anti-submarine warfare assets into a 24/7 alert mission to locate the Redfish.
“Means to Revenge” is a story with multiple components, including the looming threat of the
plan being revealed prematurely.

Does the end satisfactorily justify “The Means," or should there be a “reckoning”? That is
for the reader to determine.
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