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The sea is the favourite symbol for the unconscious, the mother of all that lives.


(Carl Gustav Jung)
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The Crew of U-330


The Officers


Kapitänleutnant Siegfried Lorenz Commander of U-330, addressed as Kaleun, an abbreviation of his full title


Oberleutnant Falk First Watch Officer


Leutnant Juhl Second Watch Officer


Oberleutnant (Ing.) Graf Chief Engineer, addressed as Chief


Leutnant Pullman Photographer from the Ministry of Propaganda. Joins crew for Patrol II.


Warrant Officers, Chiefs, Petty Officers and Seamen


Stabsobersteuermann Müller Navigator and Third Watch Officer


Stabswaffenwart Schmidt Master-at-Arms. Responsible for weapons and crew discipline.


Obermaschinist Fischer Chief Mechanic


Elektro-Obermaschinist Hoffmann Chief Electrician


Elektro-Obermaschinist Reitlinger Chief Electrician. Replaces Hoffmann for Patrol II.


Obermaschinistmaat Richter Senior Mechanic


Maschinistmaat Neumann Mechanic


Oberfunkmeister Ziegler Senior Radio Operator/Medical Orderly


Funkmaat Brandt Radio Operator’s Mate


Oberbootsmann Sauer Boatswain (Bosun) and head of the Deck Department. Addressed as Number One


Bootsmannsmaat Voigt Bosun’s Mate


Bootsmannsmaat Wilhelm Bosun’s Mate


Bootsmannsmaat Danzer Bosun’s mate (control room)


Matrosenoberstabsgefreiter Werner Cook


Obertorpedo-Mechanikersmaat Kruger Torpedoman


Torpedo-Mechanikersmaat Dressel Torpedoman


Oberhorchfunkermaat Lehmann Senior Hydrophone Operator


Horchfunkermaat Thomas Hydrophone Operator


Matrosengefreiter Keller Steward


Obersteuermannsmaat Stein Senior Quartermaster’s Mate


Matrosenobergefreiter Krausse Seaman (compressors, cooling system, water)


Matrosengefreiter Schulze Seaman (periscope, oxygen, ventilation system)


Diesel-Maschinisthauptgefreiter Peters Seaman (right-hand diesel mechanic)


Diesel-Maschinisthauptgefreiter Engel Seaman (left-hand diesel mechanic)


Elektro-Maschinisthauptgefreiter Martin Seaman (batteries)


Matrose Berger Seaman (deck division)


Matrose Wessel Seaman (deck division)


Matrose Arnold Seaman (deck division)


The above are only the named members of the crew.


A Type VIIC U-boat carried fifty men in total.




Patrol




Kapitänleutnant Siegfried Lorenz looked back at the foaming wake. Pale green strands of froth separated from the churning trail and dispersed on the waves like tattered ribbons. The sea surrounding U-330 had become a gently undulating expanse of floating white pavements and the mist was becoming thicker. He had only been on the bridge for a few minutes, but already his hands and feet were frozen and his beard was streaked with tiny glittering crystals. Diesel fumes rose up from the gratings and lingered in the air like a congregation of ghosts. As he turned, his face was lashed by spray and his mouth filled with the taste of salt.


Below the conning tower sailors were hammering at shards of ice that hung from the 8.8 cm gun. Glassy spikes shattered and transparent fragments skittered across the deck. Others were engaged in the arduous task of scraping encrustations of rime from the safety rails.


‘Hurry up,’ Lorenz called down. ‘Get a move on.’


Excess weight made the boat unstable. It rolled, even in the absence of a heavy swell.


Juhl – the second watch officer – moved stiffly towards Lorenz; he was wearing oilskins that had become as inflexible as armour. Icicles had formed around the rim of his sou’wester. ‘I hope they don’t do any damage,’ he muttered.


‘It’ll be all right,’ Lorenz responded. ‘They’re not using axes.’ One of the men swore as he slipped and dropped his hammer. ‘I’m more concerned about the state of the deck. It’s like a skating rink. If one of them slides off the edge there’ll be trouble. We’d never get him out in time.’


‘Perhaps we should dive?’


Lorenz considered the suggestion. ‘The water temperature will be a little warmer, I agree. But I’m not confident the vents will open.’


Juhl peered into the fog and grumbled, ‘And all for a weather report!’


Lorenz pulled his battered cap down low and pushed his gloved hands into the deep pockets of his leather jacket. ‘What are your plans – after we return?’


‘Plans?’ Juhl was puzzled by the question.


‘Yes. Where are you off to?’


‘Home, I suppose.’


‘I’ve been thinking about Paris again. There’s a very fine restaurant near the cathedral. A little place on the Isle Saint Louis – only a few tables – but the food is exquisite.’


Stein and Keller (one fixedly monitoring the south quadrant, the other gazing east) stole a quick, smirking glance at each other.


An iceberg came into view. Even though the sky was overcast the tip seemed to glow from within, emitting a strange, eldritch light.


‘I didn’t expect the temperature to drop like this,’ said Juhl.


‘Surprisingly sudden,’ Lorenz agreed.


Veils of mist drifted over the bow and the men below became indistinct and shapeless. The gun rapidly faded until only its outline remained and within seconds they were moving through a featureless void, a white nothingness – empty, blind.


‘This is ridiculous, Kaleun,’ said Juhl. ‘Can you see anything: anything at all?’


Lorenz leaned over the open hatch and ordered both engines to be stopped. He then called over the bulwark, ‘Enough! Down tools!’ The men on the deck were hidden beneath a blanket of vapour. Voigt, the bosun’s mate who was supervising the work party, acknowledged the command.


The boat heaved and the collision of ice floes created a curious, knocking accompaniment.


‘What are we doing, Kaleun?’ asked Juhl.


Lorenz didn’t reply. Paris, Brest, Berlin – the steamed-up windows of a coffee house, fragrant waitresses, billboards, cobbled streets and tram lines – umbrellas, organ grinders, and barber shops. They were so far away from anything ordinary, familiar, apprehensible. Eventually Lorenz said: ‘We should dive soon.’


‘As soon as possible,’ Juhl concurred.


‘If the vents are stuck,’ said Lorenz, ‘we’ll just have to get them open again – somehow.’


The rise and fall of the boat was hypnotic and encouraged mental vacancy. Lorenz inhaled and felt the cold conducting through his jaw, taunting the nerves in his teeth.


‘Kaleun?’ The speaker had adopted a peculiar stage whisper. ‘Kaleun?’


Lorenz leaned over the bulwark and could barely make out Peters – one of the diesel hands – at the foot of the tower.


‘What?’


‘Herr Kaleun?’ The man continued. ‘I can see something . . .’


Juhl looked at Lorenz – tense and ready to react.


The commander simply shook his head and responded, ‘Where?’


‘Off the port bow, Kaleun. Forty-five degrees.’


‘What can you see?’


‘It’s . . . I don’t know what it is.’


Lorenz lifted his binoculars and aimed them into the mist. He was able to detect drifting filaments, a hint of depth, but nothing materialized below the shifting, restless textures. ‘All right, I’m coming down.’ He squeezed past the lookouts, descended the ladder, and walked with great care towards the bow, where he found Peters standing in front of the gun and gazing out to sea.


‘Kaleun,’ Peters raised his hand and pointed. The commander positioned himself beside the seaman. ‘You can’t see it now. But it was just there.’


‘Debris, a container – what?’


‘Not flotsam. Too high in the water.’


‘An iceberg, then. You saw an iceberg, Peters.’


‘No, Herr Kaleun.’ The man was offended. ‘With respect, sir. No. It wasn’t an iceberg. I’m sure it wasn’t an iceberg.’


They were joined by two others: Kruger, a torpedo mechanic, and a boyish seaman called Berger. All of them were boyish, but Berger looked obscenely young – like a child.


‘Ah yes,’ said Berger, ‘I think . . . Yes, I see it.’


‘There! There you are.’ Peters jabbed his finger at the mist.


Shadows gathered and connected: a vertical line acquired definition. Like a theatrical effect, gauzy curtains were drawn back until a pale silhouette was revealed. The object was a makeshift raft with barrels attached to the sides. A figure was leaning against a central post – one arm raised, a hand gripping the upper extremity for support, his right cheek pressed against his own bicep. The man’s attitude suggested exhaustion and imminent collapse. Another figure was sitting close by: knees bent, feet flat, head slumped forward.


Lorenz’s fingers closed around the safety rail and he felt the intense cold through his gloves. He called out: ‘You. Who are you? Identify yourselves.’


A blast of raw wind swept away more of the mist. The figures on the raft did not move. Lorenz tried hailing them in English – but this also had no effect. Above the horizon, the sun showed through the cloud, no more substantial than a faintly drawn circle.


Lorenz raised his binoculars again and focused his attention on the standing figure. The man had empty sockets where his eyes should have been and his nose had been eaten away. Much of the flesh on the exposed side of his face was missing, creating a macabre, lopsided grin. A fringe of icicles hung from his chin, which made him look like a character from a Russian fairytale, a winter goblin or some other supernatural inhabitant of the Siberian steppe. Lorenz shifted his attention to the seated man, whose trousers were torn. Ragged hems revealed the lower bones of his legs. The raft was drifting towards the stationary U-boat and Berger whispered, ‘They’re dead.’


The milky disc of the sun disappeared.


‘But one of them’s standing up,’ said Peters.


‘He must be frozen solid,’ replied Kruger.


Lorenz settled the issue. ‘They’re dead all right.’ He handed Peters the binoculars.


The diesel hand whistled. ‘That’s horrible. How did it happen?’


‘Gulls,’ said Lorenz. ‘They must have pecked out their eyes and torn off strips of flesh as the raft was carried north.’


‘Extraordinary,’ Peters handed the binoculars to Kruger. ‘I’ve never seen anything like it. And one still standing . . . poor bastard.’


‘Who are they?’ asked Berger.


‘They’re from a liner,’ Lorenz replied. ‘Look at those life jackets. They’re ancient. A warship wouldn‘t carry life jackets like that.’


The commander and his men stood, captivated, watching the raft’s steady approach. Waves slapped against the hull. Lorenz wondered how long this ghoulish pair had been floating around the arctic and he toyed with a fanciful notion that they might, perhaps, have been adrift for years, even decades.


Kruger handed the binoculars back to Lorenz, who raised them one last time. The lopsided grin of the standing figure was oddly communicative.


‘Well,’ said Lorenz, letting go of the binoculars and clapping his hands together, ‘let’s move on. We don’t want the Tommies catching us like this – enjoying the weather and mixing with the locals.’


One of the radio men, Ziegler, stepped out of his room and called out, ‘Officer’s signal.’ Juhl squeezed past some petty officers, collected the message, and set up the decoding machine. He did this with a degree of studied ostentation, supplementing his actions with flourishes reminiscent of a concert artist. The machine looked like a complicated typewriter in a wooden case. In addition to the standard keys, there was a lamp-board, three protruding disc-shaped rotors, and a panel of sockets that could be connected with short lengths of cable. Lorenz handed Juhl a piece of paper on which he had already written the daily code setting. The second-watch officer configured the machine and proceeded to type. His brow furrowed and he turned to address Lorenz. Speaking in a confidential whisper he said, ‘For the Commander only.’ Lorenz nodded, picked up the machine and took it into his nook, where he readjusted the settings according to his own special instructions.


Receipt of a triply encrypted message was an unusual occurrence. Lorenz could hear the muffled whisper of hushed speculation. When he finally emerged from behind his green curtain, he handed the code machine back to Juhl and climbed through the circular hatchway that led to the control room. He stood by the chart table and studied a mildewed, crumbling map of the North Atlantic. Altering the angle of the lamp, he moved a circle of bright illumination across the grid squares. Above the table was a tangle of pipes and a black iron wheel.


There was a sense of expectation and men started to gather, all of them pretending to be engaged in some crucial task. Lorenz rolled up the sleeves of his jumper and pushed his cap back, exposing his high forehead and a lick of black hair. ‘How confident are you – about our position?’


Müller, the navigator, cleared his throat: ‘It’s been a while since I’ve looked up into a clear sky.’ He slapped his hand on the sextant box. ‘So it would be difficult to . . .’


‘You’re always being over-cautious.’


Lorenz stepped forward and examined Müller’s plot. He took a deep breath, turned to face the group of men that had assembled behind him, and called out an order to change course. The helmsman, seated at his station, acknowledged the command and adjusted the position of the rudder. ‘Full speed ahead,’ Lorenz added. The engine telegraph was reset and a red light began to flash.


Müller glanced down at the chart and said, ‘Iceland?’


‘Thereabouts . . .’


‘Why?’


The red light stopped flashing and turned green.


Lorenz shrugged. ‘They didn’t say. Well, not exactly.’ The diesels roared and the boat lurched forward, freeing itself from the grip of a tenacious wave.


The sea was calm and lit intermittently by a low moon that struggled to find gaps in the cloud. Falk, the first watch officer cried, ‘There it is.’ He had spotted the other boat – a barely visible shadow among scattered flecks of silver. Immediately, Ziegler was called to the bridge and he emerged from the tower carrying a heavy signal lamp.


‘All right,’ said Lorenz. ‘Let them know we’ve arrived.’


Light flashed across the darkness and after a few seconds this was answered by an irregular winking.


‘He wants the recognition signal,’ said Ziegler.


‘Monsalvat,’ Lorenz replied.


‘What?’


‘Monsalvat.’ Lorenz repeated the name, stressing each syllable. Ziegler did as he was instructed and after a brief pause the signal lamp on the other boat began to wink again. ‘A-M-F . . .’ The radio man identified each letter but before he could finish Lorenz cut in and said, ‘Amfortas.’


‘Friends?’ said Falk, hopefully.


‘Well, I wouldn’t go that far,’ Lorenz quipped before speaking through the communications pipe: ‘Half speed, both engines.’ He then requested some minor alterations to their course.


‘Small, isn’t she?’ said Falk.


‘And no guns,’ Lorenz replied. ‘Not what I was expecting.’


Lorenz ordered small arms to be distributed on the bridge. Falk and Ziegler looked uneasy. ‘A precautionary measure,’ Lorenz reassured them. ‘I’m sure we’ll be welcomed like the prodigal son.’


As they drew closer, a rift appeared in the clouds and moonlight poured through the opening. ‘Well, that should make things a little easier,’ said Falk.


Lorenz levelled his binoculars. ‘What a tub!’


‘Do you have any idea what all this is about?’ Falk asked. ‘Surely you can say now?’


‘Your guess is as good as mine.’ Lorenz’s breath condensed in front of his mouth. ‘The message contained very little information. Anyway, we’ll all know soon enough, won’t we?’ He gestured ahead, ‘Almost there now.’


It was cold, but not freezing. The temperature had risen and there were no longer any ice floes on the water. Everything seemed muted, preternaturally still.


U-330 halted alongside the rusting hulk, an old cargo ship with two derricks and a dilapidated superstructure. Figures silently watched the manoeuvre from above. One of them leaned over the rail and shouted: ‘Kapitänleutnant Lorenz?’


‘Yes?’


‘Obersturmbannführer Hans Friedrich – permission to board.’


‘Permission granted.’


The men on the bridge glanced at each other. The SS? What the hell are they doing here?


A Jacob’s ladder was lowered and the SS officer clambered down. The skull-and-crossbones insignia on his cap was conspicuously illuminated as he stepped into the moonlight. ‘Heil Hitler,’ he said, raising his arm. Lorenz responded with the military salute. ‘Welcome aboard U-330, Obersturmbannführer.’


‘An honour, Kapitänleutnant.’ The SS man studied Ziegler – who was holding the ladder – and spoke softly to Lorenz, ‘If I may – a word in private?’ Lorenz led Friedrich away from the tower. Friedrich lifted his lapels and in doing so exposed his death’s head ring: not a national decoration, but an award bestowed in recognition of the wearer’s personal devotion to the brotherhood’s ideals. ‘Forgive me. We have very little time and I must be brief. I have two prisoners for you to transport: one a British naval officer, and the other a gentleman whom we believe to be in possession of some extremely sensitive intelligence. They must be taken to your flotilla base immediately. Neither you nor any of your crew members are authorized to question the prisoners. Indeed, I would suggest that you avoid all but essential conversation.’


‘Who are they?’


‘The naval officer is Lieutenant Commander Lawrence Sutherland – a submariner like you.’


‘What happened to his boat?’


‘I’m afraid I can’t say.’


‘Does he speak German?’


‘A little.’


‘And the other prisoner?’


‘Professor Bjørnar Grimstad – a Norwegian academic.’


‘He’s a long way from Oslo.’


‘Indeed.’


‘What’s his subject?’


Friedrich grimaced. ‘Herr Kapitänleutnant, I must stress that this is a special operation. Your orders . . .’ Leaning closer, he whispered, ‘Your orders originate from a source close to the Führer. It is essential that they are obeyed to the letter. Get these prisoners to Brest safely. Nothing else need concern you.’


‘Of course,’ said Lorenz.


Friedrich marched back to the ladder, where he improvised a megaphone with his cupped hands: ‘Send them down.’


The British naval officer was the first to land on the deck, a tall, lean man wearing a cap, greatcoat and tattered uniform. His trousers were torn at the knees, his beard was unkempt, and one of his eyes was bruised and swollen. Even in the half-light it was obvious that he had been severely beaten, possibly tortured. He limped slightly when he moved. The second prisoner was small and elderly, perhaps in his late sixties or early seventies. His grey-blond hair was combed back and myopic eyes squinted through round spectacles. He was spry for his age and appeared to be unharmed. Neither of the captives showed any sign of emotion, their faces were fixed masks of impassivity.


Friedrich stood squarely in front of the British naval officer, feet apart, hands on hips, and snorted with contempt. Then, turning to face Lorenz, he raised his arm once again. ‘Heil Hitler.’ His ascent was reminiscent of a spider running up a web. The ladder was retrieved and the shadowy figures looking down from above dispersed. Lorenz inclined his head. ‘Commander Sutherland, Herr Professor Grimstad, I am Kapitänleutnant Siegfried Lorenz, the commander of this vessel. Allow me to escort you to your new quarters.’ They remained expressionless, their eyes giving no indication as to what they might be thinking.


The prisoners were ushered on to the bridge and down through the conning tower hatch. Lorenz noticed that Sutherland was attempting to avoid putting weight on his bad leg. The interior was illuminated by a red light that made the watchful crew look like a troop of demons.


Richter, one of the mechanics, was undertaking minor repairs, and when he turned to gawp at the arriving prisoners he dropped a heavy wrench which bounced on the rubber link matting and came to rest at Sutherland’s feet. The British commander moved swiftly for an injured man. He genuflected and was suddenly standing upright with the tool in his hand. The circle of men tensed, but Sutherland simply gestured for Richter to take it back. When the mechanic grasped the dimpled handle he found that he had to pull it hard to free it from Sutherland’s grip.


‘The English place a very high value on common courtesies,’ said Lorenz.


Richter bowed and said, ‘Thank you, sir.’


Sutherland studied the mechanic for a few seconds, showing no emotion, and turned away.


‘Let us proceed,’ said Lorenz. From the control room the prisoners were marched in single file towards the bow, passing along the officer’s mess and between the bunk beds beyond. Cured meats and hard cheeses hung from the overhead and these had to be pushed aside to make progress. They arrived in the forward torpedo room.


‘Well, gentlemen,’ said Lorenz, speaking in English and sweeping his hand around the restricted space. ‘I’m afraid that this is all I can offer you. You’ll have to sit on the linoleum, but should a hammock or bunk become available you’ll be permitted to lie down. It’s not ideal, I realize that. But I’ve troubled to accommodate you some distance from the engine room – so sleep isn’t completely out of the question. We are not accustomed to entertaining guests; however, I suspect that you will find us better hosts than the Schutzstaffel, who are not renowned for their hospitality.’ Sutherland’s injuries were horribly vivid. His right eye was surrounded by livid bulges and his lips were crusted with carbuncles of dried blood. Lorenz noticed a pattern of crossing lines on the man’s forehead and supposed that they would match the underside of Friedrich’s boot.


Lorenz continued, ‘Your leg has been hurt. We don’t have a doctor on board, but one of the crewmen can perform basic medical duties. I can send him to examine you – if you wish?’ Sutherland shook his head. ‘Very well.’ Lorenz looked from Sutherland to Grimstad. ‘Are you thirsty?’ he asked, reverting to German. ‘Do you want something to eat?’ Neither of the captives replied. ‘All right, suit yourselves. You can have breakfast along with the rest of us in due course. Kruger?’


‘Kaleun?’


‘Keep an eye on our guests.’


‘Should I tie them up?’


‘Tie them up? Where do you think they’re going to run?’


Lorenz made his way back to the control room, passing men who looked at him quizzically. After calling out instructions for the boat to be turned round, he spoke to the navigator. ‘Plot a course for Brest. The most direct route possible.’


Müller picked up the compasses and parallel ruler. ‘Really?’


‘Both engines, full speed ahead.’ The public address system crackled into life. ‘Men,’ Lorenz continued, ‘we have been ordered to return to base. That is all.’ The crew were shocked into silence. Then, gradually, expressions changed and before long every one of them was grinning inanely. Excitement and relief had turned U-330 into a ship of fools.


Lorenz was sitting in the officers’ mess with Juhl, Falk and Graf – the Chief Engineer. They were all hunched over the rectangular table top, conspiratorially close, their heads bowed beneath a shaded lamp. The steward was serving them coffee.


‘We’ve all heard talk of death rays and the bomb,’ said Falk. ‘You know, the big one, the one that can destroy whole cites.’


‘The old boy’s a scientist. Obviously,’ said Graf. The chief engineer was dressed casually – a chequered shirt, a sleeveless pullover, and a loosely knotted scarf. On his head he wore a blue peaked cap.


‘It seems inconceivable,’ said Juhl, ‘that a single explosion could cause so much destruction.’


‘How does it work?’ asked Falk. ‘This bomb?’


‘Why don’t you go and ask the old boy?’ Graf suggested.


‘He’s not very talkative,’ said Lorenz.


‘Nor is the Tommy,’ Juhl observed.


‘They don’t like us,’ Lorenz replied. ‘It’s inexplicable.’


‘Look, I understand why we’re not supposed to ask them any questions,’ Falk persisted. ‘But what I can’t understand is why they’re being quite so reticent. They haven’t said a word. They haven’t even asked for a glass of water.’


‘I wonder if they were captured separately or together?’ Graf mused.


‘They might not know each other at all,’ Juhl speculated. ‘What if they’re strangers, thrown together by chance?’


‘Oh, I’m not sure about that,’ said Falk. ‘I think I can sense . . .’ The sentence trailed off and he rippled his fingers next to his ear.


‘What?’ A note of mistrust sounded in Juhl’s voice.


‘Something,’ Falk continued. ‘You know . . . something between them, an affinity.’


Juhl pursed his lips and replied, ‘I haven’t sensed anything.’


‘Perhaps the Norwegian resistance helped the scientist escape and sailed him out to a British submarine.’ Falk’s bright blue eyes were like discs of glazed china. ‘Perhaps a technical fault prevented the submarine from diving and it was discovered by one of our destroyers. The British surrendered and the two most important prisoners – the officer and the scientist – were whisked away in that rusty merchantman.’


‘Yes, but why put them in a cargo ship?’ Juhl challenged.


‘Safety?’ Falk ventured. ‘A hulk like that isn’t an obvious military target.’


‘We haven’t received any news of a British submarine being sunk or captured,’ said Lorenz, ‘not recently and certainly not in these waters.’


‘Special operations,’ Graf grumbled. ‘Who knows what’s going on? We’re wasting our time thinking about it.’


‘Iceland,’ said Lorenz. Before he could elaborate, Kruger appeared. Lorenz acknowledged his arrival and added, ‘Aren’t you supposed to be keeping an eye on our guests?’


‘Dressel’s taken my place, sir,’ said Kruger.


‘Is there a problem?’


‘The old boy – something’s wrong with him. His eyelids started fluttering and now he’s talking to himself. It’s like he’s in a trance or having some kind of fit.’


Lorenz’s companions stood to let him squeeze out from behind the table and he followed Kruger between the bunks to the torpedo room. Sutherland was leaning against the torpedo tube doors but Grimstad was seated on the linoleum with his legs stretched out in front of him; between his trembling eyelids only thin white crescents were visible. His lips were moving and he was mumbling quietly. When Lorenz crouched next to Grimstad he was unable to identify what language the professor was speaking, but the pattern of stresses and the vowel sounds suggested a Germanic dialect. Spittle adhered to the old man’s beard like threads of cotton. As Lorenz listened he detected regularities, insistent repetitions and an underlying pulse that reminded him of religious chanting. He reached out and shook the old man’s shoulder. ‘Professor? Can you hear me?’ Grimstad’s head rolled lazily from side to side.


‘Shall I get Ziegler?’ Kruger asked.


Lorenz ignored the question and turned to address Sutherland. He spoke in English. ‘Does this man have a medical condition?’ The British commander communicated his ignorance with a shrug. Lorenz tried again: ‘Was he beaten? Did he receive a blow to the head?’


‘I don’t think so,’ Sutherland replied. It was the first time the British commander had spoken and his voice was hoarse.


Lorenz glanced at Kruger and reverted to German. ‘How long has the professor been like this?’


‘Not long,’ Kruger replied. ‘I came to get you as soon as he started acting strange.’


‘Yes, but how long was that?’ Lorenz persisted. ‘One minute, two minutes . . .?’


‘About two minutes,’ said Kruger. ‘No longer than that.’


‘Professor?’ Lorenz shook the old man’s shoulder with greater force. ‘Wake up!’ Grimstad snapped out of his delirium. His eyes opened and his right hand, moving with unexpected independence and speed, traced a triangle in the air, its simple, inclusive geometry seemed to connect the professor and the two commanders. The movement was too precise to be unconscious and Lorenz was reminded of the sign of the cross, the symbolic unification of the trinity by means of two intersecting lines. This curious association made Lorenz feel uneasy. The old man blinked, drew his legs up to his chest and wrapped his arms around his knees. ‘Professor?’ Lorenz inquired. ‘Are you all right?’ Grimstad moistened his lips with the tip of his tongue and whispered in perfect, deliberate German: ‘The fetters will burst and the wolf run free, much do I know and more can see.’ The old man closed his eyes and his head fell forward as if exhausted by extreme effort. A small flat stone with smooth edges dropped from his left hand. Lorenz picked it up. Something had been scratched on one side: a triangle attached to a vertical line.


Dawn. The waves were the colour of green glass; not the luminous, emerald green produced by light passing through a church window, but the inert, opaque green of a beer bottle. White streamers leapt from rising crests and hung in the air before finally succumbing to the pull of gravity. Lorenz hadn’t been able to sleep. He had been too preoccupied. Gazing across the sea, the same unanswered questions were continuously revolving through his mind. He tapped Juhl on the shoulder, indicated that he was about to leave the bridge, and climbed down the ladder which descended through the conning tower to the control room. Graf acknowledged his return and without pausing, Lorenz marched to the forward torpedo room. It looked as if the two prisoners hadn’t moved. Blankets had been provided and Grimstad had used his to make sitting more comfortable. His eyes were closed and he was embracing his knees. Sutherland had remained standing and his blanket was untouched. Lorenz inclined his head at Sutherland and extended his arm towards the crew quarters: ‘This way, please.’ The British commander limped between the occupied bunks, past the officers’ mess and into the area between Lorenz’s nook and the radio shack. Fresh air from the bridge was passing through the compartment, displacing the ripe stench of body odour. Lorenz noticed how Sutherland was looking around and how he ducked quickly to get a better view of the crowded control room through the hatchway.


‘I know what you are thinking,’ said Lorenz. ‘I would be just the same if I had been captured. But you can’t escape.’ Ziegler peeped out of the radio shack. ‘This is my cabin,’ said Lorenz. He pulled a green curtain aside, revealing a bed and small cabinet. ‘Please sit.’ He offered Sutherland a chair, tugged the curtain along the rail to its original position and sat on the mattress. There was so little space that the curtain was touching the back of Sutherland’s head. The British commander removed his cap and placed it on the cabinet. Lorenz opened a drawer, took out a bottle of rum, and poured the dark liquid into a small glass. He swirled the contents, inhaled, and then, after taking a sip, he continued in a breezy, conversational tone, ‘So what happened to your boat?’ Sutherland pressed his lips together. The pattern of crossed lines on his forehead had faded but his right eye remained discoloured and swollen. ‘There is an English expression – what is it now? – “There but for the grace of God go I”. Is that right? I am sorry you lost your boat.’


‘You have no authority to interrogate me.’ Sutherland’s delivery was crisp and bureaucratic, a statement of fact.


The two men stared at each other.


‘You think I’m interrogating you?’ Lorenz smiled. ‘You must have a very short memory, Commander Sutherland. The Schutzstaffel interrogated you. What happened to your boat? I’m curious.’ He held out the glass of rum. Sutherland’s Adam’s apple bobbed up and down as he swallowed. ‘Go on,’ said Lorenz. ‘Take it. Nobody’s watching.’ Sutherland’s resolve broke. He snatched the glass and emptied it down his throat. When he had finished he was slightly flushed and breathless. ‘Another?’ Lorenz filled the glass a second time and Sutherland drank more slowly. ‘Well? What happened to your boat?’ Sutherland placed the glass next to his cap and folded his arms. Lorenz sighed. ‘How often do opportunities like this arise? How often do we get a chance to speak with our opposites? What harm will it do – a little civilized conversation?’ Lorenz poured more rum into the glass. ‘Where are you from? London? I know London very well. Kensington, Mayfair, Hyde Park . . . Buckingham Palace. I used to enjoy the changing of the guards.’ Lorenz picked up the glass and took a few sips. ‘Have you had a good war? I am close to 50,000 tons.’


‘You must be very proud,’ Sutherland responded with haughty contempt.


‘Destruction is your purpose – as much as it is mine.’


‘It was your Führer who invaded Poland.’


‘Come now, since when were we anything but the servants of our political masters?’ Lorenz snatched Sutherland’s cap, placed it on his own head and repeated, ‘There but for the grace of God . . .’ The British commander held out his hand, silently requesting the return of his property. Lorenz obliged and said, ‘What’s wrong with Grimstad?’ He pointed towards the torpedo room. ‘Did he have a seizure? The Schutzstaffel will be very unhappy if the old man doesn’t survive the journey. He must be very important. My crew think he’s a physicist. Are they right?’ Lorenz showed Sutherland the small flat stone that Grimstad had been holding. ‘What’s this? Have you any idea? It has some sort of symbol scratched on it? See? Do you know what it means?’ Sutherland remained stubbornly silent.


After a further ten minutes of unproductive questioning Lorenz said, ‘Well, I can see that you are finding my company dull. Perhaps we should try again later. We could go up to the bridge for a cigarette. Would you like that?’ The British commander stood, put on his cap and adjusted its position while observing his pale reflection in a polished wooden panel. Although Lorenz had brought the interview to a close, he was left with the uncomfortable impression that it was not he who had dismissed Sutherland, but Sutherland who had dismissed him.


In the control room, the men were at their posts, pretending that they were unaware of the illicit conference that had just taken place. Graf stepped closer to Lorenz, but before he could speak, Lorenz said, ‘I gave him some rum, that’s all. Besides, who’s going to report it?’


‘What did you find out, Kaleun?’ Asked Graf.


‘Nothing,’ Lorenz replied.


Lorenz, Falk and Graf were sitting in the officers’ mess waiting for breakfast to be served.


‘Iceland,’ said Lorenz. ‘The SS sent a group of German scholars there, didn’t they? Before the British invaded?’


‘Yes,’ said Graf. ‘They went there to study the people. I can remember reading about it in a magazine. And they were interested in the museums – they took photographs of some of the exhibits.’


‘What exhibits?’ Falk asked.


‘I don’t know,’ Graf responded. ‘Old things – archaeological remains – I’ve forgotten now.’


‘Why?’


‘They wanted to acquire them. They wanted to put them in our museums – I suppose.’ Graf tightened the knot of his neck scarf. ‘Where’s breakfast? I’m extremely hungry.’


‘A few years ago I had to attend a Party function,’ said Lorenz. ‘There was this SS man there. His name was Schweizer—’ Raised voices could be heard coming from the crew quarters. Lorenz looked towards the forward compartment hatchway and a moment later men came stumbling through the opening. Kruger was among them. ‘Herr Kaleun, the British officer is armed: he drew a gun and I . . .’ Kruger almost fell as the bosun and one of his mates pushed past him.


‘Shit,’ said Lorenz. The officers stood abruptly – Graf and Falk struggling to get out from behind the table.


‘Do you still have your pistol?’ Lorenz asked Falk.


‘No,’ he replied.


‘Well get it.’


‘Where are you going?’


‘Where do you think?’


Lorenz reached into his jacket and pulled out his Mauser. He had been so preoccupied since collecting the two prisoners that he had neglected to put it back in the gun locker. Gesturing for the crewmen to hurry, he waited until they were all behind him before advancing up the narrow gangway between the bunks. The hanging meats and cheeses obscured his view, but he was still able to see the British commander standing in front of the tube doors. Lorenz wondered why Sutherland was standing in such an exposed position: he didn’t appear to be aiming straight ahead, he had his gun pressed against his chest with the barrel pointing off to the side.


‘Commander Sutherland,’ Lorenz spoke calmly in English, ‘put down your weapon. We are many in number and you will be overpowered. Put down your weapon, now. My orders are to transport you and Herr Professor Grimstad to France – safely – and that is what I intend to do.’


Two shots fired. Lorenz dived onto one of the lower bunks and aimed his Mauser into the torpedo room. He saw Sutherland sway for a moment and then fall. When Lorenz glanced down he discovered that Falk had crawled up the gangway on his stomach. He was also clutching a pistol.


‘Kaleun? Are you all right?’


‘Yes, I’m all right.’


‘What’s he doing?’


‘I think he just shot himself.’


‘And the other one? Is he armed too?’


‘I haven’t seen him yet.’ Lorenz called out, ‘Professor Grimstad? Professor Grimstad?’


Smoke drifted through the air and the smell of gunpowder mixed with the aroma of the foodstuffs.


‘Shall I put a bullet in him, just to make sure?’ asked Falk.


‘We were supposed to be ensuring their safe passage to Brest. I can’t help feeling that your suggestion is contrary to the spirit of our orders.’


‘What if he’s trying to lure us closer?’


‘I don’t think so, Falk. If I’m not mistaken he’s losing a large amount of blood from a hole in his head.’


‘I can’t see it from here.’


‘I can.’


Lorenz climbed out of the bunk and proceeded towards the bow. ‘Herr Professor Grimstad?’ When he entered the torpedo room he saw the old man sitting on his blanket and leaning over to one side. Lorenz crouched beside him and examined the upper part of his body. The entry point of the bullet was clearly visible and the old man’s coat had started to stain. He had been shot through the heart.


‘What a mess,’ said Falk. The torpedo tube doors and the surrounding pipes had been sprayed with blood. ‘It’s a miracle he didn’t cause any damage.’ Men were gathering around the entrance: Juhl, Graf, Richter and the two torpedo mechanics – Kruger and Dressel. ‘Keep back,’ said Lorenz. He crawled over to Sutherland, who was lying with his face pressed against the linoleum. The back of his skull had been blown away, revealing a glistening, wet, grey-pink interior. Around the rim of the hole were shards of jagged, broken bone. When Lorenz rolled the dead officer over he discovered that the man’s eyes were still open and curiously bright. Lumps of matter that had stuck to the overhead began to drop. Something landed on Lorenz’s hand and when he brushed it off it left a brown trail. He wiped the slimy residue on his trousers and suppressed the urge to retch.


The dead man was still gripping his weapon. Lorenz pointed it out to Falk and said, ‘A Walther PPK: favoured by the SS and party officials.’


‘How on earth did he get hold of that?’


Lorenz stood up. ‘There was either a double agent on board the cargo ship or Obersturmbannführer Friedrich made a gross error of judgment concerning his estimation of Commander Sutherland’s dexterity.’ More pieces of brain tissue fell from the overhead and splattered at their feet. Falk looked up and his face shrivelled with disgust. ‘They won’t be persuaded to part with their secrets now, will they?’ Lorenz added as he looked from one corpse to the other.


‘The SS aren’t going to be very happy, Kaleun.’


‘You have a real gift for understatement, Falk.’


‘Well, as long as they don’t try to blame us for their own incompetence.’


‘Yes, God forbid. Lucky there’s no chance of that happening.’


‘They can’t – can they? What about the evidence, the PPK?’


‘Are you pretending to be naïve for my amusement, Falk?’


The first watch officer stiffened. ‘No, Herr Kaleun.’


‘Good,’ said Lorenz, ‘because I’m not laughing.’


Lorenz left the torpedo room shouting orders. ‘Someone get this place cleaned up. And Ziegler . . . where are you, Ziegler?’


With the radio man’s assistance Lorenz sent a message to U-boat headquarters explaining what had occurred. He then retired to his nook and made an entry in his log. It did not take very long for the command centre to respond and their communication was remarkably succinct: BURY PRISONERS AT SEA. RESUME PATROL. PROCEED AT ONCE AND AT FULL SPEED TO GRID AK 21.


As soon as the order was announced the boat became subdued. Fantasies were reluctantly relinquished, imaginary jazz bands fell silent and spectral girls retreated into darkness. The Casino Bar, with its promise of sensual delights and sweet champagne, was reconsigned to memory. Lorenz detected a subtle undertow of nervous agitation flowing beneath the palpable disappointment, and after some reflection, he concluded that the cause was very likely the proximity of the dead. Sailors were notoriously superstitious.


When Lorenz returned to the forward torpedo room he was pleased to find the area clean and smelling of carbolic. The two bodies had been laid out next to each other, arms by their sides.


‘What do we do now?’ asked Juhl.


‘Search them,’ Lorenz replied.


Sutherland’s pockets were empty but Grimstad had been carrying a small notebook. Juhl stood and handed it to his superior. ‘It’ll be full of mathematical equations.’ Lorenz flicked the pages and a wry smile appeared on his face. ‘What?’ Juhl inquired.


There were no numbers in the notebook. Instead, it was filled with neatly copied symbols composed of straight lines of varying length. Some of these symbols resembled letters – one was like an ‘F’, another like an ‘R’ – and the way they were grouped suggested words and sentences.


‘Look,’ said Lorenz, holding the notebook open.


Juhl squinted. ‘Runes?’


‘That’s what I think.’


‘It could still be a code.’


‘But why choose runes?’


‘I don’t know.’


‘Perhaps Professor Grimstad wasn’t a scientist after all. Perhaps he was a specialist in old Norse languages – or a historian of some kind.’


‘What possible use would such a man be to the SS? What could a historian know that’s so important?’


‘The SS have obscure interests.’


‘Even so, Kaleun.’


Lorenz put the notebook in his pocket and ordered Voigt to find some clean blankets. The bodies were wrapped and carried onto the deck. Above the eastern horizon the clouds were aglow with a sickly, putrescent light. Lorenz called for the boat to be stopped and descended the conning tower. He read the burial service and the two bodies were tipped into the ocean. One of the seamen made the sign of the cross and Lorenz was reminded of the professor’s odd gesture, the triangle the old man had drawn in the air on coming round after his ‘seizure’. The waves were slow-moving and evenly spaced. Lorenz touched the cover of Grimstad’s notebook with his fingertips. What had the SS been up to?


Lorenz was dreaming and in his dream he was standing on the deck, observing the slow materialization of an approaching raft in a vertical column of moonlight. The tableau was vaguely familiar: two figures, one standing with a raised arm and the other sitting and slumped forward. Ice floes were knocking together and a frozen mist was depositing crystals on his beard. He looked through his binoculars and expected to see empty sockets and an exposed jawbone. Instead, he found himself looking into the neutral eyes of the British commander. Sitting at Sutherland’s feet was Professor Grimstad. Lorenz heard a voice and it was only when the sentence had ended that he recognized it as his own: ‘No, I’m not coming with you.’ He was no longer asleep and he was breathing shallow and fast. Reaching out, he tugged the curtain aside. Lehmann was turning the hydrophone wheel, his features illuminated by the glowing dial, his ears obscured by headphones. Clearly, he hadn’t been disturbed. Lorenz turned on the lamp, listened to the electric motors, and wondered if the wind was still whipping up twenty metre crests on the surface. U-330 was sailing silently through a dark green void, high over submerged summits and valleys that had never known light. An image came into Lorenz’s mind. He pictured a monstrous sea creature roused by the sound of the boat’s screws: sucker-bearing tentacles stirring ancient sediment, fish with bulging eyes and whiskers scattering in black water.


The following day the cloud-cover was low and oppressive: a sagging canopy of grey beneath which dirty yellow scraps were blown along at high speed. Juhl and his companions gazed out over a sea that looked as if each wave had been cast from iron. An untrustworthy light created a disconcerting illusion of arrested movement, a bleak, metallic uniformity that extended in every direction to the wide horizon and resembled the surface of a dying planet. Raindrops tapped irregular rhythms on the rubberized cloth of Juhl’s foul-weather gear. The second watch officer’s cheeks had become encrusted with salt and his dry lips were striped with black lines where the skin had broken and bled. His balaclava seemed to offer no protection from the malicious wind.


‘This is shit,’ said Hoffmann, an electrician with a broad Bavarian accent. It made him stand out because most U-boat men were from the north.


‘I don’t know,’ Juhl responded. ‘Things could be worse.’


‘Could they, sir?’


‘Well, imagine what it would be like if you were in the army. Just think of it, all that square bashing and posturing, getting shot at all the time. We don’t have to go on long marches, we don’t have to eat dog meat on the eastern front, Werner is an excellent cook, and our service uniforms are really very eye-catching.’ Juhl took a deep breath. ‘And smell that fresh sea air! Bracing, medicinal, it’s like being on a cruise.’


‘You’ve been spending too much time with the skipper,’ said Hoffmann.


It was an astute observation. Echoes of the commander’s habitual sarcasm could be heard in Juhl’s speech, a hint of weary resignation, grim humour. The second watch officer raised his binoculars and studied the livid, pitiless expanse. ‘You may be right,’ he muttered.


‘The wife’s pregnant,’ said Hoffmann.


‘Congratulations,’ Juhl laughed. ‘When is the baby due?’


‘About now, sir.’


‘What do you want, a boy or a girl?’


‘I already have a son,’ said Hoffmann. Suddenly, he seemed embarrassed by his personal disclosures. ‘This is shit. How long have we been at sea now, sir?’


‘Too long. Sometimes I feel like the flying Dutchman . . .’


The boat continued along its course, the bow carving through the swell and producing two frothy trails. A faint melody drifted up through the hatch. Someone, probably Richter, was playing a ballad on the accordion and Hoffmann croaked along with the chorus, ‘Embrasse-moi, embrasse-moi.’ The music had the effect of detaching Juhl from his surroundings and he pictured the familiar smoky lounge of a Brest hotel, where a scrawny, aging chanteuse with a taste for revealing dresses frequently enacted the end of love affairs on a makeshift stage. He saw her superimposed on the waves, making violent gestures and shaking her mane of badly dyed hair. The vision absorbed him completely until one of the lookouts screamed – ‘Aircraft! Sixty degrees!’ – and Juhl was jolted back to reality. Even in the second or two it took to confirm the sighting the plane seemed to become inordinately large.


‘Alarm!’ Juhl extended the cry until his lungs had no more air in them. The men scrambled into the tower, hardly making contact with the steps, sliding their hands down the ladder rails to guide their fall. Juhl followed. Boots landed on the matting with a loud thud. The bell was ringing, a bright continuous clamour.


In the control room Graf’s voice was loud and urgent. ‘Flood! Flood! All hands forward.’ The diesel engines were shut down and the crew in the stern compartments ran towards the bow in order to increase its weight. Two men near the front stumbled and those running behind simply leapt over the sprawled bodies. The vents were opened and the air that had been keeping the boat afloat was released, producing a bellicose roar, the dive tanks filled and U-330 became heavier. As the hydroplane operators pressed their control buttons the deck angled downwards and the pointer on the manometer began to move. Lorenz steadied himself by leaning against the silver shaft of the observation periscope. There was a loud booming noise as one final, rolling mass of water crashed against the tower and then, apart from the gentle humming of the electric motors, silence prevailed.
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