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   CHAPTER ONE
 
   REMEMBER PEARL HARBOR
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Naval Station Pearl Harbor, Hawaii.
 
   December, 1942.
 
   Charlie Harrison set down his sea bag and smiled at his new home.
 
   The Tambor-class submarine lay tied at the end of a pier that extended from the jetty housing the submarine base. A sea tender refitted her for war. Shirtless workers in dusty dungarees toiled in the sun amid a tangle of hoses, wiring, and gear.
 
   Rivet guns whirred. Sparks flew from welds. Trucks unloaded spare parts. A pair of sailors in a rowboat repainted the hull. Mattresses hung on a line to air out. Charlie watched the sailors go through their routine.
 
   No sign of the crew, who had long left for Oahu’s beaches and beer halls.
 
   The submarine lay a football field in length and twenty-seven feet wide at the beam. When on the surface, four massive GE motors drove her at a top speed of twenty knots. While submerged at depths as low as 250 feet, a pair of Sargo batteries propelled her up to nine knots. She could travel an impressive 11,000 nautical miles.
 
   Her name was Sabertooth.
 
   Like all submarines, she was named after a creature of the sea. The sabertooth fish was a small but fierce tropical predator with big curved teeth. Sabertooth’s teeth consisted of twenty-four torpedoes, which she fired from six tubes forward and four aft.
 
   Lieutenant-Commander Robert Hunter captained the boat. With a name like that … Charlie had hoped it was an omen, that the captain knew how to find and sink Japanese ships. Back in Brisbane, he found out Sabertooth’s war record spoke otherwise. Three patrols, only two sinkings.
 
   To the west, dozens of powerful warships lay moored among calm blue waters and waving palm trees. Pearl was a militarized Eden. Then he spotted the distant listing hulk of the great battleship Oklahoma, still half-submerged in the water. A grim reminder of the day that started the war. December 7, 1941.
 
   In just a few days, the Navy would mark the first anniversary of the vicious surprise attack.
 
   Charlie couldn’t stand here, where America’s war began, without feeling reverence for the dead. That, and a sense of awe. He gazed across the harbor waters and tried to picture what it must have been like on that terrible day.
 
   Two hundred fighters and bombers roared out of the rising sun. 
 
   He knew the story well enough; every man in the Navy knew it. Every fist-clenching, teeth-grinding, blood-boiling bit of it.
 
   The first wave assaulted Battleship Row and the six airfields. In only minutes, a bomb crashed through the Arizona’s two armored decks and struck the magazine. The resulting explosion ripped her sides open like tin foil and broke her back in a massive fireball. She sank within minutes, taking more than a thousand souls down with her.
 
   Six torpedoes hammered the West Virginia, which also went under. Nine torpedoes drilled into the Oklahoma, making her list so heavily she almost capsized. The fighters strafed the airfields, chewing up the planes parked wingtip to wingtip in neat rows.
 
   Then the second wave screamed out of the clouds; 170 planes joined the attack.
 
   Flag flying and AA guns blazing, the Nevada steamed through black smoke toward the open sea. A swarm of howling bombers surrounded her. After several hits, she beached herself off Hospital Point.
 
   For the men at Pearl, it had been two hours of pure horror.
 
   Charlie could imagine it now. Bombs whistling. Geysers from misses. The great battleships bucking at the hits. Black smoke rolling across the sky. Planes roaring. Tracers streaming up from the AA guns. The bow of the destroyer Shaw exploding in a spectacular spray of fire and debris.
 
   The men screaming in the water. The water afire and choked with corpses.
 
   Everybody helpless against the merciless onslaught.
 
   A year ago, he heard the news of the attack while serving on the destroyer Kennedy in the Atlantic. He’d listened to the President’s address on the radio. He’d joined the submarines hoping to pay the Japanese back for what they did. He’d longed for action, and he’d found plenty of it on his first war patrol with the S-55. He had the wounds, Silver Star, and promotion to prove it.
 
   Now he stood ready to do his duty and get back into the war.
 
   The ghosts of this war still haunted Pearl, but so did the martial spirit of an angry, awakening giant. The battle had ended, but the war continued. A reckoning was coming. Japan had started it. Men like Charlie were determined to finish it.
 
   For this was not a battle of nations, but of men, and of the endurance of men.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER TWO
 
   TO ALL THOSE LOST AT SEA
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   A solitary figure in service khakis emerged from Sabertooth’s metal sail. The man returned the deck watch’s crisp salute and strode down the pier.
 
   Charlie came to attention and saluted. “Lieutenant Charles Harrison.”
 
   The scrawny middle-aged man regarded him with frank amusement before lazily returning the salute. “Walt Lewis, exec. Harrison, eh? So you’re the dragon slayer.”
 
   “Yes, sir.”
 
   “I hope you don’t mind me saying, friend, but you don’t look like much.”
 
   He bit back the first reply that came to mind. “Yes, sir.”
 
   Lewis chuckled. “All the stories going around. I expected you to breathe fire.”
 
   Charlie stood at respectful attention, waiting.
 
   Still chuckling, the executive officer added, “We all get lucky sometimes, eh?”
 
   “Yes, sir,” Charlie grated. “We do.”
 
   “I hope you’ve brought some of that luck with you.” His tone turned serious. “You’re fit for duty? I understand you were wounded.”
 
   “Yes, sir.” The truth was Charlie’s two broken ribs were still healing.
 
   “Then I’ll take you to see the captain. He’s keen on meeting the man who sank the Mizukaze.”
 
   They strode across the jetty, passing headquarters, maintenance, and barracks buildings. Drab, utilitarian structures that seemed out of place among such natural beauty.
 
   Charlie asked, “So what’s he like? The Old Man?”
 
   Was he aggressive or timid? Did his hands shake?
 
   The exec paused to pierce him with a sharp glance. “I’ll let you in on one of the biggest secrets in the Navy: Bob Hunter is a scholar and a gentleman. One of the finest men I’ve ever served with, and anybody who says different is a liar.”
 
   Charlie wondered why the exec had gotten defensive. Asking about the captain’s character had seemed a fair question.
 
   “Come on, young Charles. We’ll be late for the mission briefing.”
 
   With fanfare that might be mocking, Lewis ushered him into a three-story building that fronted onto the beach. Charlie expected more Spartan drab. He was surprised to see the beautiful lobby of a hotel used to house top-ranking submarine officers. Laughter and the plaintive trill of a ukulele streamed out of nearby doors.
 
   They entered the officers’ club. Charlie paused, allowing his eyes to adjust to the red light. Submarine officers from ensigns to captains filled the room. Cigarette smoke drifted through the air.
 
   Lewis led him to a table where Sabertooth’s skipper sat surrounded by his officers. The beefy man with his big jaw immediately struck Charlie as solid and dependable. Captain Hunter leaned back in his chair as Charlie approached.
 
   “Ah, Harrison. Gentlemen, we are in the presence of a bona fide war hero.” The man had a southern accent. Maybe Texas.
 
   Charlie took a seat and ordered a Schlitz. The captain introduced the men: the hulking Dick Bryant, engineering officer, and the tall and wiry Jack Liebold, torpedo and gunnery officer. That gave Charlie a clue about his own pending duties, which would likely be plotting and communications. Bryant eyed Charlie as if trying to figure out a puzzle, while Liebold gawked.
 
   Charlie had expected this. The S-55’s last war patrol soared into legend in the submarines, which to date hadn’t done much in a war that itself had delivered few big victories.
 
   In a daring night surface action, the S-55 sank four Japanese ships at Rabaul, the heart of Japanese power in the South Pacific. Several days later, she sank the destroyer Mizukaze after a bloody duel. The S-55 died of her wounds with Cairns in sight. She’d taken her last dive into the sea with her battle flag streaming. There, the old sea wolf rested.
 
   Liebold asked him to tell the story. The captain seemed interested as well, so Charlie did. He’d told the tale many times at the hospital where he’d recovered from his wounds. By the end, he had it down to a satisfying but economical version. Not just for modesty, but because when he told it, he relived that horrible night. During those weeks at the hospital, telling the story had been a useful way to process what had happened to him. Now it was just painful.
 
   The angry glare of the searchlight. The big guns flashing in the dark. The punch and spray as hills of water rose from the sea. Captain Kane saying, “Very well,” just before the conning tower exploded. The ear-splitting crash as the destroyer rammed and rode up over the deck. Reynolds roaring they’d take the ship by boarding. The slaughter on the decks.
 
   The bang of the deck gun as it blasted the destroyer’s rack of depth charges. 
 
   The final despairing shriek of the Mizukaze as she slid off the deck and sank.
 
   Liebold’s voice: “Lieutenant?”
 
   The Japanese were screaming in the flaming oil slick—
 
   Then he was in the club again. He stared dazedly as if emerging from a familiar dream, one from which he could never truly wake. Liebold gazed at him with eyes big as saucers. Bryant scowled.
 
   “That’s quite a tale,” Hunter said, frowning, though why, Charlie couldn’t guess.
 
   He looked down. At some point during the story, his beer had arrived. Suddenly thirsty, he drained half the glass in a single pull. The red light made him feel claustrophobic. It was like being back on the S-55, rigged red for battle.
 
   Lewis smiled. “Well, well. You’re quite the buccaneer, aren’t you?”
 
   “Jim Kane was a good skipper,” he said. “Everything we did was because of him.”
 
   The captain’s eyes narrowed at that, and Charlie suspected some indiscretion on his part.
 
   “You’ve earned your laurels,” Hunter said. “I hope you understand you’ve got nothing to prove on our next patrol.”
 
   Charlie nodded and drained his glass.
 
   The captain added, “As for Kane, he took a big risk to get a big reward. That reward carried a price I’m not willing to pay myself. We’re going to go out there, sink Jap ships, and come back in one piece. There’s no buccaneering on Sabertooth.”
 
   “Roger that, sir.” The beer churned in Charlie’s stomach.
 
   “I need to know you’re on my team, Harrison.”
 
   He blinked. “Sir?”
 
   Lewis cleared his throat. “You heard the captain, Charles.”
 
   Charlie looked Hunter in the eye. “I’m on your team, Captain.”
 
   “Good man,” the captain said and held up his hand for service. “Let’s get you another beer.”
 
   The waitress arrived and set a glass of liquor in front of Charlie. He looked up at her pretty face.
 
   “Courtesy of that gentleman over there,” she said, pointing. “Bottoms up, sailor.”
 
   “Thanks,” he mumbled and tasted the drink. Scotch. Smooth.
 
   He turned and gazed across the room at a large man sitting at a table with his own small crowd of officers. A lieutenant-commander. Their eyes met.
 
   “That’s Dudley Morton,” Lewis said. “Commands the Dolphin. About to head out in Wahoo as PCO. Wants to get off his V-boat and into the war. A real fire breather from what I hear.”
 
   “Big talk is what he’s breathing,” Hunter muttered.
 
   Charlie raised his glass to the man in thanks. Morton nodded and returned to his conversation while the captain of the Sabertooth glowered.
 
   Then he said, “To Sabertooth.”
 
   The gesture seemed to please the others. While they tossed back their drinks, Charlie hesitated. He thought of Kane, Reynolds, and all the rest who’d died on the 55.
 
   “To you,” he said and drank to their memory.


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER THREE
 
   SILENT SERVICE
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Charlie emerged from the smoky officers’ club. He paused to let his eyes adjust to the dim moonlight. At night, Pearl blacked out to deny Japanese bombers a target.
 
   “Follow me,” Liebold said beside him. “I could do this blindfolded.”
 
   The young officer strode off into the darkness. Charlie shouldered his sea bag and hurried after him. His head still buzzed from the strange meeting with the officers.
 
   He’d started the day feeling gung-ho about getting back in the war and being useful. Now it was ending on a glum note.
 
   By the end of his first war patrol, the S-55 had become a second home to him. Her crew, something like family. A part of him had hoped Sabertooth would be a homecoming after weeks in and out of hospitals.
 
   Not in this Navy. He’d started all over again.
 
   “How do you like serving on Sabertooth?” he asked.
 
   “She’s a good boat,” Liebold told him. “We’ve got a good crew. The Old Man knows what he’s doing.”
 
   Charlie sensed a “but” in there and decided to press it. Something didn’t seem quite right on Sabertooth. He said, “But the captain’s had some bad luck.”
 
   “You could put it that way,” Liebold said cryptically.
 
   “Is there another way to put it?”
 
   “I’ve got some opinions, but they’re not worth sharing.”
 
   “Try me. Come on. You know the saying. We’re in the same boat here.”
 
   “Yeah, and loose lips sink careers. If you haven’t figured that out by now, you haven’t been paying attention.”
 
   Shut down again. Not just the exec, but the whole crew was starting to strike Charlie as a cagey bunch. They were hiding something, something important, but he couldn’t guess what.
 
   Sabertooth, it seemed, had a secret.
 
   He tried another approach. “The captain doesn’t seem to like me much.”
 
   “He likes you just fine.”
 
   Charlie said nothing, waiting. In a moment, he was rewarded.
 
   Liebold said, “But I’m not sure he’s happy with himself.”
 
   “Why wouldn’t he be?”
 
   “The man does everything by the book. Exactly as he was trained. Just like all the other commanders. But nobody did what Kane did on an old S-boat.”
 
   What Captain Kane had done had been previously considered impossible. The feats the S-55 had accomplished had possibly rattled more than inspired.
 
   “And here we are,” Liebold added. He paused in the dark, rustling keys. He opened a door and ushered Charlie inside, flipping a light switch that turned night into day.
 
   In the bright light, Charlie got his first good look at the torpedo officer. Liebold was tall and gangly. He’d be stooped much of the time on a submarine, which explained his acquired slouch. He had a serious face that suggested wisdom beyond his years, accentuated by his gray eyes.
 
   The quarters consisted of a bunk bed, kitchenette, and bathroom. Utilitarian like everything else in the Navy. Opulent, though, compared to where Charlie would be living the next few weeks on patrol.
 
   He tossed his sea bag on the top bunk and noticed some letters there. His mail. He caught a glimpse of Evie’s flowing cursive. His breath caught. He forgot all about Captain Hunter, Sabertooth, and its secrets.
 
   Liebold said, “Want some coffee?”
 
   He’d been waiting so long for her reply. He ignored the man, tearing into the envelope.
 
   And sucked in his breath.
 
   He read; time blurred. Charlie found himself walking on the beach in the cool night air with little memory how he’d gotten there. He paused and regarded the breakers rippling across the sand in the moonlight.
 
   His hand clenched around the letter.
 
   He’d dated Evie for a year. They’d talked about getting married, but Charlie had an itch. He’d wanted to see the world, make a name for himself, and get some money stashed away for their future.
 
   She’d watched him leave for the Navy. She waited two years while he steamed around the Atlantic on the Kennedy. She didn’t protest when he told her he’d signed up with the submarines to fight the Japanese.
 
   She’d cried as he ended their relationship just before he left for Submarine School.
 
   At the time, his thinking had been quite rational. He hadn’t wanted to burden her with a man who would be gone for even more years. A man looking at a hell of a lot of danger and possibly death in his future. Selfishly, he hadn’t wanted to weigh himself down worrying about her when he needed to focus on the war.
 
   All quite rational, but love isn’t rational.
 
   His friend Rusty had told him he needed something to fight for to get him through the hard times, not just something to fight against. As with many things, his friend had been right. During the long days of tedium and the periodic bouts with hell, thoughts of her had kept him going. After his first war patrol on the S-55, he’d written her a letter telling her he’d made a mistake. He wrote that he wanted her back and would make things right again if she’d let him.
 
   She’d written back. Sent the letter across the Pacific like a torpedo.
 
   The wind carried a snatch of song: Fifteen men on a dead man’s chest, yo-ho-ho and a bottle of rum! Charlie wasn’t alone on the beach. Probably a sailor walking off his booze. Drink and the devil had done for the rest, yo-ho-ho and a bottle of rum!
 
   In her letter, Evie said she would always care about him but had accepted their breakup and moved on. A guy named Peter, whose 4F draft deferment thanks to flat feet kept him out of the war, had asked her to marry him.
 
   She wrote that she hadn’t decided yet, leaving the door open a crack.
 
   Why? For what? What could he do?
 
   Go AWOL, fly home, and talk her out of it, that’s what.
 
   The wet, salty wind washed over him. The waves lapped the beach. The moon blazed a road across the water.
 
   Hate lies close to love of gold, the sailor sang in the distance. Dead man’s secrets are tardily told!
 
   Did he have a right to interrupt her happiness? Was he being selfish because he realized, after deep-sixing her love for him, that he needed her?
 
   He needed to act fast if he truly wanted her back. Sabertooth was heading out to sea in a short time. He did want her back, he knew that, but he also wanted her to be happy. He didn’t know how to reconcile the two.
 
   Evie had said she was only considering the proposal, but she’d also said she’d moved on. She said she still cared about him but didn’t say she loved him.
 
   He was a man. Men were supposed to take the initiative. Take charge, make things right. That’s how he’d been taught things worked. How was he supposed to do that when he was more than 2,000 miles away?
 
   Charlie had proven his mettle in hellish battle with the Japanese, but when it came to love, he was a fish out of water. He felt like an idiot.
 
   He looked out at the black water again. The war plagued his nightmares, but he craved return to the sea and its dangers. Somehow, it would comfort him to be back out there in the big blue, hunted by and hunting the devil he knew.
 
   Out there, things were simple.
 
   He knew what he’d write now. The same as he once wrote on the eve of battle: I love you, Evie. I’m sorry. Be happy.
 
   And then he’d go back to the war.
 
   The singing grew louder. The sailor was coming Charlie’s way.
 
   Dead men only the secret shall keep! So bare the knife and plunge it deep!
 
   The big man emerged from the dark, swaying on his feet. “Yo-ho-ho, and a—” He barked a harsh laugh. “Ha! Look who it is. Fancy seeing you here, Mr. Hara-kiri-san.”
 
   Charlie gaped. “What are you doing here?”
 
   “Same as you, sir,” said Machinist’s Mate John Braddock. “Making the most of my liberty before reporting for duty aboard Sabertooth.”


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER FOUR
 
   LOADOUT
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The sun peered over the eastern mountains of Oahu while Sabertooth made ready to get underway. Her weep list had been checked off, all repairs completed.
 
   The sailors worked with cool efficiency under the glaring eyes of the chiefs, who bawled at the men to do it right, do it safe. They were a happy and loose crew after a month blowing off steam at the island’s beer halls and beaches.
 
   A crane loaded torpedoes into the forward weapons hatch, arming the boat for battle. After that, stores, water, fuel from trucks. 
 
   A trio of fighter planes buzzed overhead on patrol. Their shadows flickered across the boat and her crew.
 
   Charlie watched it all with mounting excitement. Evie didn’t want him back, the captain seemed to resent his presence, and, to top it all off, the appearance of John Braddock promised a royal pain in his ass during the patrol.
 
   But there was the sea, calling to him, promising a fresh start.
 
   That, and the simplicities of war. During a depth charging, nothing mattered except staying alive. It gave a man perspective.
 
   “Excited, are you, sport?” Lewis asked him. Slouching, the executive officer became even shorter. His pinched face made him look older than he was. He smiled up at Charlie, a smile the young lieutenant couldn’t quite trust.
 
   “Well,” he began then reminded himself to always answer honestly. “Yes, I am.”
 
   “You should be. Sabertooth’s the best boat in the fleet.”
 
   “Then I’m in the right place,” Charlie said, his eyes on the sailors lugging boxes aboard like a line of worker ants.
 
   “But something else is on your mind, young Charles. Something bugging you. Spit it out.”
 
   Evie was very much on his mind, but he couldn’t tell the exec that.
 
   Instead, he said, “I noticed we’re taking a heavy load.”
 
   A surprising number of boxes went down the hatch. Plenty of food, medicine, radios, small arms ammunition. Finding room for it all would be a challenge for the submarine, a crowded world even in the best of circumstances. The extra provisions had to be stowed somewhere. Stowed expertly so that they didn’t affect the boat’s trim.
 
   “We are, indeed. Ninety tons, in fact.” Lewis chuckled. “Curious, aren’t you?”
 
   He was. Extra provisions might mean a long patrol, but they were taking the normal load of water, and they still only carried enough fuel for seventy-five days at sea.
 
   He made an educated guess. “We’re taking this stuff somewhere.” Charlie warmed to the problem. He had it, but not all of it. Because of their size, submarines didn’t run supply missions. Unless: “Behind or through enemy lines.”
 
   “That’s a very good guess. You know what I think?”
 
   “What?”
 
   “I don’t think, young Charles. As you know, the mission orders are sealed. The captain opens them when the boat reaches the open sea. And then he’ll tell us what we need to know.”
 
   Charlie’s excitement switched to professional sullen. “Roger that.”
 
   “Let the Old Man do the thinking. He’s good at it.”
 
   “Aye, aye.”
 
   Lewis squinted at him. “Actually, I was wondering if you were thinking old Bob was a little rough on you the other night.”
 
   “I don’t think anything, sir.”
 
   The man laughed. “Fast learner. The captain helped you out. Kept you from having any unrealistic expectations on this patrol.”
 
   Charlie couldn’t help but sigh. “I just want to do my part.”
 
   “See, that’s the problem. We lost Tom Benning, whose place you took. Him, and eighteen seasoned hands, all drafted to new boats coming off the line. In exchange, we received eighteen gung-ho young gentlemen fresh from Submarine School. And you, a big hero with one war patrol under his belt. Liebold and Bryant are JGs. If the captain and I are taken out, you’re the next line officer to assume command. A good crew is like a finely tuned orchestra. What part are you going to play, exactly?”
 
   “I’m not sure what you want me to do.”
 
   “Two things, son. First thing, learn your job inside and out. You’ve obviously got some courage. Uncle Charlie, in his infinite wisdom, promoted you for it.”
 
   Admiral Charles Lockwood, commander of the submarines in the Southwest Pacific. The submariners called him “Uncle Charlie” for the extreme care he gave them. Generous R&R, the best chow in the Navy.
 
   “But in the submarines, we judge a man more heavily based on aptitude and experience,” Lewis added. “Willing and able. Whatever you think you know, leave it on the gangplank. You’re going to get the full firehose treatment. Unlike an orchestra, a submariner has to know how to play every instrument.”
 
   When a green ensign joined the crew, the officers subjected him to grueling duties across the boat until he learned every task. Reynolds had given him the same rough treatment aboard the 55. He could handle it. He knew he had a lot to learn. It meant a week or two of hell, but he’d learn it all. He nodded.
 
   Lewis said, “The captain’s a good man who’s had some bad luck. It’s my job to make sure that when he goes into combat, everybody’s playing his tune.”
 
   “Understood.” Charlie started as he caught sight of Braddock lugging a box toward the boat. The sailor winked at him. “What’s the second thing?”
 
   The executive officer smiled. “For your own sake, keep your mouth shut about your daring exploits, and stay out of the Old Man’s way.”


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER FIVE
 
   UNDERWAY
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   On the dock, a small band played a tinny rendition of, “Anchors Aweigh.”
 
   Charlie climbed Sabertooth’s metal “sail” as the four big diesel engines fired in sequence. The exhaust manifolds blew smoke from both sides of the afterdeck. The boat trembled like a bull straining for release from its pen. He smiled at the powerful forces under his feet. Home at last.
 
   As plotting officer, Charlie had to get below to join the piloting party. Conning a boat out of the harbor and into the open sea was no simple thing. It required good navigation that relied on accurate bearings and plotting.
 
   He took one last look at the piers and cranes and buildings of the submarine base. A last glimpse at the white beaches and palm trees and lush distant mountains. It would be his last view of America for a while.
 
   Maneuvering reported to the bridge that shore power and phone cabling had been disconnected. The engines bore full loading. All hands were aboard. The boat was ready to get underway. 
 
   Captain Hunter said, “Very well.” Then he barked, “Lieutenant Harrison!”
 
   Charlie paused in the hatch. “Sir?”
 
   “You may take us out. Bryant has the plotting covered.”
 
   “Aye, aye, sir.” Charlie took his position on the bridge. He looked at the sailors who manned the lines tethering the sleek boat’s 1,500 tons to the pier. It was something of an honor for him to con the boat out of the harbor. This was no honor, though. It was a test.
 
   The captain remained a mystery to him. The crew loved him, but they also clearly felt the captain was failing to take down his share of Japanese shipping. It didn’t add up. On top of that, the man seemed to have it in for him. Charlie looked at the captain and wondered if he were being set up to fail.
 
   “Any time,” Hunter grinned, his eyes as hard as a shark’s.
 
   Charlie swallowed hard and focused. Sabertooth lay moored with her bow facing land. She’d have to be backed away from the pier until surrounded by enough open water to allow maneuvering.
 
   He’d never done this before. He struggled to remember what he’d learned at Submarine School.
 
   “Cast off—” His voice cracked. He cleared his throat, his face burning. He filled his lungs with air and bellowed, “Cast off, one, two, and three!”
 
   Sailors on the pier removed the lines and dropped them into the water. Sabertooth drifted free of her mooring, tethered now by a single line. Crewmen pulled the other lines onto the boat.
 
   The boat was singled up and ready to release.
 
   “Take in the gangway!” Charlie added into the bridge microphone, “Helm, bridge. Starboard engine back one-third.”
 
   “Starboard engine back one-third, aye, sir,” came the reply.
 
   The captain cleared his throat.
 
   “Port engine ahead one-third,” Charlie quickly added.
 
   “Careful with my boat, Harrison,” Hunter growled.
 
   On stern propulsion, Sabertooth pulled and pivoted away from the pier. Streaming in the breeze, her battle flag depicted an angry fish with razor sharp teeth and wearing a sailor hat. Three patches bragged of ships sunk.
 
   “Helm, all stop.” 
 
   “All stop, aye, sir.”
 
   “Cast off, line four!”
 
   The sailors on the pier removed the last line from its cleat and let it fall. They waved to wish the boat good hunting.
 
   One of Sabertooth’s sailors waved and called back, “Hey, Don! Say ‘hi’ to your wife and my kids for me!”
 
   While the men laughed, Charlie glanced at his hand, which was shaking. A strange thing. He’d endured the terrors of depth charging, bullets snapping past his ears, massive shells whistling overhead. He’d stayed calm throughout. More important, he’d retained the ability to think and act.
 
   It was one thing to do one’s part for the crew. Quite another to be responsible for their safety. Even small mistakes got people killed.
 
   For the commander of the boat, every patrol was like one big test dive. Going deeper and deeper with each patrol, subjecting the steel hull to the enormous pressures of the sea. No wonder Admiral English—commander of all submarine forces in the Pacific theater, or ComSubPac—pulled captains off the line after five missions.
 
   Charlie clenched his hand into a fist. This was basic navigation. A challenge for a green junior officer, but doable. Captains had junior officers do it all the time. No need to overthink it. The exec’s warning had made him think Hunter might have it in for him in some way, but that didn’t matter. He was conning the boat.
 
   He opened his hand. No tremor.
 
   “Carry on, Harrison,” the captain said. “I do not wish to see my boat beached today.”
 
   Charlie said into the microphone, “Helm, bridge. All back one-third.”
 
   “All back one-third, aye, sir,” came the reply from the control room.
 
   Sabertooth’s whistle shrieked loud and long across the harbor. Then again, several short bursts.
 
   Charlie blew a short sigh of relief. The pier fell away.
 
   He felt a rush of excitement now as the boat and her crew responded smoothly to his orders. Piloting the boat came with a lot of pressure, yes, but he wanted it. He wanted to be tested. He’d seen what he was made of in combat. He wondered if he had the right stuff for command.
 
   He conned the boat into open water. Now he had to turn her into the channel.
 
   “Helm, bridge,” he said. “Right ten degrees rudder.”
 
   Sabertooth turned. Not enough. Charlie glanced at the captain, but the man’s hard eyes told him nothing. 
 
   “Increase your rudder,” Charlie told the helmsman. “Steady on two-five-oh.”
 
   “How’s your first taste of command, Harrison?”
 
   “My hat’s off to any man who can do it well, sir.”
 
   The captain nodded. The boat turned until Charlie had her squared away and ready to move down the channel center. 
 
   “Helm, Bridge. All ahead, one third.”
 
   On her left, Sabertooth passed the shipyard and its soaring cranes. He spared a glance at the rows of destroyers and cruisers. Perched on the shears over Charlie’s head, the lookouts watched for hazards.
 
   They passed the wreck of the Arizona, which lay broken on the harbor bottom off Ford Island. Only her funnel remained visible above the oily water. A thousand men still lay entombed inside her, a macabre and sobering thought. Hunter called all hands on deck to attention. The men rendered passing honors.
 
   Charlie studied the path to the southern channel. Swarming with boats and ships, it would take Sabertooth out to the open sea. Land pushed out from both sides. He issued commands to the helmsman to conn the boat around the bends.
 
   He turned toward the captain as Sabertooth exited the harbor mouth. “We’re underway, Captain.”
 
   The captain nodded. “Very well.”
 
   Charlie sensed the man’s approval. The captain hadn’t been setting him up to fail. He’d been simply testing him. Charlie smiled.
 
   The man snarled, “What do you want, Harrison? Another Silver Star? Station the regular sea detail.” Then he shook his head in apparent wonder that Charlie had been qualified in the submarines.
 
   “Aye, aye, Captain.” Chagrined, Charlie keyed the 1MC, which allowed him to address the entire boat. “Set the normal watch. Section one, report to your stations.” Shortly after, he reported, “All details secured.”
 
   “Very well. Do you play Hearts, Harrison?”
 
   “I know how to play it, sir.”
 
   Hunter considered this and nodded. “Set a course for two-eight-oh.”
 
   Charlie hid his next smile. “Set a course for two-eight-oh, aye, Captain.”
 
   The sun was shining over Oahu, though the waters were choppy today. Northern squalls darkened the horizon. Rigged for surface running, Sabertooth made full on all four engines. She plowed the swells at a speed of twenty knots.
 
   Their escort, a small patrol boat, approached from the southwest. After sunset, they’d be on their own, officially on patrol.
 
   What a rush, indeed. Nothing like it. Conning the boat, the open air, and the view of the open sea made him forget his troubles and look ahead.
 
   Out there, across all that water, lay the prospect of danger and death.
 
   But also adventure, victory, and, perhaps most important, a young man’s next leap toward his destiny, be it good or bad.


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER SIX
 
   MISSION ORDERS
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Sixty miles west of Hawaii, Sabertooth cruised at twenty knots across open sea. Charlie entered the wardroom and helped himself to a cup of coffee. Then he took his seat with the other officers. Bryant puffed on a Lucky Strike. Lewis lit a pipe that filled the room with fragrant cherry smoke. They all wore service khakis.
 
   Hunter laid a chart on the table. “Gentlemen, we are going to the Philippines.”
 
   Bryant and Liebold glanced at each other. Bryant whistled. The Philippines were only 1,600 nautical miles from the Japanese home islands.
 
   On this patrol, Sabertooth would be roaming in Japan’s supply lines.
 
   Lewis pulled the pipe from his mouth and smiled. “You don’t say. Are we bringing MacArthur in one of those crates?”
 
   General Douglas MacArthur commanded U.S. Army Forces in the Far East (USAFFE). Ten hours after the attack on Pearl, the Japanese pounded the Cavite naval base near Manila. Multiple landings forced the Americans and Filipinos into a strategic withdrawal across Luzon Island. They made their stand in the Bataan Peninsula and held fast over three long months of bitter fighting. When all seemed lost, the President ordered MacArthur to leave the Philippines. He escaped to Australia, where he famously declared, “I came through, and I shall return.”
 
   The captain said, “Not this time, Walt, though I see his hand in this mission. We’re going to deliver supplies to the Filipino Army.”
 
   The executive officer frowned. “I thought they’d surrendered.”
 
   The defenders at Bataan, weakened by hunger, sickness, and constant combat, surrendered a month after MacArthur left. Nearby Corregidor, the island commanding the entrance to Manila Bay, held out another month. The American forces there also surrendered along with all other American and Filipino forces in the Philippines.
 
   Hunter said, “They’re still fighting.”
 
   Charlie struggled to maintain his professional cool as he studied the map of the country and surrounding waters. Seven thousand islands, 23,000 miles of coastline. He’d been hoping to get back to the Solomons, where the battle for Guadalcanal was entering its sixth month.
 
   But the Philippines! That presented interesting possibilities.
 
   Hunter added, “A Filipino colonel on the island of Panay recently made radio contact with USAFFE in Australia. He said the guerillas have been giving the Japs hell all over the islands.”
 
   The men grinned at that cheerful news.
 
   “Our mission is to deliver the supplies and bring back any useful intelligence.”
 
   “They turned us into a ferry,” Bryant said, grinding his cigarette out with disgust. “Wasting our time. We should be sinking ships.”
 
   “We’ll be a ferry on this patrol, but we’ll also be making a big difference in the war effort. On sea or land, our job is to make the Japs bleed.”
 
   Charlie nodded. He had no way to know the destination, but he’d already guessed the nature of their mission. 
 
   Hauling supplies wasn’t exactly a plum job. The journey, however, would take them deep into Imperial waters dense with shipping. Regardless of how the orders read, the captain always had discretion. “Sink Japanese shipping” was a standing order in the submarines.
 
   Remembering the exec’s warning, Charlie kept his mouth shut.
 
   Bryant spoke up for him. “That’ll put us right smack in the middle of a lot of shipping. If we see a good target on the way there, we can shoot it, can’t we?”
 
   The captain sat back in his chair and rubbed the back of his neck. “Hard to say. Thoughts?”
 
   Isko, the Filipino steward, refilled their coffee cups.
 
   Lewis said, “If we sink a merchant, the Japs will know we’re there.”
 
   “That’s a risk we take every time we go out there,” Bryant said.
 
   “But this time, the mission is to get these supplies to the guerillas. The mission comes above all other priorities.”
 
   “I’d sure like to see us sink something,” Liebold contributed.
 
   Hunter eyed Charlie. “Feel free to chime in, Harrison. I’m inviting opinions.”
 
   Charlie considered his answer. He remembered something Captain Kane told him back on the 55. In submarine warfare as in chess, never jump on the first good move you see, because there might be a better one.
 
   “We can’t shoot,” he said. “But some opportunities, you just can’t pass up.”
 
   Bryant’s lips tightened into a scowl. “Which means what?”
 
   Hunter said, “It means whether we shoot depends on what we’re shooting at. Exactly my thinking. We’re running very quietly on this one, gentlemen. But if something juicy comes along, we’ll send it to the bottom.”
 
   Bryant: “So what if, say, we find a—”
 
   Lewis smiled through a cloud of smoke. “I think the captain’s made himself quite clear on this point, gentlemen. He’ll be acting on his discretion.”
 
   Charlie nodded and said nothing. It was the best they could hope for, given the mission parameters. Captain Kane had also taught him restraint.
 
   Bryant wouldn’t give it up. “Well, at least after we dump the supplies, we’ll be free to patrol those waters and sink some ships.”
 
   “Ah, no,” Hunter said. “Delivering the supplies was item one. Now to item two. The Japanese have said any Americans who don’t surrender will be killed if they’re caught. Which means we may have some riders on the way home. Refugees. This isn’t just a supply run. It’s also a rescue mission.”


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER SEVEN
 
   FIREHOSE
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Just after sunrise on the second day, Sabertooth banged across the swells 800 miles out from Pearl. There’d be no stopping at Midway to top up fuel and provisions; the mission was too secret, and besides, they weren’t doing an extended patrol. They were going to get the refugees and bring them to Brisbane.
 
   Staying awake by sheer will alone, Charlie stood on the bridge and swept the sea with his binoculars. He saw nothing in the squall. Behind him, the sky lightened over the Pacific as the sun rose, obscured by heavy cloud cover.
 
   A year ago, the Empire of Japan attacked Pearl, the Philippines, and other U.S. territories. Captain Hunter read the crew a short prayer over the 1MC and led a moment of silence to honor the dead.
 
   Right now, back home, people sat in easy chairs, read newspapers, listened to the radio. They were all connected to the war effort, but out here, on the front lines of the Pacific, it was a different world.
 
   Charlie felt very far away from home. The country he was fighting for already seemed a distant memory. So did Evie. However distant America felt, she was worth fighting for. He wanted to think the same of Evie, but he wasn’t sure. It still stung him that she’d moved on so quickly. He knew he was being petulant, but he was a young man still learning to temper himself.
 
   A light cold rain added to his discomfort. Despite his sou’wester hat and oilskins, he was soaked and shivering. At least he was getting something like a bath. The five officers shared a single shower, which they could use just long enough to get wet, though they had it better than the enlisted men, whose shower was stuffed with food. With refugees coming aboard soon, Hunter had banned any showers at all. The water the distillery produced went to the thirsty batteries; the crew drank the water they’d brought with them. If they wanted a bath, they could stand in the rain or throw a bucket overboard and haul up seawater.
 
   Sixty-five men crammed inside a machine … Body odor wasn’t a problem, not with the diesel stink, the reason submariners called their boats “sewer pipes.” After just two days, diesel fumes had gotten into Charlie’s hair, clothes, and pores. Surrounded by foul-mouthed and filthy men with stubbled faces, he was starting to feel like a pirate again.
 
   This was his home now.
 
   The boat changed heading. Charlie checked the time. Right on schedule, Sabertooth zigged to reduce the risk of attack by an enemy submarine.
 
   The time also indicated his watch had finally ended.
 
   Bryant appeared in the hatch and hauled himself out. “Permission to relieve you, Harrison.”
 
   “Permission granted.”
 
   The engineering officer looked around at the weather. “Look at this shit.”
 
   “All sectors clear. No sightings.”
 
   “Yeah, no kidding. See you later.” Bryant grinned. “By the way, when you get down there, report to the exec. He requests the pleasure of your company.”
 
   Charlie bit back a sarcastic reply. The engineering officer was enjoying seeing him get schooled a bit too much. He suspected the big man had a high opinion of himself and could be a bully. Bryant’s barely concealed animosity didn’t amount to much, though. Charlie had bigger problems—namely, how to stay awake as waves of exhaustion passed over him.
 
   He grabbed the ladder rungs, slid past the conning tower, and dropped to the control room deck. Tired and wet, his lookouts followed.
 
   The control room was a small space crowded with wheels, dials, gauges, levers, and labyrinthine piping. Gyro compass, hydraulic manifold, the Christmas tree board with its red and green lights, fathometer, and other systems. The helmsman maneuvered the ship with an annunciator that communicated direction and speed to Maneuvering. Two planesmen manned the big wheels that angled the boat up or down for diving. The manifoldmen controlled the valves that allowed the diving officer to move water into and out of tanks and bilges to maintain the boat’s trim, keeping her level in the water. Beyond them, the number two periscope, radar station, radio shack, and blow and vent manifolds.
 
   Lewis was already there, wearing a cat-that-ate-the-canary smile.
 
   Charlie removed his hat and oilskins and stood dripping. “Reporting to the exec as ordered.”
 
   He’d once thought of the S-55’s crew as industrious rats living inside the guts of a giant machine. A society of more than sixty men living in a space as small as three train boxcars and crammed all around with projecting pipes, valves, and gauges. Sabertooth proved no different. It was a tiny little society in which every man was a specialist. Electricians, machinists, torpedomen, quartermasters, cooks, radiomen, gunners. They had nicknames like Red, Ace, Dollar, Guts, Shorty, Doc. One guy, affectionately called Lazarus, probably had one hell of a story to tell.
 
   To qualify in the submarines, a man had to learn every job on the boat well enough to do it himself. Charlie had done that on the 55, but Sabertooth was no sugar boat. Ever since they’d put to sea, he’d gotten the firehose treatment. Lewis had told him he was requalifying, drawings and notebook and all. When he wasn’t performing his duties, he was learning. As the posters back in Submarine School said, you trained like you fought, and you fought like you trained.
 
   Charlie was bone tired, but he was learning the boat well. And what a boat! Compared to the old 55, Sabertooth was a precision killing machine. She had SD radar, which detected airplanes. The latest SJ radar, which detected surface ships, land masses, and low-flying aircraft up to 10,000 yards. And a topnotch torpedo data computer (TDC), which calculated a firing solution based on bearings and transmitted angles to reliable torpedo gyros.
 
   In short, Sabertooth could detect a surface ship at significant range and fire the latest torpedoes at it with a fair amount of precision. In comparison, fighting on the 55 had been like half-blind bow-and-arrow shooting.
 
   For a guy like Charlie, he felt like the proverbial kid in a candy store. Even so, he prayed the exec would let up on him for a few hours so he could get some sleep. The work had exhausted him beyond the point of endurance.
 
   “Charles, we’re getting close to hostile waters,” Lewis said. “From here on out, we’re going to patrol submerged during the day.”
 
   “Aye, sir.”
 
   “Think you can handle taking her down?”
 
   Charlie grinned. A second wind filled his sails. “I sure can!”
 
   Lewis returned a dry smile. “You sure? You’re not too tired?”
 
   “I’m fit for duty.”
 
   “Then take over as diving officer.” Lewis keyed the 1MC call box. “Rig for dive.” The words blared through the boat. “Clear the bridge.”
 
   Bryant and his lookouts slammed down the ladder. He frowned at the sight of Charlie. The last man called out the hatch was secure.
 
   The exec said into the 1MC, “Dive, dive, dive!”
 
   The klaxon blasted twice. 
 
   “Maneuvering, Control,” Charlie said. “Stop the main engines. Switch to battery power.” Then he glanced at the exec.
 
   Lewis said, “Focus on the dive, Charles.”
 
   The generator, which powered the electric motors that turned Sabertooth’s four screws, switched from the diesel engines to the batteries.
 
   “Rig out the bow planes.”
 
   The blades extended into the sea, ready to angle the boat.
 
   “Manifold, close the main induction.”
 
   The main induction valve, which fed air into the boat, clanged shut. Charlie checked the Christmas tree, which showed green lights across the board; all hull openings were secured. “Pressure in the boat, green board, Exec.”
 
   The telephone talker said, “All compartments report being ready to dive.”
 
   “Air in the banks, shit in the tanks,” Charlie said. They were ready to dive.
 
   Lewis shot him a sharp glance. “Very well. Planes, 200 feet.”
 
   The planesmen turned their wheels in opposite directions. The bow planes rigged to dive, the stern planes angling the boat.
 
   Charlie said, “Manifold, open all main vents.”
 
   The manifoldmen opened the vents to flood the ballast tanks with seawater. The water made the boat heavy, which brought her down in a controlled descent.
 
   Sabertooth slid into the sea with a fifteen-degree downward angle. Charlie’s gut leaped with exhilaration at feeling the boat respond to his command. They were underwater now. He’d dived the 55, but that was nothing compared to the thrill of diving this fleet boat.
 
   “Close all vents,” he said as Sabertooth neared her target depth. “Blow negative.”
 
   The manifoldmen forced air into the flooded negative tank to restore buoyancy. 
 
   He said, “Two hundred feet. Manifold, two-degree up bubble. Planes, twenty-degree rise on the bow planes. Open bulkhead flappers, and start the ventilation.”
 
   “How’s our trim?” Lewis asked.
 
   “We’ve got good trim. Speed, three knots.”
 
   The boat held neutral buoyancy with an even keel.
 
   The executive offer nodded. “You did well, young Charles. You’ll make a fine diving officer by the time I’m done with you.”
 
   A kid in a candy store.
 
   Before Charlie could stop himself, he turned to Lewis and said, “God, I want one of these.”


 
   
  
 




 
   Tambor-class submarine Sabertooth.
 
    [image: ] 


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER EIGHT
 
   A DANGEROUS GAME
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The game was Hearts.
 
   Lewis shuffled the cards. Bryant smoked. Hunter studied his opponents, looking for weakness. The Old Man took his game seriously. Charlie sensed that, for the captain, the game served as a pressure valve. Otherwise, they played for pennies but mostly to pass the time. Sabertooth still had 800 miles before she reached the Philippines.
 
   Charlie played because the captain wanted him to play. He’d interpreted the captain’s invitation as an order. It also distracted him from his claustrophobia, which never really went away. On the Kennedy, he’d never gone green around the gills from the sea’s motion like some sailors. On the 55, however, he learned he hated being underwater. A strange phobia for a submariner, but he endured it.
 
   The radio played music and propaganda from Tokyo. Tokyo Rose nattered:
 
   “Hello, you fighting orphans in the Pacific. How’s tricks? This is after-her-weekend Annie back on the air strictly on the Zero Hour. Reception okay? Well, it had better be, because this is all-requests night, and I’ve got a pretty nice program for my little family, the wandering boneheads of the Pacific Islands. The first request is made by none other than the boss. And guess what? He wants Bonnie Baker in, ‘My Resistance is Low.’ ‘My, what taste you have, sir,’ she said.”
 
   Bryant wistfully eyed the radio. “She’s feisty tonight.”
 
   Lewis started dealing, thirteen cards per player. “Ante up, gentlemen.” 
 
   Charlie passed three high cards to the captain and in return got three stinkers from Bryant.
 
   The captain led with the Two of Clubs. Following suit, Bryant played the King of Clubs, Charlie the Ten of Clubs. Lewis put down the Ace of Clubs and took the trick. In Hearts, everybody tried to dump their high cards early.
 
   The idea was to avoid being forced to take Hearts. Each card was a penalty point. The Queen of Spades was the real villain, however, worth thirteen points.
 
   Hand after hand, the players went at it until the total score for any individual player reached a hundred points. The player with the lowest score won the game.
 
   In Spades, Charlie was down to the Ace, which Bryant had passed to him. When Lewis put down the Three of Spades, he had to play it. Bryant grinned and slapped down the Queen of Spades. Lewis chuckled.
 
   “Sorry about that, buddy,” the engineering officer gloated.
 
   The captain chuckled. “Bad luck, Harrison.”
 
   Charlie was starting to think more than luck was involved. The other officers slammed him with the Queen of Spades every chance they got. When the captain had invited him into their game, Charlie had seen it as a sign of acceptance. Instead, it appeared to be just more hazing. It made him long for the firehose treatment and the endless boat drills, both of which ended once the boat entered hostile waters.
 
   It served as a useful reminder these men weren’t his friends, not really. When he’d boarded the 55, he and Rusty had become fast friends. Now Rusty was at PXO School, and Charlie missed him. He bunked with Liebold, who put up with Charlie’s claustrophobia and didn’t gossip about it. But Liebold still didn’t trust him enough to voice his concerns about Sabertooth.
 
   Lewis dealt again. He passed Charlie the Queen of Spades and guffawed. The others led with Spades until they forced Charlie’s Queen into the open and made him eat the points. Charlie sighed.
 
   Bryant laughed. “No need to commit hara-kiri, Harrison.”
 
   Charlie grit his teeth and put down his next card. He found it strange that his life depended on this man and vice versa, yet they couldn’t stand each other.
 
   The engineering officer said, “Funny story. Turns out one of our auxiliarymen is from the S-55. A big ape named Braddock. He said the lieutenant here got left topside during a dive and almost had to swim home.”
 
   Lewis guffawed, though it was with sympathy. Hunter shook his head.
 
   “Do you know what the captain said? He said, ‘You may be sorry you signed up for the submarines, son, but there’s no need to commit hara-kiri.’”
 
   The men had a good laugh at that.
 
   Bryant said, “That’s what they called him on the 55. Hara-kiri. Ironic the captain called you that, seeing how he ended up.” He shook his head with disbelief. “Attacking Rabaul with an old beat-up S-boat.”
 
   Hunter and Lewis stiffened. Charlie fought hard to control himself. He said, “Captain Kane was twice the man you’ll ever be, Bryant. So shut your mouth before I shut it for you.”
 
   “Easy, fellas,” Lewis warned.
 
   “I didn’t mean any offense,” Bryant protested.
 
   “You can give me the usual shit you give the new guy around here, but don’t disrespect a dead man who gave his life for his country.”
 
   Bryant was Charlie’s height but twice his width. “Or you’ll do what?”
 
   “Enough,” Hunter said, his face reddening. “Deal the next hand, Walt.”
 
   “This is what I’ve been talking about, Captain,” the exec said as he dealt the cards.
 
   “We talked it to death. The buck stops with me.”
 
   “A captain’s only as good as his crew.” He shot a sharp glance at Bryant and then Charlie. “Ask me, the whole barrel’s rotten.”
 
   “We’ll do better next time.” Hunter forced a smile. “Like you, Harrison, eh?”
 
   “Yes, sir,” Charlie said, surprised by the exchange. Was the exec blaming Sabertooth’s bad luck on the crew? Was Hunter blaming himself? “My luck’s bound to turn around sometime.”
 
   “A good player makes his own luck. A good player never blames it.” Hunter’s smile became more genuine. “You’ve taken your beating well.”
 
   “It’s just a game, sir.”
 
   “It’s never just a game. Something every man learns sooner or later.”
 
   The play resumed. Lewis led with Clubs, and the rest followed suit. Bryant took the first trick.
 
   On the next trick, Bryant put down the King of Spades.
 
   Hunter dropped the Queen of Spades on top of it, dumping points on the engineering officer. “Right or wrong, never disrespect a captain. Something else a man should learn.”
 
   Charlie suppressed a smile. The hazing, it seemed, was over.


 
   
  
 




 
   Path of Sabertooth from Pearl to Mindanao, December 5-14, 1942.
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   CHAPTER NINE
 
   THE CONVOY
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Charlie swept the surface with Sabertooth’s periscope. Under thick clouds, strong winds drove the anxious sea. Otherwise, he saw nothing. Still, he felt satisfied. Sabertooth was close to Japanese shipping lanes now, which promised action.
 
   “Down scope,” he said. “Planes, 200 feet.”
 
   “Two hundred feet, aye, Mr. Harrison.”
 
   Charlie loved periscope watch. It was the closest he got to tasting command.
 
   The yeoman said, “Mr. Harrison?”
 
   “What do you need, Yeo?”
 
   “Me and some of the other guys were wondering what it was like. When the 55 sank the Mizukaze. Did the exec really try to take him by boarding?”
 
   Some of the men turned their heads to hear what he had to say. After more than a week at sea, they were a motley crew. Blue shirts and dungarees smudged with diesel oil. Some stripped down to their skivvy shirts in the heat. All sported stubble and beards.
 
   They were pirates, and now they looked the part.
 
   He remembered listening to the 55’s crew describe what it had been like at Cavite during the bombing. Now he was the one with the story to tell. And what a story.
 
   “The Mizukaze had already wiped out most of the gun crew. Then he scored a hit on our sail that took out the bridge and conning tower. We were dead in the water. He rammed us but ended up riding up over the deck.”
 
   The men stared at him, mouths hanging open.
 
   “The exec came out the weapons hatch with about half the crew and yelled, ‘I’m taking that ship.’”
 
   They grinned at that.
 
   In his mind’s eye, Charlie saw Reynolds plummet into the sea. “He …”
 
   “Control, Sound,” the soundman said. “Multiple screws, north by northwest.”
 
   Charlie shook his head to get rid of the memory. “Bearing?”
 
   “Bearing, one-nine-oh. Heavy and light screws. Estimated range, about 9,000 yards.”
 
   A convoy! Charlie thought. That, or a battle group. “Let’s have a look. Planes, sixty-five feet.”
 
   When the boat leveled off at periscope depth, he ordered, “Up scope.”
 
   He bent his knees and rose with the four-inch number one periscope. A burst of cold water splashed his hair and shoulders, but he barely noticed. He hugged the scope with his left arm and gripped the handle with his other hand. Then he circled to make sure there was nothing up there that could get a jump on him.
 
   No ships or planes. Nothing but a rolling carpet of whitecaps. Every few seconds, a wave washed over the scope. With only a little scope showing, it would be hard to spot in these seas.
 
   The soundman said, “Estimated speed on the heavy screws is ten knots.”
 
   Charlie zeroed on the enemy ship’s bearing and made out a dark smudge in the gloom. A trail of smoke. He flipped the scope to six-time magnification and adjusted the focus. Then he saw it.
 
   Christ, it was big.
 
   “I’ve got eyes on a Jap ship,” he told the control room. “I’ve never seen one like it.” He centered the periscope’s crosshairs on the smokestack and whispered, “Boom.”
 
   He described the ship to Gibson, the quartermaster. Gibson checked the submarine’s reference book of Japanese merchant ships. 
 
   “Sounds like a whale factory, Mr. Harrison,” the quartermaster said. “Maybe converted to military use. Sixteen thousand tons.”
 
   “Makes a nice fat target, doesn’t it, Gibson?”
 
   The quartermaster grinned. He was an old-timer in the submarines and lived for them, the kind of guy who had diesel in his veins. “Certainly, sir.”
 
   Charlie read the stadimeter, which estimated range based on the ship’s height above the waterline. “I’ve got the range at 9,000 yards.” Another ship came into view. “Yeo, wake the captain and tell him we’ve spotted a convoy.”
 
   “Aye, aye, Mr. Harrison.” The yeoman hustled off.
 
   Charlie returned to the eyepiece and settled in. He guessed the second ship in line was a freighter. If the target had a single mast, it was usually a warship. More than one, likely a merchant. If the masts were spaced close together, it was probably a freighter or tanker.
 
   He described the ship in as much detail as possible.
 
   “Pretty sure that’s the Kushiro Maru,” Gibson told him after consulting the reference book. “He’s a freighter. Seven thousand tons.”
 
   After that, Charlie spotted a troop transport. Then a tanker, another freighter, and the escort. One, no, two ships. Chidori torpedo boats, submarine killers capable of speeds over thirty knots. Equipped with guns, sonar, good torpedoes, and thirty-six depth charges each.
 
   “Down scope! Helm, come left to two-two-oh.”
 
   “Come left to two-two-oh, aye, sir.” The helmsman turned the annunciator. The controller responded with a bell chime.
 
   There’d be hell to pay with those Chidoris, but they had a good setup, and that convoy was a beautiful target.
 
   Hunter arrived buttoning his shirt. “What have you found for me, Harrison? Up scope!”
 
   Charlie stepped aside to allow the captain to circle three times, checking for hazards. Hunter settled on the convoy’s bearing and whistled.
 
   Charlie frowned; did he smell brandy on the captain’s breath? “I’ve put us on an intercept course, bearing two-two-oh.”
 
   “Yup.” Hunter chewed his beard. “Down scope.”
 
   Charlie forced himself to shut up. Wait. Attack. Run. It was the skipper’s call. The seconds ticked by. The men in the control room tensed, waiting for the order.
 
   “Battle stations, torpedo,” Hunter said.
 
   Charlie smiled as the battle stations alarm honked throughout the submarine.
 
   Gibson announced over the 1MC, “Battle stations, torpedo.”
 
   Across the boat, all hands rushed to stations. The control room lights extinguished, replaced by red lighting that enhanced night vision.
 
   “Harrison, take over tracking from Gibson,” Hunter said.
 
   “Aye, aye, Captain!”
 
   Hunter shook his head at Charlie’s enthusiasm. “Helm, all ahead full. Steady as she goes.”
 
   “All ahead full, aye, Captain,” the helmsman said.
 
   Lewis and Liebold arrived. Liebold took his station near the TDC.
 
   “What’s the play, Skipper?” Lewis asked.
 
   Hunter kept his face pressed against the scope’s eyepiece. “Don’t know yet, Walt.”
 
   “If we attack, they’ll know we’re here.”
 
   The captain clapped the scope’s handles back into place. “Down scope.”
 
   Feeling anxious, Charlie glanced at the man. Sabertooth should attack these ships with everything she had. That’s why they were here!
 
   Hunter said, “Sound, keep those bearings coming on the heavy screws.”
 
   “Bearing, one-nine-five, one-night-five, one-nine-five and a half—”
 
   Charlie continued plotting the positions of the submarine and the convoy. He spared a quick glance at the men in the control room. He could feel them coming together for the attack. Becoming part of a complex machine designed to kill ships.
 
   The convoy zigzagged in an irregular pattern, but Charlie had their base course in hand. He was starting to piece it together. In about two minutes, the merchants in the convoy would likely zig to port.
 
   Lewis eyed the captain. “Skipper?”
 
   “Yeah,” Hunter grunted.
 
   Charlie sensed a change in atmosphere. He looked up and saw the exec give a pointed glance at the attack periscope. They should be getting visual bearing, range, angle on the bow.
 
   “Two Chidoris up there,” the captain said. “You know our lousy luck. I hate to let this convoy go, but it’s too much risk to the mission.”
 
   Charlie’s heart sank. He couldn’t believe his ears.
 
   Hunter said, “Helm, come left to two-double-oh. Secure from battle stations.”
 
   Sabertooth cruised on without taking a single shot.


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER TEN
 
   THE CAPTAIN’S CALL
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   His duties completed, Charlie stormed back to his tiny room and threw himself on his rack. He hugged his pillow to his face and let loose a string of obscenities.
 
   “What the hell am I doing here?” he raged.
 
   Liebold entered the room. “Jesus, look at you. Claustrophobia come back?”
 
   Charlie flung the pillow aside. “I think I figured out the source of Sabertooth’s bad luck. I think the captain’s lost his nerve.”
 
   Liebold crouched and sighed. “Maybe.”
 
   “Come on. You were there. You saw it.”
 
   “It’s easy for us to criticize. There were a lot of factors.”
 
   “He didn’t even try!”
 
   Liebold said nothing for a while. Finally, he said, “Guess how many torpedo attacks sink a Jap ship. Take a wild guess.”
 
   The question surprised him. He knew the rule of thumb. A salvo of three torpedoes fired at a range of a thousand yards had an 80 +/-10 percent chance of hitting a decent-sized target. It was why they fired a spread instead of a single torpedo. It improved the odds.
 
   But many attacks involved engaging targets at long range. And the target’s bearing and speed estimates weren’t always accurate.
 
   “More than half,” he ventured.
 
   “Try around one in ten, Charlie.”
 
   He whistled, forgetting his anger. “Wow. They all miss?”
 
   “Maybe.”
 
   Charlie thought about the number of variables involved in a torpedo attack. Range, bearing, speed, angle on the bow. All these values had to be accurately pegged for the TDC to produce a good firing solution. The gyros that guided the torpedoes had to work. The torpedoes themselves had many mechanisms that each had to do their job perfectly.
 
   Liebold said, “I met a junior officer in Darwin who served on the Seawolf. Fred Warder commanded her, and talk about a skipper with balls; he had ’em. At Luzon, he slipped past a destroyer guarding a harbor. Spotted a seaplane tender tied up and waiting like a sitting duck. He conned the boat for a straight bow shot and fired four torpedoes at 3,800 yards. Nothing. He backed off a bit and fired another four at him from the stern tubes. Nothing.”
 
   Charlie sat up in his bunk. He couldn’t believe it. “He completely flubbed it.”
 
   “You think so, huh?”
 
   “He missed a big target that wasn’t moving with eight torpedoes.”
 
   “That’s right.”
 
   He thought about it. It wasn’t the speed, as the target wasn’t moving. It was a straight bow shot, and they’d observed the torpedoes going in; the TDC and gyros worked. “Maybe the Jap ships have a shallower draft than we think they have.”
 
   “Some captains think that. But that’s not it.”
 
   “You’re not telling me something. Did he flub it or not? What do you think?”
 
   “I think our torpedoes don’t work.”
 
   Charlie stared at him and said, “Christ, you can’t be serious about that.”
 
   “On the 55, you used the old Mark 10s, right?”
 
   “Yeah. They didn’t pack enough TNT to sink a lot of ships. The gyros stuck. Some went erratic. We fired a lot of duds.”
 
   “But they generally worked. The Mark 14s we use don’t. I think they’re rotten, and I’m not talking a few apples. I’m saying the whole damn barrel.”
 
   Charlie couldn’t believe it. He remembered how everybody on the S-55 envied the fleet boats for having the Mark 14. The torpedoes weren’t as good as what the Japanese and Germans had, but in the American Navy, they were state of the art. The Mark 14 weighed more than one and a half tons, including 700 pounds of explosive. The fish traveled up to 4,500 yards at forty-six knots or twice that at about thirty knots.
 
   While the Mark 10 detonated on contact, the Mark 14 had a magnetic exploder. That way, it could be fired under the lightly armored keel of a battleship and blow up on contact with the ship’s magnetic field. The explosion broke the ship’s back and sent it straight to the bottom.
 
   Instead of doing that, the torpedoes tended to explode before they reached their targets. Liebold told him wasn’t the only problem with the Mark 14s.
 
   “Let me tell you about another captain I heard about. Captain Tyrrell Jacobs, commander of the Sargo. Before the war, he served at the Bureau of Ordnance, so he understood how the torpedoes were designed. After some misses, he knew something was wrong. He disabled the magnetic exploder but kept missing. He believed the torpedoes were running deeper than they were supposed to run.”
 
   And they had yet another problem. When the Mark 14 hit a target dead on, it failed to explode. Possibly a design flaw in the firing pin. Liebold told him how Sabertooth had struck three targets with torpedoes on previous patrols, only to hear a jarring thud and nothing more.
 
   “Damn.” Charlie shook his head. “If you’re right, why don’t they just fix the lousy torpedoes?”
 
   Liebold shrugged. “Who knows? The captains complain, but nothing happens.”
 
   “I’ll tell you why. It’s the Navy. Once the Navy comes up with an idea it thinks is the right one, it only accepts results that support that idea.”
 
   “Makes sense. The Bureau of Ordnance blames the commanders. Any shit the skippers throw at the Mark 14 rolls right back downhill on them.”
 
   “All right. But it sounds like there are workarounds. Why doesn’t Hunter modify the torpedoes and shoot them shallow at an oblique angle?”
 
   “You know that’s against regulations,” Liebold said. “It’s also damned risky to fool around with $10,000 torpedoes that could blow up in your face. And I’m not sure Hunter believes the torpedoes are the problem anyway. I think he blames himself.”
 
   “Damn.”
 
   “We’re shooting blanks half the time. It’s enough to make a man like the skipper second-guess himself. That’s what you saw today.”
 
   Charlie nodded. It would. He understood now.
 
   Liebold went on, “I’m trusting you a heck of a lot by telling you all this, Charlie. Just as you trusted me with your doubts about the Old Man.”
 
   “I won’t say a word, I promise.”
 
   “Do yourself a favor and watch your back on this boat. Walt Lewis loves the captain. He blames the crew for our record. Get on his bad side, and he’ll hang that failed attack on your plotting. Understand?”
 
   “For Pete’s sake,” Charlie said. “I thought the Japs were the enemy.”
 
   “Speaking of which, watch your back around Bryant too.”
 
   “Him, I can’t figure out. Why does he have it in for me?”
 
   “That’s an easy one. Bryant thinks he should be captain. Then some hotshot comes aboard and reminds him of everything he’s not. Somebody who’s senior to him but has less experience.”
 
   Charlie thought about it. “What about Hunter? Does he have it in for me too?”
 
   “Him, least of all, I’d think. But he’s under a ton of pressure. Just make it clear you’re on his team. See what I mean about loose lips getting you in trouble around here?”
 
   “You weren’t kidding.” Charlie studied the man’s face. “What about you, Jack? Can I count on you?”
 
   Liebold’s face fell. Charlie immediately regretted asking him that. The man already showed him trust; no, Liebold was probably the only friend he had on this boat. He added quickly, “Sorry. That was a dumb thing to say.”
 
   “You want the honest truth? Charlie, sometimes I can’t even stand to look at you.”
 
   Charlie didn’t know what to say. He just stared. Finally, he sputtered, “Why’d you say that? What did I ever do to you?”
 
   The man’s face twisted into a mask of bitterness. “You showed me what’s possible, that’s what. The things you did in the Solomons in an old sugar boat! The things you saw. What you survived. The victories. Goddamn, what I wouldn’t give to have been there! Now you’re here, and nothing’s going to change. We’ve got a great boat, a great crew, and a captain who knows what he’s doing. But with these torpedoes, most of the time, when we shoot, we’re just drilling holes in the water!”
 
   “The war’s not going to end anytime soon, Jack. They’ll figure it out.”
 
   “If we live that long! You showed me what can be done with working torpedoes and the right amount of guts. We should all be getting the same results. With this boat, who knows what we could do? But I’ve got the feeling your patrol was the oddity, Charlie, not us. We’re what’s normal.”
 
   “We could do something about it,” Charlie ventured. “The torpedoes.”
 
   “What can we do? This is how things are, pal. Until they change, you and me, we’ve just got to deal with it.” Liebold sighed. “You want some advice?”
 
   “Sure.”
 
   “Stop trying to win the war and just do your damn job.”
 
   Charlie couldn’t shake the belief they should be one and the same.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER ELEVEN
 
   HARA-KIRI
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Charlie lay on his bunk listening to Liebold snore in the bed above him. His exhausted body craved sleep, but his mind was running.
 
   Evie’s refusal, the hazing, the secrets, the grinding work, the tension of waiting. None of it compared to the agony of passing up that convoy.
 
   He put up with all of it, had volunteered for such hazardous duty in the first place, just to take down ships. Ships the captain allowed to steam right past.
 
   Liebold was wrong. This wasn’t just a job to him; it was war. Christ, if it were just a job, he would have stayed home in Tiburon, working a full day and coming home to Evie every night. Not out here, giving up everything to risk his life at the edge of the world.
 
   If the Navy couldn’t give them torpedoes that worked, why were they bothering? Maybe Liebold was onto something after all.
 
   It smacked of giving up, though, and Charlie couldn’t do that.
 
   Reading Rusty Grady’s latest letters from PXO School, he tried to find his center. His friend was doing well and would be assigned as exec of his own boat soon. Rusty had proved time and again wise beyond his years. He’d been right about so many things. Not least of which was how Charlie, in his zeal to find himself in war, had blown it with a great woman and lost a chance to find out who he truly was. One thing Rusty said had always stuck in his craw, however.
 
   On the way to Rabaul, he’d said Charlie had a death wish. Not a conscious wish, but it was there. The foolish desire of young men to be tested in battle. There might have been some truth to that. He wasn’t sure. For him, the war was a personal contest, not just a duel of nations.
 
   But this, steaming into Japanese waters with broke-dick torpedoes. That struck Charlie as a true death wish. What were they doing here?
 
   He opened his eyes. The room seemed to have shrunk. Goddamn. He didn’t need that too. The submarine sometimes made him feel buried alive. The strange, nagging thought that the complex machinery keeping her afloat would fail, and they’d plunge straight to the bottom, gasping for air until they all died in this ugly metal tomb.
 
   Or worse, that the massive pressures of the ocean would succeed and pour into the boat.
 
   He had to move. Head swirling, Charlie rolled off his rack to visit the head. Another bonus of serving in a fleet boat—stainless steel toilets. The ceramic toilets on the 55 had been reduced to shards and dust during the fight with the Mizukaze.
 
   Except this one, he noted with a sigh, refused to flush. It took eighteen steps just to work the damn thing, and now it wouldn’t flush.
 
   He found Bryant in the motor room with some auxiliarymen. They huddled around the access doors of one of the massive diesel engines.
 
   Bryant scowled at Charlie. “We’re kind of busy here, Harrison.”
 
   “The officers’ head needs to be repaired.”
 
   “Drop a torpedo on it, did you?”
 
   The auxiliarymen turned away to hide their grins.
 
   Charlie didn’t feel like playing. “Whenever you can get to it.”
 
   “How about you get to it, hotshot?”
 
   “Me?”
 
   “I’ve got my hands full with a broken piston rod. Next time we surface, I’d rather have all four mains online than a working shitter, wouldn’t you? Pick your man to do the work. Unless you’d rather fix this engine. I’d be happy to switch places with you.”
 
   Charlie growled, “I’ll take care of it.”
 
   “Yippee! Maybe Uncle Charlie will give you another medal.”
 
   He left the laughing men and headed to the darkened enlisted men’s quarters. A group of off-duty sailors played a loud craps game on the floor between the rows of triple bunks. The men quieted at the sight of him.
 
   Charlie knew exactly who he wanted. “Where’s John Braddock?”
 
   He found the machinist lying in his bunk. The big man opened one glaring eye. “Fancy seeing you here among the serfs, Lieutenant.”
 
   “I knew I’d find you dogging it. Come on. I’ve got an emergency.”
 
   “You always do, sir. They seem to follow you around. All right, let’s go.”
 
   As Braddock gathered his tools, Charlie wondered why the man always gave him hell. Braddock had hazed him a bit on the S-55, true. Given him attitude at every opportunity. But together, they’d fixed the oil leak that allowed the Mizukaze to track the boat. They’d fought together on the 55’s bloody deck. Fired the final round that sank him. One might think they would have bonded over an experience like that.
 
   But Braddock was Braddock, and such things didn’t happen in Braddock’s world. Some guys are a natural-born pain in the ass. Built like a gorilla with a brain to match. With his claustrophobia pressing against his chest, Charlie almost wanted to scrap with the jerk. But he’d already decided not to take the man’s crap personally.
 
   Speaking of crap, Charlie had a special mission for him.
 
   Braddock bagged his tools and followed him to the officers’ head.
 
   And scowled. “You want me to fix your broke-dick toilet.”
 
   “Yup.”
 
   “That’s the emergency?”
 
   “Yup.”
 
   The man sighed. “Another fine Navy day.”
 
   “Don’t be so down about it, Braddock. I mean, there’s no need to commit hara-kiri or anything.”
 
   The machinist’s mate smiled and got to work.
 
   Charlie left him to it and returned to his bunk feeling light as a feather.
 
   He remembered Rusty saying something else that turned out to be true. It was the little things that got you through a war. The little things.
 
   He slept like a baby.


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER TWELVE
 
   THE FORTRESS
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Charlie awoke to the 1MC blaring, “Battle stations, torpedo!”
 
   Liebold was already on his way out the door. “Come on! Let’s go!”
 
   The general alarm bonged throughout the submarine. Charlie pulled on his sandals and rushed to the control room. He joined Bryant at the plotting table.
 
   The engineering officer said, “We found the Fortress!”
 
   Charlie stared at the plot, rubbing sleep out of his eyes. “What?”
 
   “Yosai. Jap for ‘fortress,’ right? Soryu-class aircraft carrier. Eighteen thousand tons, carries seventy-five planes. Ring any bells, hotshot?”
 
   “God,” Charlie said.
 
   They’d found a carrier battle group.
 
   And not just any carrier. Yosai was one of the biggest aircraft carriers in the Imperial Japanese Navy, or IJN. That ship’s planes had rained hell on Pearl.
 
   At Midway, American planes had sunk four of the IJN’s heavy aircraft carriers. They only had three left capable of major offensive operations. Yosai was one of them.
 
   “What are these other ships?” Charlie asked.
 
   Bryant pointed to a dot on the plot. “Pachinko, a Zuiho-class light carrier, 11,000 tons, thirty planes. Originally built as a submarine tender and later converted to a carrier. The other ships are two heavy cruisers, six destroyers.”
 
   Charlie whistled. Six destroyers! That was a lot of tin.
 
   “Helm, left full rudder,” Hunter said. “Come to three-double-oh.”
 
   The captain was conning Sabertooth onto the enemy’s track.
 
   “He’s going to attack this time,” Charlie said.
 
   Bryant said, “It’s like you were saying, Harrison. Some opportunities, you can’t pass up.”
 
   Hunter said, “Let’s do this right, boys. We put Yosai down, Uncle Charlie’s going to buy us all a case of beer.”
 
   The men chuckled. Admiral Lockwood would certainly be delighted.
 
   Charlie gaped at the captain with a growing sense of unease in his gut. Normally, he’d jump out of his skin at the prospect of taking a crack at a carrier. After hearing what Liebold had said about the lousy torpedoes, though, he had a bad feeling about the attack.
 
   Charlie glanced at the torpedo officer, who stood near the TDC, which was warming up. They made eye contact. The torpedo officer offered him a sad smile.
 
   “Hey,” Bryant said. “Do your damn job, Harrison.”
 
   Charlie snapped out of it. Whatever was about to happen, these men depended on him with their lives.
 
   The engineering officer shook his head. “I didn’t think hotshots got scared.”
 
   “Up scope!” Hunter said. He rotated the periscope to make sure there were no ships nearby and then turned toward the target bearing. “I’ve got him in my sights. A handsome devil, our Yosai. I can see the planes on his decks. Sailors in white uniforms. Hey, Walt, I’m looking at two Japs saluting each other. The Jap sailors all know karate, did you know that?”
 
   “I did not, Skipper,” Lewis said, though his smile suggested this might be an old routine.
 
   “Every time they salute, they knock themselves overboard.”
 
   The men laughed.
 
   Hunter said, “Bearing! Mark!”
 
   “Bearing, oh-five-oh!” Lewis called out from the other side of the periscope, reading off the bearing ring on the shaft.
 
   The TDC operator fed the bearing into the TDC.
 
   “Range! Mark!”
 
   “Range, 3,900 yards!”
 
   “Angle on the bow, oh-four-oh port! Speed, thirty knots! Down scope!”
 
   The TDC operator cranked the computer’s dials. For a submarine to shoot a torpedo and strike a moving object, the captain had to know bearing, range, angle on the bow, and speed.
 
   Most attacks failed due to errors in the approach. This was where an experienced crew proved its mettle, by quickly and accurately assessing the target.
 
   Hunter went to the table and stared at the plot while the soundman called out bearings. “Liebold!”
 
   “Captain?”
 
   “We’ll fire a spread of four fish at Yosai.”
 
   “Aye, aye, Captain,” Liebold said.
 
   “All compartments, rig for depth charge. Rig for silent running.”
 
   With so many tin cans on the surface, he was expecting to catch hell. The crew turned off the ventilation blowers and refrigerator motors. They put the helm and the planes on manual control. All nonessential personnel reported to their bunks. Loud thuds echoed through the boat as sailors shut and dogged the watertight doors. All unnecessary lights went out.
 
   The telephone talker said, “All compartments report rigged for depth charge. Rigged for silent running.”
 
   “Very well. How long until he comes, Harrison?”
 
   Charlie did a quick calculation. “Six minutes, fifteen seconds. He zigged eight minutes ago, at twelve minutes. Another zig due in about two minutes, at fourteen minutes. Probably to port.”
 
   “Distance to the track?”
 
   “Three thousand yards.”
 
   Together, they worked out the final approach. With the air-conditioning turned off, the boat’s temperature climbed steadily.
 
   Bryant tapped the plot. “Recommend we take him here, sir.”
 
   “No.” Charlie pointed to another location. “Here.”
 
   “Do it like this, and we can get more way.” The boat could shoot at a closer range. “It’s the normal approach course.”
 
   Charlie shook his head. “Not the way they’re zigging. We’ll end up shooting up the skirt, Captain.” 
 
   They’d be shooting at Yosai’s stern, a harder target to hit.
 
   “We can hit him broadside here at 2,400 yards,” Charlie said.
 
   The captain chewed the inside of his lip. “Helm, come left to two-nine-five.”
 
   “Come left to two-nine-five, aye, Captain.”
 
   Bryant scowled. Charlie didn’t care. This wasn’t about winning whatever big-dick contest the engineering officer imagined they were having. This was life and death. This was war. With six destroyers and two cruisers on the surface, they were all about to get the worst beating they’d ever taken in their lives.
 
   First, he wanted to sink that aircraft carrier.
 
   The soundman said, “A ship in the port screen is coming right at us, Captain.”
 
   Charlie growled. If the destroyers detected Sabertooth before she could take her shot, they’d get their beating without doing anything.
 
   Hunter returned to the periscope. “Up scope! I’ve got him. Bearing, mark! Range, mark! Angle on the bow, double-oh-eight port. Down scope! Sound, keep the bearings coming on that escort.”
 
   The soundman focused on the destroyer’s high-speed light screws bearing down on Sabertooth. “Oh-four-four, oh-four-four, oh-four-four and a half, oh-four-four and a half, oh-four-five—”
 
   whoosh whoosh whoosh whoosh
 
   The men gaped at the overhead bulkhead as the thrash of the destroyer’s screws flooded the boat. They collectively held their breath.
 
   “Oh-four-five and a half—I’ve lost him, Captain.”
 
   The sound was all over the dial. The soundman had lost his fix. Charlie listened to the bang and churn of machinery as the destroyer passed close aboard.
 
   But no depth charges. No echo ranging. The Japanese still didn’t know they were there. Charlie remembered to breathe and let out a relieved sigh.
 
   The destroyer was out of the way. Now they could focus on their quarry again.
 
   “Sound, pick up the carrier,” Hunter said. “Bearing oh-four-oh.”
 
   “Aye, Captain.” A moment later: “Heavy screws, bearing oh-four-two.”
 
   Charlie wiped sweat from his eyes. The control room was getting hotter by the minute. He looked up and realized the captain was eyeballing him. 
 
   Hunter smiled and said, “Ready to make history, Harrison?”
 
   Despite his bravado, the man’s eyes told the real story. Hunter didn’t believe the torpedoes worked right either. There was a good chance they were going to do nothing more than shoot holes in the water. Mark a nice, neat trail leading straight to their position.
 
   Then they’d lose the initiative, and the destroyers would hammer them.
 
   No sane man would go up against such an enemy with torpedoes that didn’t work. This wasn’t an attack. It was flirting with suicide.
 
   Talk about a death wish.
 
   But some opportunities, you just can’t pass up. As a submarine commander, Hunter had to try. The man was under enormous pressure, and only half of it came from the Japanese. He had to produce results or let another man take his place.
 
   There was still a chance, Charlie told himself. Sometimes, the torpedoes worked. One out of ten attacks succeeded, Liebold had said. Long odds, but there was a chance.
 
   “Yes, sir,” Charlie said. “We can do this.” He looked at the plot and did a final mental calculation. “We’re set up. Shoot anytime.”
 
   The captain nodded and returned to his station. “Up scope.” He rose with the periscope, eye glued to the piece. “I’ve got him. He’s coming on. Forward room, order of tubes is one, two, three, four. Make ready the tubes.”
 
   “Depth and speed, Captain?”
 
   “Set depth at fourteen feet. High speed.”
 
   Charlie caught Liebold’s eye. Liebold shook his head. He held a stopwatch.
 
   The tubes flooded with seawater. The outer doors opened with a thump. This was it.
 
   The captain said, “Forward room, stand by … Final bearing, mark!”
 
   “Set!” Liebold said. The firing solution matched.
 
   The TDC operator locked in the data. The TDC transmitted the firing angles to the torpedo gyros.
 
   Hunter: “Fire one!”
 
   Liebold pressed the plunger on the firing panel. “Firing one!”
 
   Forced air burst at a pressure of 1,600 pounds per inch to launch the torpedo out of its tube. The boat shuddered as one and a half tons of metal and explosives pushed away and raced toward the target.
 
   Liebold watched eight seconds tick by on his stopwatch and punched the second plunger. “Firing two!”
 
   Then: “Firing three!”
 
   Then: “Firing four!”
 
   The four torpedoes streaked toward the distant IJN carrier.
 
   A cathartic moment for the crew, but it only lasted a moment. The tension quickly returned as they waited for the fish to strike home.
 
   “Bow planes, two-degrees down angle,” Lewis said. The sudden exit of so much weight had played hell with the boat’s trim. “All ahead two-thirds.”
 
   “Secure the forward tubes,” Hunter said. “Sound, stay on those puppies.”
 
   The soundman reported, “All torpedoes running hot, straight, and normal.”
 
   “Very well.” The captain clenched his fist and hissed, “Come on. Do it.”
 
   Liebold: “Ninety seconds to impact.”
 
   The second cathartic moment was coming. The moment the first torpedo burst and broke a hole in Yosai’s armor, exposing its innards to the sea.
 
   The quartermaster counted off the seconds. “Twenty-nine, thirty—”
 
   The boat shook as a hollow boom spread through the water and struck the hull, ringing it like a gong.
 
   The captain went rigid at the periscope. “That was a premature. A nice big warning for the Japs.”
 
   And a dinner bell. The torpedo wakes converged where supper was served.
 
   Hunter said, “Japs are running all over the deck. They’re pointing at the explosion. Yosai is turning hard to starboard to evade.”
 
   Lewis said, “The escorts, Skipper! Where are they?”
 
   The captain turned from the periscope and cried, “Dive, dive, dive!”


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER THIRTEEN
 
   THE SEESAW
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Crash dive. The diving alarm sounded. Charlie grabbed hold of a section of overhead piping as the boat angled to go deep fast.
 
   “Flood negative!” Hunter said. “Take her down, down, down!”
 
   The soundman called out, “Light screws! Bearing—”
 
   Doing his job, but he needn’t have bothered. They all heard the destroyers coming fast, their screws beating the water.
 
   whoosh whoosh whoosh whoosh
 
   “Right full rudder! All ahead, flank!”
 
   The quartermaster continued counting off the seconds before torpedo impact. “One hundred—”
 
   Hunter said, “Belay that counting.”
 
   The other three torpedoes had missed.
 
   He glared at the bulkhead above his head. “We blew it. Now it’s their turn.” The captain had missed a golden opportunity. He sagged, hands on his hips, head down. He looked like a broken man.
 
   Bryant paled as the enemy screws got louder. “We should have taken the normal approach course.”
 
   “Shut your trap,” Charlie said with disgust.
 
   “Whatever you say, hotshot. We’re in for it now. We’re dead.”
 
   Hunter had done the best he could with what he had, and Bryant knew it. The damn torpedo had exploded prematurely. Yosai had turned to starboard and evaded the other three.
 
   Liebold was right; the torpedoes were rotten.
 
   It wasn’t the captain’s fault, but Charlie knew the captain didn’t see it that way. He didn’t blame the torpedoes or just bad luck. Hunter believed a man made his own luck, and he never blamed the game even if it were rigged against him.
 
   The captain had made one big mistake, though. He’d stayed in position, periscope raised, to watch his fish hit Yosai. With all that tin on the surface, Charlie would have pulled the plug as soon as his fish were in the water.
 
   Maybe Hunter had wanted to see for himself if the torpedoes worked or if he was simply screwing up. Maybe he’d just wanted the personal satisfaction of seeing Yosai hit. Charlie didn’t know. But they’d lost precious seconds getting the hell out of there.
 
   “Passing ninety feet,” Lewis said.
 
   “Very well.” Hunter was still looking at the bulkhead. Waiting for hell.
 
   whoosh whoosh whoosh whoosh
 
   Two destroyers straddled Sabertooth’s last known position.
 
   Charlie took a deep breath and held it.
 
   The soundman hissed: “Splashes!”
 
   A single depth charge: Click-WHAAAMMM!
 
   Water hammer rang the hull like a gunshot.
 
   WHAAAMMM! WHAAAMMM!
 
   Charlie grimaced as the boat shook from the impacts. The men in the control room kept their heads down. Each stared at some fixed point, avoiding eye contact. Withdrawing to some internal place until it was all over.
 
   He had a feeling that, no matter how many times he went through this, he’d never get used to it. He grimaced again as the booms pounded his eardrums.
 
   WHAAAMMM! WHAAAMMM!
 
   The hull shuddered. The cork insulation coughed swirling dust clouds into the red light. Paint chips flew from the bulkheads. Gauges broke with a tinkle of glass. A hydraulic line burst, pouring water down the bulkhead.
 
   “Rudder amidships!” Hunter ordered.
 
   “Rudder amidships, aye, Captain!” the helmsman responded.
 
   The destroyers were using sonar now. They broadcast sonic energy, looking for a reflection from the American submarine’s hull.
 
   Ping … ping … ping
 
   The ghostly pings drummed through the boat like a form of Chinese water torture. The frequency increased.
 
   The Japanese had them.
 
   WHAAAMMM! WHAAAMMM! WHAAAMMM—
 
   The barrage of seven depth charges blasted close aboard like rolling thunder. One moment, the men stood glumly at their stations like prisoners awaiting execution. The next moment, havoc. The deck heaved as Sabertooth rolled to starboard. Charlie held on as men flew across the control room.
 
   Something banged and scraped along the hull. Metal shrieked against metal.
 
   “Jesus Christ!” Liebold cried. Like Charlie, he knew what the sound meant.
 
   A depth charge had tumbled against the boat.
 
   Keeping going, Charlie prayed. Just keep—
 
   The grating sound stopped.
 
   God, that was close—
 
   WHAAAMMM!
 
   The lights flashed and went out as fuses popped, plunging the room into darkness. Sailors shouted in fresh alarm as the world lurched. The deck, which had been slanted for the dive, trembled and rose under their feet. Charlie lost his grip on his handhold and was thrown against the firing board. A body fell on top of him and rolled off. The air burst from his lungs with a gasp. Pain flared across his healing ribs.
 
   The emergency lights clicked on. Men coughed on dust. Charlie rose to his feet but quickly fell again as his sense of gravity became confused. He saw Liebold hugging his knees in the corner, head down and sobbing.
 
   Something was wrong.
 
   The deck leveled out under him.
 
   Then tilted the other way, bow aimed at the surface.
 
   “We’re rising, Skipper,” Lewis said in alarm. Blood flowed from the exec’s ear.
 
   A depth charge had detonated under the boat and sent it hurtling toward the surface. The bow continued to rise. The men held on tight as the boat tilted. A loosened valve sprayed cold water against Charlie’s back.
 
   “We’re going to broach!” Bryant howled in terror.
 
   The bow would burst from the water, exposing them to the Japanese.
 
   whoosh whoosh whoosh whoosh
 
   The men cried out as a fresh barrage of depth charges detonated outside the boat.
 
   Lewis said, “Christ, we lost the bubble!”
 
   “Get control of the planes,” Hunter growled.
 
   One of the planesmen said: “No power, Captain!”
 
   The big wheels spun on their own. The boat was out of control.
 
   Thompson braced his legs and spit in his hands. The crewmen called him Tarzan because of his size. He made a grab at the wheel.
 
   The force flung him against the far wall with a crunch.
 
   Charlie shouted, “Captain, we need a trim party!”
 
   Hunter didn’t waste a moment deciding. He keyed the 1MC and said, “All hands aft of the control room, go forward!”
 
   Sailors were already on the move, opening the watertight doors. If the hull broke now, they were dead men. They rushed up the incline of the groaning boat, which shook as another string of depth charges burst in the water. Chunks of cork insulation and stinging glass flew through the air. Somebody screamed in pain. Water from a score of leaks poured down the incline toward the after torpedo room.
 
   Charlie felt the boat righting. The trim party, shifting weight from stern to bow, was working. He gripped the handholds with both hands now, his feet sliding on the slippery deck.
 
   That eerie sense of gravity reversing again as the bow plunged. The depth gauge needle spun as Sabertooth went down fast.
 
   Lewis: “Passing 230 feet—”
 
   “All hands aft!” Hunter roared.
 
   The panting sailors made their second climb.
 
   The boat groaned and shuddered.
 
   And began to tilt the other way, her bow high above her stern.
 
   Depth charges continued to detonate as the third pair of destroyers passed overhead. The explosions were too shallow. They did nothing more than rattle the boat.
 
   Right now, the Japanese destroyers were the least of Sabertooth’s worries.
 
   “Depth, 260 feet!”
 
   The boat had been tested to a depth of 250 feet.
 
   Hunter’s eyes widened. The stern was even deeper than that. The pressure hull groaned and creaked around them.
 
   If they kept sinking at this rate, the pressure would crush the boat like a hand squeezing an egg until it popped. And Charlie, Hunter, Liebold, and the rest—they were the yolk.
 
   Charlie gaped at the captain, hoping he saw a way out of this.
 
   Hunter sagged as he considered his lack of options. “Tell the electricians they need to restore power now.”
 
   The telephone talker relayed the order.
 
   Then Sabertooth’s commander said, “Thank you, men. Thank you for everything.”


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER FOURTEEN
 
   STORM
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The lights snapped on.
 
   Power, Charlie thought. We’ve got power!
 
   Hunter: “Take control of the planes!”
 
   Charlie lunged and grabbed one of the wheels. The other planesman did the same. Together, they regained control of the boat.
 
   Hunter mopped sweat from his forehead. “Goddamn. How’s our trim?”
 
   Lewis said, “We’re heavy, Skipper. We’re heavy by about three tons.”
 
   Sabertooth still had a lot of water in her torpedo tubes. That, and the depth charging had sprung leaks all over the boat. More than fifty depth charges, by Charlie’s rough count. He glanced over his shoulder at the Christmas tree board. A few red lights burned among the green ones, which were compromised hull openings. They couldn’t pump the water out because the noise would draw the destroyers. For the same reason, they couldn’t increase speed. Sabertooth drifted with a fifteen-degree up angle on the bow, barely maintaining depth.
 
   “How are you, Walt?” the captain said. “You look like you took a hell of a whack.”
 
   The exec touched the side of his head. His ear was still bleeding. “At the present, I’m managing.”
 
   The temperature gauge had broken during the attack. Charlie guessed it was approaching a hundred degrees in the boat. In the weak glow of the few surviving electric lamps, the men’s pale faces glistened with sweat. Feet splashed in the inch of grimy seawater that covered the deck. Men coughed on dust that hung in the foul air. Somebody vomited into a bucket.
 
   “Where are my damage reports?” Hunter growled. “We’re not out of this yet.”
 
   But the depth charging tapered off. The echo ranging switched from short to long scale. The sporadic booms sounded distant.
 
   “They had us on the ropes,” Lewis said. “Why are they letting us off so easy?”
 
   “We might be under a thermal layer,” the captain guessed.
 
   The sea contained layers of water that sometimes differed in temperature. It played hell with enemy sonar.
 
   “That, or they thought they sank us,” Lewis said. He offered a grim smile. “For a minute there, I thought they did too.”
 
   Charlie remembered something Captain Kane had told him. Sometimes you get lucky. Boy, did they ever.
 
   The pharmacist’s mate arrived to tend to Tarzan. Two sailors hustled in, hoisted him up, and carried him aft. Another man took over the plane wheel from Charlie. He let go reluctantly. It had given him something to focus on other than the sweltering, oppressive atmosphere of this tiny metal coffin.
 
   Bryant returned to make a breathless report. “We’ve got damage across the board, Captain. The engines, motors, and propellers are operational, though. The main problem is we’re leaking in three compartments. I’ve got a bucket brigade moving water from the motor room to the after torpedo bilges. Repair parties are hard at work. We’ve got to surface soon.”
 
   “Very well. Get to it.” The captain had a second thought and called after him. “Who restored power? It looks like I owe somebody a beer and a shot.”
 
   “It was Guts Farley and John Braddock. The breakers kept tripping as fast as they could throw them in. Guts threw in each breaker and held the control lever while Braddock wedged it closed with a piece of wood.”
 
   “In the dark?”
 
   “That’s right, Captain.”
 
   “It’s a miracle they didn’t electrocute themselves.” The captain shook his head in disbelief. “Well, they saved our lives.”
 
   “That’s what I said, and then they started complaining about their hours.”
 
   The captain chuckled.
 
   There were a lot of jerks on this boat, but they definitely knew their business.
 
   “Screws fading astern,” the soundman called out. “Bearing, oh-five-oh.”
 
   The men let up a ragged cheer.
 
   “All hands, secure from battle stations,” the captain ordered. “Secure from silent running. And splice the mainbrace. Bryant, can I surface my boat?”
 
   “It’ll be hard going, but yeah. We can do it.”
 
   “We’ll go to relaxed battle stations on surfacing. Harrison, you’ll take first watch with the exec and quartermaster.”
 
   “Aye, aye, Captain.” Charlie helped Liebold to his feet. “You all right, Jack?”
 
   Liebold said, “I don’t know yet.” 
 
   They were both shaking.
 
   “You don’t seem to be hurt. You look all right.”
 
   “Yeah. The good thing about sitting in a couple of inches of water is nobody notices you pissed yourself.”
 
   Charlie smiled. “You wanted to know what it was like fighting the Mizukaze, didn’t you? Brother, you just lived it.”
 
   “Yeah, well, I’m having second thoughts about trying to be a hero.”
 
   Hunter said, “Planes, sixty-five feet.”
 
   “Sixty-five feet, aye, Captain,” the planesmen answered numbly. They were shell-shocked after the severe shellacking the boat had gotten. They went about their tasks like robots, acting solely on their training.
 
   Sabertooth blew compressed air into her ballast tanks to gain buoyancy. Heavy as she was, she clawed her way to periscope depth.
 
   The boat began to rock as she rose in the water. In the deep, the ocean was the essence of stillness. Closer to the surface, it was a vast muscle. When it flexed, it released colossal forces.
 
   “Storm, Captain,” Charlie said.
 
   “What’s that, Harrison?”
 
   “Why the Japs gave up. There’s a storm on the surface. It played hell with the Jap sonar, and they probably can’t see much up there. So they beat it.”
 
   Hunter nodded. “I feel it too. We’ll find out in a moment.”
 
   By the time the boat reached a depth of sixty-five feet, she rolled heavily in the water. Charlie put on a sou’wester hat and oilskins and hung a pair of binoculars around his neck.
 
   Then he bent over and rested his hands on his knees, just breathing as the stress of the battle caught up to him at last.
 
   God, but that had been a close one. If it hadn’t been for Braddock …
 
   He snorted. Braddock didn’t want a medal. He wanted to work shorter hours. The submarines had all kinds of men serving, though most were capable, thank God.


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER FIFTEEN
 
   HEAVY WEATHER
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   “Up scope.” The captain crouched, pulled the handles down, and pressed his face to the rubber eyepiece. He straightened his legs as the periscope rose.
 
   “Saved by the weather,” he muttered as he clapped the handles back in place. “Down scope. All compartments, rig to surface.”
 
   The telephone talker said into the phone, “Maneuvering room, stand by to switch from motors to diesels. On surfacing, answer bells on main engines. Put one main on charge.”
 
   Once on the surface, Sabertooth’s battery would disengage from the electric motors. After firing up, two of the big diesels would power the motors while the other two recharged the battery. Air compressors would replenish the air tanks. And sweet, fresh air would flow through the boat.
 
   “Forward engine room, secure ventilation,” the exec said. “All compartments, shut the bulkhead flappers.”
 
   The telephone talker said, “Ready to surface in every respect, Captain.”
 
   “Very well,” Hunter said. “Surface.”
 
   The surfacing alarm blared throughout the boat. The manifoldmen blew the main ballast tanks to buoy the boat in the water.
 
   “Lookouts to the tower,” Charlie said. He grabbed the ladder and climbed up. Lewis and Gibson followed, both wearing oilskins and Mae West life jackets.
 
   Right now, he was itching to get out the hell out of this wrecked sub with its foul air, gale or no gale.
 
   The pharmacist’s mate arrived and passed up some bottles. “Down the hatch.”
 
   “Thanks, Doc,” Gibson said. He wrenched off the cap, poured the brandy down his throat, and sighed. 
 
   Lewis tossed his back and grimaced in the aftermath.
 
   “Down the hatch, aye,” Charlie said and drank his shot. It burned his throat and took the edge off his nerves. He passed the bottle back.
 
   Sabertooth broke from the sea and rolled as a wave swamped her topside.
 
   “Twenty-five feet and holding,” Liebold told the captain.
 
   “Open the hatch,” Hunter said. “Open the main induction.”
 
   Gibson cracked the hatch to release the air pressure that had built up inside during submergence. Hot wind and bits of trash roared past them. Moments later, a torrent of freezing water splashed down. Sputtering, Charlie heaved himself up and out. The cold bit his skin as he scanned the water with his binoculars.
 
   The ocean raged with waves big as mountains. The submarine rode one of these like a rollercoaster. White foam sprayed across the deck. Charlie vented the last of his stress by howling into the gale.
 
   Right now, he didn’t give a damn about the refugees. He wanted Sabertooth to go back and finish what she started, regardless of the lousy torpedoes.
 
   “What the hell are you doing up there, Harrison?” Lewis demanded.
 
   “All clear!” Charlie shouted back. “Lookouts to the bridge!”
 
   He hoped, he prayed, he’d meet Yosai again.
 
   Lewis and Gibson took up posts with Charlie on the bridge. The other men hustled to the lookout platform.
 
   Charlie spared a glance over his shoulder as the diesel engines started in sequence. The boat exhaled a puff of smoke swept away in the wind. He noticed dents in Sabertooth’s sail from the depth charging. Some of her paint had been stripped off. She’d be going home with battle scars. Otherwise, the periscopes and radio antennae seemed undamaged, a small miracle.
 
   The exec looked out upon the sea in spate and muttered:
 
    
 
   If by your art, my dearest father, you have
Put the wild waters in this roar, allay them.
The sky, it seems, would pour down stinking pitch,
But that the sea, mounting to the welkin’s cheek,
Dashes the fire out.
 
    
 
   “You all right?” Charlie asked him.
 
   The man sighed. “I was quoting Shakespeare, Harrison. The Tempest, to be exact.”
 
   “If you say so, sir. I was asking because you aren’t looking so good.”
 
   The exec looked terrible, in fact. His face had gone white as a sheet. He was still bleeding from his right ear.
 
   Lewis scowled. “Mind your own business, sport.”
 
   Charlie said nothing. He scanned the black horizon with his binoculars. The air around him darkened.
 
   “That’s one big wave,” Gibson said.
 
   Charlie turned in time to see the wall of water slam into the boat. Sabertooth rolled at the impact. Freezing seawater flooded the bridge up to his chest. Floundering and half blind, he kicked the hatch closed with his foot.
 
   The water drained from the bridge with a roar. He braced his feet against the enormous force of it. Then he reopened the hatch to let fresh air into the boat and ensure a quick escape if they needed it.
 
   The exec coughed water out of his lungs. He gave Charlie a sideways glance and nodded. “We need experienced seamen, Charles.”
 
   This again, now? Seriously? 
 
   Charlie said, “Okay.”
 
   “We also need men who can think on their feet in a crisis.”
 
   Lewis nodded again, and Charlie sensed he’d earned something like approval from the man. The closest thing to approval the exec was perhaps capable of.
 
   As sure as he’d become a part of Sabertooth over the patrol, he’d finally earned his place among the crew.
 
   The next wave crashed into the boat like an avalanche. Sabertooth went into a pronounced roll at the impact and Charlie thought, this is it, she’ll capsize, but she didn’t. The main induction banged shut to keep the engines from flooding out.
 
   He regained his footing and wiped his eyes. The bridge had filled with water again. Gibson cursed and spat.
 
   The exec was gone.
 
   Gibson cried, “Man overboard!”
 
   “Wait!” Charlie reached into the water as it drained from the bridge.
 
   He hauled the exec out.


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER SIXTEEN
 
   THE MISSION
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Sabertooth cruised submerged on a southwesterly course. She rose like an ungainly metal whale and broke the surface bow first. The storm had swept east the day before. Silhouetted in the light of a crescent moon, the submarine floated on a calm sea that was flat as glass. Water gushed from her scuppers. Lookouts scrambled to their stations.
 
   A black mass dominated the western horizon. The periscope had spotted it; the lookouts confirmed it. Landfall. The island of Mindanao, the crew’s mission destination. They’d reached the Philippines, now under the Emperor’s thumb.
 
   In the control room, Charlie said, “Sugar Dog, make a five-second search.”
 
   “Aye, sir.”
 
   Radar was a valuable tool but had to be used sparingly. It was believed the Japanese could zero in on the pulses. And it wasn’t always reliable.
 
   The radarman reported, “Control, all clear.” The SD radar revealed clear skies. No enemy planes within radar range.
 
   “Shift to Sugar Jig,” Charlie ordered.
 
   “Radar shifted to Sugar Jig.”
 
   “Sugar Jig, make an automatic sweep on the PPI.”
 
   The SJ radar swept the surface.
 
   “Land contact, bearing from two-double-oh to three-five-five, range, six miles. Otherwise, all clear to 10,000 yards, Mr. Harrison.”
 
   “Very well.”
 
   He gave orders to open the main induction, start the engines, and charge the batteries. The main induction banged open. The diesels fired in sequence. The engines’ roar throbbed through the boat.
 
   “Helm, how does she head?”
 
   “Two-six-five, sir.”
 
   “Keep her so. Ahead, one-third.”
 
   “Ahead, one-third, aye, sir.”
 
   Bryant said, “A word, Harrison?”
 
   Charlie turned and saw the engineering officer and Liebold in the forward passageway. “All right. Miller, take the con.”
 
   The ensign grinned. “I would be delighted, sir.”
 
   “Maintain our heading. At five miles out from shore, heave to. I want two extra lookouts up there. We’re in the lion’s den now.”
 
   “Aye, aye, sir.”
 
   They went to the wardroom and sat at the table. Isko poured them coffee. Charlie rubbed his eyes. His ears still rang ringing from the attack.
 
   Bryant lit a cigarette and waved the match out. “What are we doing here?”
 
   “We’re completing our mission.” What the hell did he think they were doing?
 
   Liebold said, “The captain hasn’t come out of his room in two days. The exec’s still in and out of consciousness. Too weak to get out of his rack. Doc says it’s a concussion. He may need hospital care.”
 
   Sailors had carried the exec below while the typhoon hammered the boat. Then the captain dived, no easy task in a storm like that. He had to time the dive perfectly when the boat was in a trough between the giant waves. 
 
   Damaged, leaking, and trimmed heavy, Sabertooth had plowed back into the water. She spent the next day pitching and rolling in the restless sea, which made many of the crew seasick. At night, they surfaced again and began frantic repairs.
 
   After that particular feat of seamanship, Hunter gave Charlie control of the boat and withdrew to his stateroom. He hadn’t been seen since.
 
   “The Old Man’s had it,” Bryant said.
 
   “What do you mean?”
 
   The engineering officer looked sideways at Liebold, who said, “He drinks. Usually not much, I mean, not enough to affect him on the job.”
 
   Bryant said, “But sometimes a lot. Don’t sugar coat it, Jack.”
 
   “Yeah. He’s right. The captain drinks a lot when we blow an attack.”
 
   “Usually the exec covers for him, but the exec is out of the picture.”
 
   “Right. And it’s never lasted more than a day. It’s been two days, Charlie. The rendezvous with the guerillas is tomorrow. We’re getting worried.”
 
   Bryant added, “We’ve still got problems with the boat. The depth charging did a lot of damage. I’m still repairing leaks. I feel like the little Dutch boy.”
 
   Charlie said, “So what are you saying? We should scrub the mission?”
 
   The men glanced at each other. Charlie knew what they were thinking. They were thinking: We can’t do this with a greenhorn in command.
 
   “I haven’t heard anything that tells me we can’t complete the mission,” he said. “We’re remaining on station.”
 
   Bryant leaned back in his chair with a scowl, arms crossed.
 
   Liebold said, “Charlie—”
 
   Charlie raised his hand. “End of discussion.”
 
   The man sagged. “Aye.”
 
   Bryant glared at him. “I’m not going along with this. You’re going to risk our lives because you want your crack at command.”
 
   The remark stung, partly because the man was right; he did want it. But partly because he didn’t want it as well. He knew this wasn’t a game. Lives depended on his decisions. Conning the boat to the rendezvous was one thing. Offloading ninety tons of supplies and taking on refugees in Japanese waters was something else entirely. One misstep could get them all killed.
 
   Charlie growled, “Shut your yap and do your duty, Bryant. We have a mission, and we have the capability to complete it. So that’s what we’re going to do.”
 
   He almost added, “Dismissed,” but caught himself. He had the legal authority to carry on. He didn’t need to be heavy-handed about it.
 
   Still, the meeting was over. Bryant stabbed his cigarette out in the ashtray and stormed from the wardroom. Liebold offered an apologetic shrug and followed.
 
   Charlie finished his coffee, deep in thought about what Liebold and Bryant had said to him. This was no time for a pissing contest. He had to think about what was best for the boat and the mission. To an extent, the officers were right. Charlie had done his job. He’d carefully, very carefully, gotten the boat to the rendezvous coordinates. Now Sabertooth needed her captain.
 
   He went to Hunter’s stateroom and knocked on the doorframe. “Captain?”
 
   “Harrison? Come in, come in.”
 
   Charlie pulled aside the curtain and entered the room. The reading lamp shed a pool of light on the desk, illuminating a stack of books, journal, glass, and a half-full bottle of brandy. 
 
   Hunter lay on his bunk in rumpled service khakis, his arm draped over his eyes.
 
   “Sir? It’s 1230. We’re about five miles off the rendezvous point. Tomorrow morning, we’ll be ready to make the approach and confirm the—”
 
   “You been taking good care of my boat, Harrison?”
 
   “Yes, sir.”
 
   “Of course you have. Guy like you.” The man sat up and rubbed his bleary eyes and bearded face. “Guy like you gets breaks. Guy like Kane.”
 
   “Kane’s dead, sir.”
 
   The captain said, “There’s more than one way to die.”
 
   Charlie wasn’t any good at this kind of talk. The captain was being maudlin. He wished Rusty were here; he’d set the man straight.
 
   He cut to the chase: “We need you leading the boat, Captain.”
 
   “Funny thing, that nickname Kane gave you. Hara-kiri. It’s the honorable way out for a warrior who has failed. You’re not the one who failed, though. You did good. Sank the Mizukaze.”
 
   The captain stood and swayed on his feet. He grabbed the bottle and poured a finger of brandy into a glass.
 
   Bryant was right. The Old Man was sloshed. Sloshed, and possibly broken.
 
   “Captain Kane was a good man,” Charlie said. “Just like you. During my patrol with him, we took a shot at a heavy cruiser. One of the fish went erratic and alerted the Japs we were shooting. They clobbered us. We made repairs, found a battle group coming down the Slot, and couldn’t catch them. So the captain got bolder. We went to Rabaul. This beautiful convoy fell right in our laps. Then the attack periscope fogged up. The other scope jammed in train. So we surfaced.”
 
   Hunter tossed back his shot and grimaced. “Why are you telling me this?”
 
   “The right chance doesn’t come along often. Kane chased after his. He waited for it. And when it came, he grabbed it with both hands, and he didn’t hold back.”
 
   “So you’re saying I’m still waiting for my chance.”
 
   “Something like that, sir.”
 
   “Every time we do an approach, I think about the sixty men under my command. Sixty men who’ll die if I fail …”
 
   He shook his head and poured another finger into the glass. 
 
   Charlie said, “We could sure use you leading us, Captain.”
 
   The captain retreated to his bunk and stretched out with the glass resting on his stomach. “Get out of here, Harrison. Carry on. Go make contact with the guerillas. I’ll be along …”
 
   Charlie turned as he was leaving and added, “For what it’s worth, Captain, you’re as good a man as Kane was. The only difference is he got his chance.”
 
   Hunter said, “Some men get lots of chances. They get their chances, and they blow them. They blow every single one.”
 
   “But—”
 
   “You might do well to remember that, Harrison. Now get lost.”


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER SEVENTEEN
 
   COMMAND DECISIONS
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Charlie couldn’t wait for the captain to snap out of his funk. The mission orders were clear about the coordinates, date, and time of day. After a few hours of fretful sleep, he dived the boat and spent the morning poring over maps. 
 
   These were once well-charted and safe American waters. Now they belonged to the Japanese. He couldn’t make a single mistake.
 
   He conned the boat to a point a mile from the coast and raised the observation scope. Rollers pounded a white beach. A dense wall of palm trees crowded the shore. Beyond, heavily forested hills rose under a thickly clouded sky. The morning sun poured through the cover in distinct beams.
 
   Kayupo Kling Beach.
 
   Beautiful, but he wasn’t here for sightseeing.
 
   We’re here, he thought. We did our part. Now where are you?
 
   There. He spotted two white sheets draped between palms. That was the signal. Tonight, at sunset, the guerillas would come out in their boats.
 
   Or they might not.
 
   Or they’d come, and they might not be guerillas.
 
   The whole thing might be a trap.
 
   The captain’s words haunted him. Some men get lots of chances. They get their chances, and they blow them.
 
   His first shot at command, and he could lose the boat.
 
   “Down scope,” he said.
 
   At sunset, Sabertooth circled a mile offshore with both periscopes aimed at the island. He spotted two fishing boats, too far away to be a worry. Otherwise, nothing happened.
 
   An hour rolled by. Then another. Charlie yawned.
 
   He said to Liebold, “Put a watch on these scopes. I’ll be in my rack. If you don’t see anything, wake me in four hours.”
 
   Lying on his bunk, he tossed and turned. He was starting to understand why the captain drank.
 
   It had all sounded so simple at Pearl. Cruise to Mindanao. Simple navigation. Locate the signal at the rendezvous coordinates. Simple work with the scopes.
 
   Surface and unload ninety tons of supplies onto a series of small boats while taking on a dozen refugees. Not as simple as it sounded. Not simple at all, in fact.
 
   Charlie hadn’t been in the submarines long, but even he knew how risky the operation was. The guerillas might be Japanese regulars and attempt to take the submarine by boarding. 
 
   Even if it weren’t a trap, Sabertooth would be exposed in enemy waters. Easily bombed into the sea. Or, perhaps worse for him, he might be forced to scuttle and surrender.
 
   He’d spend the rest of the war in a POW camp. If he even got to do that. The Japanese considered submariners to be pirates. After torturing him, they might make him dig a grave, shoot him in the back of the head, and toss him in.
 
   They get their chances, and they blow them.
 
   Eventually, he slept, poorly.
 
   He started awake.
 
   Gibson stood in his doorway. “It’s 2200, Mr. Harrison.”
 
   Charlie rubbed his face. “Any sign of the guerillas?”
 
   The quartermaster shook his head. “Zip.”
 
   “All right, I’ll come.”
 
   He went to the control room, which was rigged for red. The men turned and eyed him expectantly. He could sense their judgment, their wonder. Where’s the captain? Why is the new guy commanding us? What’s he going to do when we surface a mile from shore and Japanese patrol boats come swarming at us while our ass is hanging out?
 
   Is he going to get us all killed?
 
   Charlie had no answers to give them. And beyond them, he knew others were watching. Important men. If the boat were captured or destroyed, he had no doubts about how the brass would judge him. So he’d play it safe. But if the guerillas didn’t show and he turned tail, would they pin it on him? Would he own the failure?
 
   Charles Lockwood was “Uncle Charlie” only until you failed. Then he became Admiral Lockwood. And Admiral Lockwood had no use for timid commanders. Neither did ComSubPac, Admiral English himself.
 
   Liebold and Bryant watched him from their stations, waiting for his decision. Charlie checked the time; eight hours had now passed. Daylight in four hours.
 
   “I’ll take the inflatable and go to the shore,” Charlie said. “Have a look.”
 
   Liebold frowned and shook his head. Bryant grinned, whether in admiration or derision, Charlie couldn’t be sure.
 
   “The smart move is to—” Liebold began and caught himself. The men in the control room were all listening. 
 
   He, Bryant, and Charlie met at the plotting table, where they could confer quietly. 
 
   “The smart move is to stay put. We’re safe enough here.”
 
   Charlie shook his head. “But we don’t know what’s happening on the shore.”
 
   Bryant said, “He’s onto something, Jack. If it’s a trap, well …” If Charlie were to be shot or captured, this was a sure-fire way to find out.
 
   “We should ask the captain,” Liebold said.
 
   “The captain’s indisposed,” Charlie reminded him.
 
   “The guerillas might have gotten held up. We can hold station for days. We’re in no rush.”
 
   “If it’s a trap, we may not last the night. They’ll come out and try to board us, or they’ll swamp this area with patrol boats.”
 
   “Then send other men,” Liebold said. “You shouldn’t be going yourself. You’re the senior officer. You’re needed here.”
 
   “Come on, Jack. You know full well that for this kind of mission, I couldn’t ask another man to go in my place.”
 
   He couldn’t take command and, just a few days later, ask a member of the crew to take a risk he wasn’t willing to take himself.
 
   Liebold started another protest, but Charlie held up his hand. “Bryant, you’re senior. You’ll take command. Hold station. Be ready for us, but if you see Japanese ships, you know what to do.”
 
   “I know what to do,” Bryant said without a trace of a smile.
 
   “Christ, Charlie,” Liebold said. His body language suggested he wanted to say more, but he didn’t.
 
   Charlie held out his hand, and Liebold shook it. 
 
   “Thanks for everything, Jack.” He turned and said to the quartermaster, “Tell Machinist’s Mate John Braddock to meet me in the small-arms locker in ten minutes. Get the inflatable ready.”
 
   Gibson looked at him with wild eyes. “Aye, Mr. Harrison.”
 
   The sailors stared at him as he left the control room, their faces unreadable in the red light. Perhaps they thought he was brave. Maybe they thought him a fool.
 
   They probably saw him as both.
 
   He’d made his decision logically. Still, he understood he might very well be going to his death.
 
   Maybe Rusty had been right about him after all.


 
   
  
 




 
   The rendezvous location: Kayupo Kling Beach. December 18, 1942.
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   CHAPTER EIGHTEEN
 
   NIGHT RECON
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Charlie pulled a Thompson submachine gun from the small-arms locker. A part of him still hoped the captain would emerge from his stateroom and order him to stand down. This hope faded with each passing moment. His blood was up now. He wanted to do this.
 
   The Tommy gun felt heavy in his hands. He slapped a box magazine into the well and pulled the charging bolt on its side. Then he slung the gun over his shoulder.
 
   Braddock entered the compartment wearing a life jacket. “You wanted to see me, sir?”
 
   Coming from him, “sir” sounded like “asshole.”
 
   “I did, in fact—”
 
   “Works fine, fails fine, drains to the bilge,” the machinist said. An old Navy saying.
 
   “What?”
 
   “Your crapper, sir. I fixed it good.” Braddock gave him a quick once-over. “You going to war, Lieutenant?”
 
   He nodded. “We are. You and me.”
 
   The machinist’s expression soured as Charlie explained the mission.
 
   “Well, sir, you’ve cooked up a fine way to get us killed tonight.”
 
   “We’re going to take a look. If the guerillas are there, we’ll make contact. If they aren’t, we hightail it back.”
 
   “You may have nine lives, Lieutenant, but I’m pretty sure I’ve only got one.”
 
   With the fatalism characteristic of his breed, the big sailor picked the Browning Automatic Rifle from the locker. The light machine gun packed serious punch. Together, they’d be able to spray a lot of lead if the Japanese turned up.
 
   They went to the control room and climbed into the conning tower. The sailors watched them pass with wide eyes. Gibson opened the hatch.
 
   Sweet night air. The smell of jungle. The salty spray of the sea.
 
   Sabertooth lay at a depth that allowed only her sail to rise above the water, her decks awash. Three sailors had rigged the rubber inflatable boat, which was large enough to hold four men. Still, it felt crowded when Charlie climbed in with the big machinist.
 
   “Go with God, Mr. Harrison,” Gibson said. “You too, Braddock.”
 
   Charlie nodded and started paddling. Next to him, Braddock did the same, cutting the water in deep, clean strokes.
 
   He looked ahead. The shore was just a mile away. The prospect of reaching it terrified him. He put these feelings aside, saving them for later.
 
   Braddock said, “You keep getting me into the shit, Lieutenant, and I’ll end up with the same nickname as you.”
 
   “Maybe the Japs will shoot you and save you the embarrassment.”
 
   The strong current pulled them south. Not much could be done about it.
 
   “What you got against me, anyways?” Braddock asked.
 
   “You’re a royal pain in the ass. Otherwise, not a thing.”
 
   “I mean, why pick me for this shit detail? Trying to get me killed.”
 
   Charlie said, “You were good during the fight with the Mizukaze. You kept your head. You did the same when we were getting depth-charged. I know I can depend on you if we need to start shooting.”
 
   “No good deed goes unpunished, does it?”
 
   “Otherwise, I don’t care about you at all. If it’s any consolation.”
 
   Braddock smirked. “Fair enough.”
 
   “I’ll ask you the same thing. What do you have against me?”
 
   The man laughed. “Did it ever occur to you that you’re not the terrific guy you think you are, and I just don’t like you?”
 
   “I don’t get it. That’s it? We went through hell together on the 55.”
 
   “Yeah, you’re the guy who’s around when I’m almost killed. Every time.”
 
   Charlie shut up. There was no point.
 
   After a while, Braddock grinned and added, “Don’t take it so bad, Lieutenant. I don’t like anybody that much. The Navy’s full of assholes.”
 
   Charlie could only shake his head, too focused on maintaining their heading. They were still drifting off course. In fact, he estimated they were going to land a good mile and a half from the rendezvous point.
 
   He saw no sign of Sabertooth in the darkness. He hoped she’d be able to find them when they returned.
 
   When the men reached land, Charlie stepped into the knee-deep surf.
 
   Braddock hauled the boat onto the wet sand. “Now what?”
 
   A man shouted from the pitch-black jungle. They froze.
 
   The man shouted again. A challenge. The guerillas?
 
   “I’m pretty sure that’s Jap he’s talking,” the machinist muttered.
 
   A searchlight blazed across the beach to their left. The beam moved and washed over them.
 
   Charlie raised his Tommy gun and shot at the glaring disc.
 
   Braddock grunted in disgust and fired his BAR. The searchlight died with a tinkle of glass, plunging the beach back into darkness.
 
   “No offense, sir, but you can’t shoot for shit,” the man said.
 
   A screaming figure emerged from the jungle and pounded across the beach. As Charlie’s eyes re-adjusted to the moonlight, the figure became a uniformed Japanese soldier carrying a rifle fixed with a gleaming bayonet.
 
   “Shit!” Charlie shouted and fired the Tommy. The soldier appeared to do a jig before collapsing on the sand. Charlie recoiled, filled with elation and horror.
 
   “Much better, sir,” Braddock said.
 
   “BANZAI!”
 
   Black shapes streamed from the jungle while Charlie struggled to load a fresh magazine. Braddock blazed away at them with the BAR. The shapes crumpled under the withering fire.
 
   “Reloading!” Braddock said.
 
   More soldiers charged from the trees. Primal screams rent the air and froze the blood in Charlie’s veins. He shouldered the Tommy and cut them down.
 
   A machine gun opened up from the right, muzzle flashing. Tracers streamed past. Bullets snapped through the air. They had no cover here. Totally exposed.
 
   “Back to the raft!” Charlie cried.
 
   Time to abort this mission and get the hell out of here.
 
   Charlie and Braddock dove into the raft. They paddled frantically against the rollers while the MG rattled and slugs tore the air south of them.
 
   “Now you know,” Braddock huffed, “why I don’t like you.”
 
   The MG stopped firing. They’d made it nearly a mile from shore.
 
   Where was Bryant? Did he hold station?
 
   A flare shot into the sky. Moments later, an artillery piece boomed. A hundred yards to the north, a geyser shot up from the sea.
 
   They were exposed with no idea where Sabertooth was. Soon, the Japanese would zero in with their artillery.
 
   “This just gets better and better,” the machinist muttered.
 
   BOOM.
 
   Charlie’s heart leaped as the sea lit up ahead of them, exposing Sabertooth’s sail and deck gun. The long barrel exhaled a stream of smoke.
 
   “Make for the boat!”
 
   Already paddling like a madman, Braddock didn’t need to be told.
 
   The three-inch gun crashed again, launching another salvo toward the shore. Charlie glanced over his shoulder in time to see a flash of flame in the jungle.
 
   Sailors helped them out of the raft and onto the deck. The gun crew was already securing the deck gun for diving. Gibson stabbed the inflatable with a knife and let it sink.
 
   Captain Hunter stood on the bridge, watching the shoreline with his binoculars. “Clear the topsides!” He lowered the binoculars and glared at Charlie. “You about done fucking up my mission, Harrison?”
 
   Then he barked: “Helm, come left to oh-nine-oh!”
 
   They made for the relative safety of the open sea.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER NINETEEN
 
   PAYING THE PIPER
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   “Invading the Philippines in a raft!” the captain fumed in his stateroom. “God almighty, Harrison, what were you thinking?”
 
   Standing at attention, Charlie glanced at his commander to make sure the question wasn’t rhetorical. The man glared at him, expecting an answer. A dimple winked above his big jaw; he was grinding his teeth.
 
   Charlie said, “The guerillas gave the signal, but they didn’t show, Captain. I suspected we might be falling into a trap.”
 
   “Uh-huh. And?”
 
   “So I reconnoitered the beach. I figured if it were a trap, I’d spring it.”
 
   “You personally,” Hunter said. “While you were in command.”
 
   “I figured I couldn’t ask anybody to do something I wouldn’t do, sir.”
 
   “God almighty,” Hunter said, quieter this time. “I got some bad news for you, Harrison. You’re not that expendable. We happen to need you.”
 
   Charlie wasn’t sure what to say, so he said, “Thank you, sir.”
 
   “Don’t thank me yet. I allowed you to con the boat while I recovered myself. I didn’t ask you to become a one-many navy. You let the Japs know we’re here while accomplishing nothing. This coast is too hot now; we’ve got radar contacts of patrol boats coming in. The mission is in jeopardy. I should confine you to quarters. With you around, it’s like carrying a hot torpedo.”
 
   Charlie kept his mouth shut. Hunter opened a drawer in his desk and pulled out his bottle of brandy. He poured two fingers into a glass.
 
   The captain caught Charlie’s glance. “It’s not for me,” he said. “It’s for you. You’re shaking, and I have an idea it’s not out of fear of me.”
 
   Charlie downed the brandy, which filled his chest with heat. “Thank you, sir.”
 
   “Killed some Japs out there, did you?”
 
   “I did,” Charlie said. “It was …” He couldn’t describe how he felt, the joy and loathing of combat.
 
   Hunter sighed. “Well? Anything to say in your defense?”
 
   “With all due respect, Captain, we gained valuable intelligence. The Japs were camped in strength just a mile and a half south of the rendezvous point.”
 
   “How much strength are we talking?”
 
   “I can’t be sure. At least a platoon.”
 
   “So you think it was a trap then.”
 
   He thought about it. “I can’t say, sir. I can say the boat was at serious risk.”
 
   “Maybe that’s why the guerillas didn’t come out. Maybe they know what they’re doing. They’ve been doing it long enough. Did you think of that?”
 
   Charlie thought about it some more and nodded. It made sense. They could have held station and watched how things developed. Maybe Liebold had been right after all.
 
   Hunter said, “Next time, think before you act, Harrison. Now get the hell out of my sight. Dismissed.”
 
   He left the captain and headed back to the control room. With the hum of the diesel engines vibrating through the hull and the rush of the sea outside, he knew Sabertooth cruised the surface on all four mains.
 
   Sailors caught sight of him as he passed and nudged each other.
 
   “Hara-kiri,” he heard one say.
 
   The tone wasn’t quite derisive, not this time. Now the men looked at him with wonder, as if they weren’t sure if he were right in the head.
 
   “—killed ten Japs,” another hissed.
 
   “Crazy,” Charlie heard the first man say.
 
   It had been more like five, but he saw no point in correction. If the crew feared him a little, so be it. He had bigger things on his mind.
 
   It was dawning on him that he’d blown his first shot at command. Think before you act, the captain had lectured him.
 
   But he had. That was the problem. He went over the logic of his decisions and remained sure he’d chosen a practical plan of action. The end result had proven him right.
 
   Still, he felt shaken. Hunter was also right; there was another course he could have taken that would have protected both the boat and the mission. And he shouldn’t have gone himself. Sure, he’d gained a fierce reputation among the crew, but that didn’t really matter. He didn’t have anything to prove.
 
   After his first taste of command, Charlie had to ask himself again if he wanted it for himself one day. The answer was still yes. He wanted it bad.
 
   Maybe Hunter was right, and a man got second chances.
 
   Quit your moping, he told himself. Learn from your mistakes.
 
   Liebold caught his eye in the control room. “Everything all right?”
 
   “Right as rain,” Charlie said and headed for the radio shack.
 
   He established contact with Pearl and reported the rendezvous was compromised by nearby Japanese troops. He requested new orders for the boat.
 
   Then he went to the plotting table and pretended to study nautical charts while he processed the battle. Despite the bracing effects of the brandy, his body trembled as shock set in.
 
   The Japanese soldiers had toppled when he’d shot them. Knocked over like bowling pins. The wounded howled where they’d fallen. Charlie remembered the horror he’d felt knowing they wanted to stab him with their bayonets. The elation that, though they’d wanted to take his life, he’d killed them first.
 
   Now that it was over, he just felt remorse.
 
   He hated the Japanese for what they did at Pearl, but it was hard to hate those soldiers. It was like their skirmish hadn’t been about Pearl, or domination of the Pacific, or the clash of nations. It had been strangely personal. Like a horrible misunderstanding.
 
   The radarman called out contacts. Two Japanese patrol boats, heading toward Kayupo Kling Beach. Hunter was right about one thing. That stretch of coast would be hot for the next few days. The entire operation was in jeopardy.
 
   Bryant appeared next to him. He leaned against the table, pretending to study the same chart. After a while, he said, “You did all right, Harrison.”
 
   “Thanks,” Charlie said absently.
 
   “There’s no right or wrong until what happens in the end. Until the end result comes through, there’s only different levels of risk and reward.”
 
   Charlie shot him a look. “If Hunter hadn’t taken command, you would have been there waiting for us once the shooting started, right?”
 
   The engineering officer laughed.
 
   Before he could answer, the radioman reported a flash message from Pearl.
 
   The message read simply:
 
    
 
   FOR SABERTOOTH X WAIT 3 DAYS AND REATTEMPT X COMSUBPAC SENDS X


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER TWENTY
 
   FERTIG’S GUERILLAS
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Sabertooth kept her distance while Japanese patrol boats steamed along the coast for two days. Then they left, no doubt puzzled by the strange invasion.
 
   On the third day, she crept closer to the shore and raised her periscopes. After some searching, the captain found two sheets strung between coconut palms.
 
   “We’re still in the game,” Hunter said. “Now we wait for sunset. Harrison, take first watch. Don’t raise the scope more than once per hour.”
 
   “Aye, aye, Captain,” Charlie said.
 
   “I’ll take first watch,” a voice rasped.
 
   Walt Lewis entered the control room, moving slowly. The man looked terrible. His face was still bruised, and he squinted as if his head still hurt. Scrawny to begin with, he’d lost some weight. He looked pale even for a submariner.
 
   Even so, the men grinned at the sight of him.
 
   Hunter said, “Great to see you back on your feet, Walt. You all right?”
 
   “I’m fit for duty, Skipper. Short of a direct order, I’m doing my job.”
 
   “It’s good to have you back.”
 
   “It’s good to be back.” The exec eyed Charlie. “I hear I missed a ruckus.”
 
   “You did. Mr. Harrison invaded the Philippines single-handed.”
 
   “What did I say about buccaneering, young Charles?”
 
   Charlie said glumly, “No buccaneering on Sabertooth.”
 
   Lewis snorted. “You appear to enjoy killing Japs. I’ll give you that.” He switched his gaze to the captain. “What about you? Are you all right?”
 
   Hunter frowned and looked away. “I’m fine.”
 
   Charlie felt relieved to have the captain and the exec back. They’d taken the burden of command and, with it, the intense pressure. Though he already missed it.
 
   The captain called a meeting with Charlie, Liebold, and Bryant in the wardroom. They planned the operation. Lewis would remain in the control room. Bryant would lead the security detail in case the guerillas turned out to be Japanese soldiers. Liebold would run the gun crew.
 
   And Charlie? Charlie would manage the supplies offload and the refugee boarding. “Aye, aye, sir,” he said, though he didn’t relish the prospect of babysitting civilians.
 
   “Everybody, keep a sharp eye,” Hunter told them. “We could be attacked from the boats, by sea, and by air. We’ll be a sitting duck until it’s over.”
 
   The men nodded.
 
   “That’s why your job is so important, Harrison,” the captain continued. “Get those civilians aboard as fast as you can. Think you can handle it?”
 
   “Aye, Captain.”
 
   “Captain to Control,” Gibson’s voice blared over the 1MC.
 
   Hunter glanced at his watch and stood. “It’s show time. Let’s do it right.”
 
   The officers rushed to the control room.
 
   “Activity on the beach, Skipper,” the exec reported. “Men putting out boats. Bancas and outriggers. Some of them are armed.”
 
   “Let’s take a look, Walt.” The captain took over the scope. “One boat’s got what appears to be a little American flag flying from the mast.”
 
   “That’s a good sign,” Lewis said.
 
   “We’re not taking any chances. Security detail, stand by. Gun crew, stand by. Lookouts to the conning tower. All compartments, rig to surface.”
 
   The general alarm blared. Across the boat, sailors hustled to action stations. The security detail took rifles and Tommy guns from the small-arms locker. The gun crew assembled in their life jackets and bulky steel helmets. The men were tense; they knew if enemy planes or ships appeared, the hatch would slam shut, and they’d be forced to jump overboard.
 
   “Forward engine room, secure ventilation,” Lewis said. “All compartments, shut the bulkhead flappers.”
 
   “They’re getting close,” Hunter said, his face still pressed against the scope’s eyepiece. “They’re dropping sail.”
 
   The telephone talker said, “Ready to surface in every respect, Captain.”
 
   “Very well. Stand by.” Then he grinned. “I see Americans! They spotted our scope. They’re pointing at it and cheering. Let’s give ’em a show. Surface.”
 
   Lewis smiled. “Aye, sir.”
 
   The surfacing alarm sounded throughout the boat. The manifoldmen blew the main ballast tanks.
 
   The telephone talker said into the phone, “Maneuvering room, stand by to switch from motors to diesels. On surfacing, answer bells on all main engines.”
 
   The boat tilted toward the surface and rose.
 
   What a sight we must be, Charlie thought. The black bow of the submarine breaking the sea in a rush of foam.
 
   The radarman confirmed the presence of the boats nearby but otherwise reported no contacts.
 
   The captain said, “Very well. Walt, mind the store while we go topside.”
 
   “Aye, aye, Skipper.”
 
   By the time Charlie mounted to the bridge, the lookouts were perched on the shears and the deck had filled with sailors. Bryant’s men fidgeted with their weapons. Liebold’s gun crew unlimbered the deck gun. The 40mm and 20mm crews manned their deadly cannons. The diesel engines sputtered and roared, exhaust vents coughing smoke. The half-moon shimmered on the Pacific.
 
   Hunter appeared on the bridge and surveyed the little flotilla bobbing in the water. “Control, Bridge. Come left to two-eight-oh, all ahead standard.”
 
   Charlie descended to the deck. The after battery hatch opened, ready to admit the refugees into the boat.
 
   “All back full,” the captain ordered. “All stop.”
 
   One of the boats came alongside.
 
   Charlie said, “Ahoy, boat!”
 
   A man called back, “Welcome to the Philippines!”
 
   “You got a password for me?” Hunter asked him.
 
   “Neptune.”
 
   “Who are you?”
 
   “Major Ramon Bautista, at your service. I am here under orders from Colonel Wendell Fertig, commander of the 10th Military District of the U.S. Armed Forces in the Far East.”
 
   “I’ll be damned,” Bryant said behind the captain.
 
   When Corregidor fell after valiant resistance, General Wainwright ordered the surrender of all U.S. forces in the Philippines. An order to which Fertig apparently said, “Go to hell,” and kept fighting for seven months on his own.
 
   “May I come aboard?” Bautista asked.
 
   “Come ahead,” Hunter replied.
 
   The men tied the boat off, and the major jumped onto the hull. Charlie pulled him onto the deck. The major smiled at him and said, “God bless America.”
 
   “Welcome aboard Sabertooth, Major.”
 
   Bautista straightened his khaki uniform and strutted to the cigarette deck, where Hunter met him with a warm handshake. Charlie helped the next man aboard, a Filipino with a bulky radio pack on his back. Next, a rangy American sergeant who wore a .45 on each hip.
 
   “I was told you had a dozen passengers,” the captain said.
 
   “Twenty-one, actually,” Bautista told him. “Nine of them are children. Americans.” The major turned and inspected the boat. “It is a big submarine.”
 
   “We can barely fit ourselves,” Hunter said dryly. “We can’t really fit a dozen, so what’s nine more? We’ll take them. Get them aboard quick.”
 
   “Thank you, Captain.”
 
   “Don’t mention it. Harrison, get those people in the boat.”
 
   “Aye, aye, sir.”
 
   A swarm of ragged children surged up the hull toward him with excited cries. He grabbed a squealing little girl and passed her up. Then a teenage boy. Bryant’s men got them all down the hatch without fanfare.
 
   Another figure leaped to the hull. Charlie reached and took the person’s hand.
 
   A woman looked up at him. He froze, taking in her bright eyes, pretty tanned face, braided hair, and ragged shirtwaist dress.
 
   She gave him a knowing smile. “Take a picture, sailor. It’ll last longer.”
 
   Charlie stifled a groan. Women! On a submarine! Even worse than kids.
 
   Of course there’d be women, he scolded himself. If there were children, they’d likely be with their mothers.
 
   She added, “I’m Jane. Pleased to meet—hey!”
 
   He hauled her up onto the deck and passed her on.
 
   A large, matronly woman jumped onto the hull. He pulled her up with a grunt.
 
   “God bless you.” She rained kisses on his face.
 
   “Thank you, ma’am.” His cheeks burning from the loving assault, Charlie passed her on.
 
   Soon, the last of the passengers stood on the crowded deck, waiting their turn to go down the hatch. Two of them were coughing hard, so weak they had to be carried. When the last of them went down, the boxes came up, a laborious process that consumed precious time. Charlie watched the shoreline. At any moment, a plane might come howling over the jungle.
 
   If a plane came now, there’d be no time to get everybody below. They’d have to jump overboard while Sabertooth dived, and then they’d have to wait for rescue.
 
   The major descended from the cigarette deck to watch the operation unfold. “Do not worry, Lieutenant. I have lookouts in the hills. If they see a plane, they will tell us by radio.”
 
   “That’s fine.” Still, Charlie’s instincts howled at being out here in the open in Japanese-controlled waters. “Miller!”
 
   “Mr. Harrison?”
 
   “Make sure Yeo takes down everybody’s names.”
 
   “Aye, sir!”
 
   The boat pulled away after flashing a signal to the next that it was their turn to come alongside. The banca made fast, and the operation repeated itself. Three wounded American and Filipino soldiers came aboard. Dirty and bandaged, they looked like they’d walked straight off a battlefield.
 
   “Miller, ask Doc to take a look at these guys,” Charlie said. He turned to the major. “I counted twenty-one.” Three men, nine women, nine children. “Is everybody accounted for?”
 
   “Correct,” Bautista said. He smiled at the sight of the train of boxes coming out of the hatch for loading onto the banca. Food, medicine, weapons, radios. “This equipment will do a lot of good.”
 
   “I have to hand it to you. Fighting the Japs for seven months on your own. Is it hard going?”
 
   “Tatay is a genius,” the major said.
 
   “Tatay?”
 
   “Colonel Fertig. We call him, ‘Father.’ He was at Bataan. At Corregidor. He refused to surrender. He united us against the invaders. Now the Japanese fear us.”
 
   Charlie shook his head. “Amazing.”
 
   “Do not stop fighting. Do not stop fighting until victory, or this is all for nothing.”
 
   “We won’t.”
 
   The men stacked the last of the boxes onto the boats. Gibson confirmed the supplies had been offloaded. The sailors secured the guns and returned to the submarine’s safe cramped belly.
 
   “Looks like this is goodbye, Major.”
 
   “Or ‘see you later.’” Bautista saluted. “For I hope you will visit Mindanao again.”
 
   Charlie smiled and returned the salute.
 
   Minutes later, Hunter said on the bridge, “Secure the deck. Helm, come left to one-six-five. All ahead, standard.”
 
   Sabertooth veered onto her new course, bound for Australia.


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE
 
   REFUGEES
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Sabertooth raced south by southwest, plowing the swells at eighteen knots. The captain wanted to put as many miles as possible between the submarine and the Philippines by morning. Then they’d dive.
 
   The refugees crowded into the crew’s mess, a bare room with four tables bolted to the deck. Excited chatter filled the space. Sailors tramped through with the passengers’ meager luggage. The cooks looked up from their smoking griddles and smiled at the crowd.
 
   Charlie’s head swam. Where were they going to put all these people? How could they be managed so they didn’t completely disrupt the boat’s efficiency?
 
   Nine of the passengers were children, subdued but ready to become a menace at a moment’s notice. Another nine were women, a different kind of menace in a cramped boat full of sex-starved sailors. Three were Army nurses, each good-looking and apparently single; the men were already ogling them. And two of the three male passengers, dressed in ragged fatigues and looking dazed, were wounded, while the third kept up a hacking cough.
 
   Charlie stared at the red-faced man and saw him as the biggest problem of all. The size of Sabertooth’s crew didn’t rate a doctor. Instead, the boat carried a pharmacist’s mate, a highly trained corpsman. Boat crews typically suffered a wave of colds after leaving port but then reached a state of steady health. If the coughing man brought aboard a serious disease, the boat could have a plague on its hands.
 
   Hunter entered the room and frowned at Charlie. “Get these people organized, Harrison.”
 
   “Everybody take a seat,” Charlie called out. “Hey!”
 
   They didn’t hear him. It was chaos in there.
 
   “LISTEN UP,” Bryant roared.
 
   The people flinched and shut up.
 
   “Welcome aboard Sabertooth,” Hunter said. “I’m happy to tell you that you’re safe now—”
 
   The crowd erupted into spontaneous applause. The kids howled and cheered.
 
   The captain laughed and tried to continue, but the nurses belted out “The Star Spangled Banner,” and everybody joined in.
 
   At the end, they were all grinning.
 
   “We’re heading straight to Darwin,” Hunter went on. “Nine hundred nautical miles through Jap waters. Should take us about nine days. You’ll be assigned quarters for the duration. It’s not comfortable or anything, but it’s safe. Follow the crew’s instructions, and whatever you do, don’t touch any of our equipment.”
 
   “The Jap propaganda said we were licked, Cap’n!” the matronly woman called from the back. “Is that so? Give it to us straight.”
 
   “No, it is not,” the captain answered firmly. “We’ve got the Japs on the run.”
 
   “How many Japs you killed?” a brave kid yelled out.
 
   Hunter smiled. “Nine days, that’s all. Hang tight, and you’ll be celebrating the New Year in Australia.” He caught sight of the cook waving at him. “And now, get ready for a feast. You’re not home yet, but we can offer you a humble welcome back to civilization.”
 
   The cooks came out of the galley with trays of steaming food. Roast beef and mashed potatoes drowned in brown gravy. Vegetables. Bowls of canned fruit. The kids oohed over their plates and dug in.
 
   “Hey, sailor,” one of the nurses said. “Is that hot coffee?”
 
   Charlie turned and saw the first woman he’d helped aboard. Jane. Even now, he had a hard time getting used to seeing a female on Sabertooth in the middle of a war zone.
 
   Deeply tanned by the tropical sun, she wore no makeup. She looked terribly thin, as they all did, no doubt the result of hunger and malnutrition. She hadn’t washed in days. Her stringy hair had been woven into braids.
 
   Still, she was a striking woman. Her blue eyes shined seemingly from an internal light source. He couldn’t help but notice she had an attractive figure accentuated by the plain but formfitting gray shirtwaist dress.
 
   “What?” he said stupidly.
 
   Jane pointed at the coffee urn bolted to the wall. “I asked if that’s coffee over there.”
 
   “Yes, it is.”
 
   “Thank God.” She hesitated. “Can I ask you something?”
 
   “What is it?”
 
   “What’s that weird smell?”
 
   “That’s the diesel, ma’am.” That, plus frying food, cigarette smoke, and pungent body odor. The submariners didn’t call their boats sewer pipes for nothing. “It’ll get worse when we’re back underwater.”
 
   By the end of their voyage, they’d get used to it. In fact, by then, their first breath of fresh air in Darwin would probably smell funny to them.
 
   “Oh,” she said. “I asked because I’m a nurse.”
 
   “Yes, I know you are.”
 
   “The smell … I was just wondering, with all this machinery around, if there was a gas leak or something. You’re in good spirits, but you’re all so pale.”
 
   He chuckled. “We’re in a submarine. We fight underwater. Most of the crew haven’t seen the sun in a long time.”
 
   “Of course,” she said, her cheeks blooming red. “That was dumb of me.”
 
   “Not at all, ma’am.”
 
   “It’s Jane,” she said, eyeing him. “Jane Larson. I still didn’t get your name.”
 
   Then she went off to get a cup of joe.
 
   Baffled, Charlie watched her go. The Army nurse sure had an interesting energy about her that he found appealing. And that was what confused him: his response to her, which he considered instinctive and not based on anything real. No wonder women were thought bad luck on ships. Nobody paid attention to what they were doing. Look at him: blushing like a kid at a pretty face.
 
   Best to put her and the rest of them, even Evie, out of his mind. He had a job to do. The kind of job where mistakes got men killed. In little over a week, the boat would dock in Darwin, and Charlie would have the lessons learned from his second war patrol. Then they’d go out again, hopefully to choice hunting grounds, and put Japanese ships on the bottom. Maybe even get another crack at Yosai.
 
   God, would he love that.
 
   After the war ended, there’d be plenty of time for the right woman, and a large part of him still hoped it would be Evie. Until then, he’d keep his head in the game.
 
   Then he smiled. We did it.
 
   In less than two hours, Sabertooth had rescued a score of Americans and dropped off ninety tons of supplies. Deep behind enemy lines.
 
   The captain laughed at something one of the passengers said to him, apparently enjoying himself. Then he continued to work the room, shaking hands. He had a lot to feel jolly about. The operation was a complete success thanks to him.
 
   Hunter left the crowd and said to Charlie, “How are we fixed for stowing our riders, Harrison?”
 
   “I figure some of the kids and their moms can sleep in the forward torpedo compartment. The nurses and the rest of the moms and kids in the chiefs’ quarters. The men in the after torpedo compartment. Some will have to hot bunk it.”
 
   Hot bunking meant the passengers and some of the crew would have to share the same bunk and sleep in shifts. They wouldn’t like it, but there was no other way.
 
   Something else too, something the captain wouldn’t like: Kids needed to play somewhere. The wardroom was the only space for them.
 
   Charlie didn’t like the whole thing either. Kids in a torpedo room! Sabertooth would be combat ineffective for the duration.
 
   Hunter nodded and said, “See to it.”
 
   “Aye, aye, Captain.”
 
   He saw Jane sighing over her coffee mug, which she held in both hands, as if afraid somebody might try to swipe it from her. 
 
   She caught him staring and sighed. “What a meal. You boys are tops.”
 
   The refugees were already flagging. Some of the children slept in their mothers’ laps. Charlie gave orders to divide them up and take them to their berths. His work done, he went to get some coffee for himself.
 
   Hunter and Lewis slouched in the wardroom, nursing their own mugs. The exec looked even worse for wear after four hours on duty in the control room. They’d put a record on the phonograph, which played throughout the boat over the 1MC for the benefit of the passengers. Glenn Miller’s “Moonlight Serenade,” one of Charlie’s favorites.
 
   “Ah, Harrison,” the captain said. “Got our riders nice and settled?”
 
   “They’re settled,” Charlie said. “As for nice, well …” He shrugged.
 
   “Grab a chair. We were just talking about the years before the war.”
 
   “Back when the fleet boats were just that, boats designed to work with the surface fleet and fight warships,” Lewis said. “We were told, always fight at periscope depth. Lots of other things that turned out to be horse hockey.”
 
   Hunter laughed. “Still, they were the good old days. Walt and I served as ensigns together on the S-56. She was a fine boat. Old Walt here was two years ahead of me. Gave me the firehose treatment.”
 
   “He was a little go-getter just like you, young Charles,” Lewis said.
 
   “Grab a seat and join us, Harrison.”
 
   Charlie did. “Thank you, sir. When I served on the 55, my exec was from the 56.”
 
   “Horrible shame, what happened to that boat,” Hunter said.
 
   And what happened to Reynolds, Charlie thought.
 
   Hunter didn’t let the mood sour. “We were also just celebrating what we did today. Barring the possibility of the kids tearing the boat apart, we’ll be in Australia in less than ten days with one in the win column.”
 
   “I’m still surprised at how smoothly it all went,” Charlie admitted.
 
   “That makes two of us,” the captain said. “A man mostly makes his own luck by playing his cards right. Still, it helps when you get a good hand.”
 
   Hunter had a right to be pleased. He’d pulled himself out of his depression and led the crew in a daring exploit. A rescue and supply drop deep in the Japanese Empire.
 
   Charlie was pleased too, and not just with the success of their mission. He’d had a brief taste of command and had learned some hard lessons. But now he could go back to learning from seasoned professionals. The string of bad luck had ended; the exec had returned to duty, and the captain was back on his game.
 
   Lewis sagged in his chair. He looked white as a sheet. His eyes drifted shut.
 
   “It’s been a long day,” Hunter said.
 
   “I guess I’d better turn in, Skipper,” Lewis answered. He didn’t move. His mouth dropped open.
 
   Charlie eyed him with alarm. “You sure you’re all right?”
 
   The man’s eyes flashed open. “You know what your problem is, Charles?”
 
   “What’s that?”
 
   The exec’s eyes rolled, and his head hit the table with a sickening thud.


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO
 
   BURIAL AT SEA
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   “Attention, sections one and three,” the 1MC blared through the boat. “All hands, bury the dead.”
 
   From the bridge, Hunter ordered the boat to reduce to one-third speed. Several sailors brought Lieutenant Walter Lewis’s body up from below decks. He’d been sewn into a burial shroud made of sailcloth.
 
   The night before, the exec died of wounds received during the depth charging by Yosai’s escorts. Internal bleeding in the brain, the pharmacist’s mate had guessed as to cause of death.
 
   The doubled detail of lookouts scanned the darkness for threats while the off-duty crew filed out and assembled topside. The 20mm anti-aircraft guns stood manned and locked, ready to greet a surprise aerial attack.
 
   Charlie looked around anxiously. The captain had taken a risk conducting a formal funeral. But Lewis was one of Hunter’s oldest friends.
 
   He remembered the captain telling him, “Looks like you’re exec for the duration, Harrison.” Hunter had said this with all the enthusiasm of a hungry man being told the only item on the menu was a crap sandwich.
 
   Now the Old Man looked pale and shaken. He reeked of booze.
 
   Sabertooth’s bad luck had returned with a vengeance.
 
   Nine days, Charlie thought. We just have to hold it together for nine more days.
 
   The sailors stood at parade rest while the burial detail carried and placed the body on a stand. Lewis’s feet protruded overboard. The men draped a U.S. flag over him.
 
   Charlie pictured a Zeke roaring over the water, machine guns blazing, men flying apart as dozens of shells struck the deck.
 
   But aside from the growl of the diesel engines, the night remained still. Overhead, a sea of stars.
 
   Hunter intoned, “Unto Almighty God we commend the soul of our brother departed, and we commit his body to the deep.”
 
   “Firing party,” Charlie said. “Present arms.”
 
   The sailors held their Garand carbines in front of their chests. The burial detail tilted the stand. The American flag fluttered as Walt Lewis slid out from under it and struck the ocean with a splash.
 
   “Fire!”
 
   The guns cracked, startlingly loud. Charlie smelled gun smoke. In his mind’s eye, he saw Japanese soldiers crumple to the sand.
 
   They hadn’t expected to die either.
 
   Or maybe Lewis had. One way or the other, he’d forced himself out of bed to do his duty one last time. Like those soldiers, he’d died fighting.
 
   “Fire!”
 
   Another crash of gunfire, and then another. After the third volley, Hunter said, “Walt Lewis was a good man. He did his duty. We depended on him for our very lives, and we knew we could. It was an honor to serve with him. Sabertooth owes him a great debt. America owes him.”
 
   Then he dismissed the hands.
 
   Charlie listened to him cough with fresh alarm while the sailors returned below deck. Lewis was dead, and Hunter had caught something. Probably from the refugees, and likely because his boozing had wrecked his resistance to germs.
 
   If the man could no longer perform his duties, Charlie would have to bring Sabertooth to Darwin on his own. A possibility he found terrifying even as it tempted. What he’d experienced during his brief taste of command still baffled him. That strange combination of power and pressure.
 
   In any case, he believed nothing would happen. The captain was boozing again, something to keep an eye on. He’d caught a bug, probably no big deal.
 
   Nine days …
 
   Below decks, Charlie ran into a pack of children playing in the wardroom. They clustered around.
 
   “Hey, Mister! Mom said you killed twenty Japs on Mindanao! Is that—?”
 
   “Make a hole!” Charlie said and stomped past. The kids scattered.
 
   He knocked on the captain’s doorframe and entered. Hunter lay sprawled out on his bunk, already sleeping it off.
 
   Charlie sat at the desk, switched on the desk lamp, and began to read through administrative reports. As acting exec, he represented the captain in maintaining the submarine’s efficiency. It was now his job to coordinate all work done on the boat.
 
   He pictured Lewis’s head thumping against the wardroom table. You know what your problem is, Charles?
 
   Talk about famous last words.
 
   God, just like that, the man was dead.
 
   It rattled him. He shook his head and dove into his work.
 
   The administrative reports gave him a clear picture of what was happening aboard Sabertooth. The crew had worked hard to regain good trim after offloading ninety tons and taking on riders. The submarine still carried twenty torpedoes, twelve in the forward nest and eight aft. Six men remained off-duty due to injuries they’d received during the depth charging. Tarzan remained bedridden from getting hurled against the bulkhead. Three of the refugees appeared seriously sick. Another three recovered from battle wounds sustained during action on Mindanao.
 
   The captain snored loudly. Charlie looked over at him and thought, Keep it together, Skipper. You’re not expendable either. We happen to need you too.
 
   He returned to the reports. The boat, he learned, suffered her own wounds. She was still leaking from damage to her hull and hydraulics. Charlie remembered the red light winking on the Christmas tree board before a recent dive, which showed whether all hull openings were secured (green) or open (red). It had taken Bryant and his auxiliarymen precious time to jury-rig a seal. Sabertooth needed a major refit once she reached Darwin. Charlie grunted as he pored over the work logs and gained a new sense of respect for the abrasive engineering officer.
 
   The boat would make it to Australia, but Charlie doubted she had the mettle for another fight. It was probably for the best that she’d been taken over by women and children.
 
   A knock on the doorframe. A woman’s voice: “Captain Hunter, sir? Hello?”
 
   He sighed. Speak of the devil.
 
   Charlie glanced at Hunter. “Captain?”
 
   The man moaned and rolled over. He was sweating buckets, either from the booze or illness. Charlie made up his mind to fetch the pharmacist’s mate.
 
   Right now, though, he had to deal with this visitor. He got up and whipped the curtain aside. “Yes?”
 
   “Oh,” Jane said. “I was looking for the captain.”
 
   She wore a man’s T-shirt and cut-off dungarees, a donation from the crew.
 
   “He’s sleeping,” Charlie told her, keeping his voice down.
 
   She put her hand over her chest as she caught her breath. “For such a small ship, it’s easy to get lost around here.”
 
   “We call her a boat, ma’am.”
 
   “And I’m called Jane. What did I tell you—?”
 
   “Sorry. Jane.”
 
   “Thank you, Lieutenant Harrison. That’s right. I got your name. I even heard your nickname, Hara-kiri. You’ll have to explain that to me sometime.”
 
   Not on your life, he thought. 
 
   The captain coughed behind him. 
 
   “Can I help you with something?” he asked.
 
   “Sorry about Lieutenant Lewis. Was he a friend?”
 
   Charlie had to think about that. “More like a mentor. He was a good man.”
 
   “My condolences just the same. From everybody. We’re all sorry about it.”
 
   “Thanks, Jane. Is that what you came to see the captain about?”
 
   “She turned scarlet. “Well.”
 
   Charlie waited, unable to even guess what she wanted.
 
   “It’s about the toilet,” she said finally. “It’s kind of a complicated setup.”
 
   He smiled. “It’s probably best to let a crew member flush it.”
 
   “I made a real mess today. We ladies use lady products, you know.”
 
   She’d lost him again. He didn’t understand.
 
   “Kotex, sailor,” Jane said. “We use Kotex.”
 
   “You mean—ah.” He blushed now. “Yeah. Don’t flush that.”
 
   “Now I know that. Thanks, Lieutenant.”
 
   “Don’t mention it, Jane. And it’s Charlie.”
 
   She smiled. “Okay, Charlie. One more thing. When can I get a bath?”
 
   “You can’t. We’re rationing fresh water as it is.”
 
   “That explains the long hair and beards,” she said. “It didn’t exactly inspire confidence when I came aboard. You all look like cavemen.”
 
   “When we’re surfaced at night, you can take a bucket up top, tie a cord to it, and haul up some seawater for a quick sponge bath. Just be ready to run like hell and get back below deck if a lookout sounds the alarm.”
 
   And that was a big if with girls topside. He pictured the pretty nurses washing themselves while the lookouts ogled them, ignoring their sectors. A single minute of carelessness was all it took to lose everything—the boat, their lives.
 
   Charlie gulped. The image of the nurses washing up stuck in his mind.
 
   “All right,” she told him. “We’ll figure a way to do that privately. Hold up a sheet or something.”
 
   “Right,” he said, barely listening. “Yes.”
 
   Jane lingered. Charlie became aware of little details as they grabbed his attention: her eyes, her prominent cheekbones, the elegant curve of her neck—
 
   He stammered, “Was there anything else, ma’am—Jane?”
 
   Smooth, he thought. You’re a regular Gary Cooper.
 
   She took a deep breath. “I need to know: Are we going to make it to Darwin? Give it to me straight.”
 
   Charlie nodded, delaying speech. “Yes. We’re going to be fine. I have to tell you, it’s not an easy thing for the boat to carry so many civilians. That’s what’s been occupying my mind, not to mention Lewis’s passing. It didn’t occur to me that you might see this trip as dangerous. It must be hard for you.”
 
   Jane surprised him by laughing. “Are you kidding? The night before we boarded, I had my finger buried up to the knuckle in a GI’s neck.”
 
   “Oh,” Charlie said. “Ah.” Something else he hadn’t considered—that these people had been through hell these past months. He tried to imagine fighting the Mizukaze not one horrible night, but multiple nights stretched out across months.
 
   Jane knew war, possibly better than he did.
 
   “Doris and Mary, they’ve been through hell,” she told him. “Some of these other folks, I’ve gotten to know them pretty good. I just wanted to hear it straight that we’re going to make it home. Thanks for telling me. I appreciate it.”
 
   As she turned to go, Charlie heard the captain cough again. He made up his mind to ask something important. “Hey, Jane?”
 
   “Yeah, Charlie?”
 
   “I’m afraid the captain might have caught a bug from one of your people. Would you examine him when he wakes up?”
 
   “Sure. Let me know when he does. I’ll come running.”
 
   “The boat!” Hunter screamed from his rack. “We’re on fire!”


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE
 
   PLAGUE SHIP
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Charlie called a meeting of the officers in the wardroom. Bryant and Liebold started at the sight of Jane, no doubt wondering what she was doing at the meeting. Holding a cup of coffee with both hands, she gazed back at them as if she owned the place.
 
   “The pharmacist’s mate is with the captain,” Charlie explained. “He’s sick as hell. He was raving. Jane here examined him and knows what he caught. It’s bad.”
 
   “Meningitis,” she said.
 
   Hunter had curled into a fetal ball, shivering with his hands jammed under his armpits. Burning up with fever, sweat poured off him.
 
   He’d smelled like sickness.
 
   While Charlie had stood there stupidly, Jane took action. She gave the captain a quick exam and found blotchy red rashes along his neck.
 
   “Prickly heat,” Charlie had guessed.
 
   “Acute bacterial meningitis,” Jane told him.
 
   In the wardroom, she explained her diagnosis and what Captain Hunter had in store for him. The disease inflamed the membranes around the brain and spinal cord. Many victims suffered fever and chills, headache, vomiting, rash, and a stiff neck. Some exhibited confusion and fear of bright light.
 
   “Are you sure?” Bryant said. “No offense, but you’re just a nurse.”
 
   “Excuse me,” she said. “I know what I’m doing, thank you very much.”
 
   Liebold wrung his hands. “Is the Old Man going to be all right?”
 
   “His odds are good. Nine out of ten pull through.”
 
   Bryant let out a frustrated sigh. “Great news. Really. But what we really need to know right now, though, is how contagious this thing is.”
 
   Sabertooth carried one very sick captain but also dozens of healthy people. All of them wanted to get home.
 
   Jane said, “For people in close contact, it’s very contagious.”
 
   “Christ.” The engineering officer lit a fresh cigarette from the wilted pack in the breast pocket of his service khakis. “We’re on a goddamn submarine.”
 
   Which explained how the captain caught it. Charlie remembered him in the crew’s mess that first night. Hunter had shaken hands with every passenger in sight.
 
   Now Sabertooth was looking at the possibility of an epidemic.
 
   When they’d served together on the 55, Rusty told him about a submarine that had gone through a similar experience. A bad stomach flu that spread like wildfire. Almost every crewmember was puking his guts out and crapping into buckets.
 
   At one point, an undefended Japanese merchant convoy steamed right past them. Focused on their survival, the crew hadn’t been able to do a thing about it. The epidemic had stopped them cold.
 
   “It spreads easily among people living in close quarters,” Jane said. “Like army barracks. Or, yeah, a submarine. The most susceptible are young kids. Adults whose immune system is weak. The captain seems …”
 
   She glanced at Charlie. He knew she’d seen the bottle of brandy on the captain’s desk. And she’d smelled the alcohol on his sour breath.
 
   He gave her a blank stare. That the Old Man drank was the business of the crew and the crew alone.
 
   Jane got the hint. “I guess your captain was just unlucky.”
 
   “Unlucky, hell,” Bryant said. “You people brought that germ aboard. And you, a nurse! How’d you let that happen, is what I want to know!”
 
   “Don’t look at me, mister,” Jane shot back. “I don’t know half these people. Me, Doris, and Mary, we were patching up guerillas in a hut when we heard you fellas were on your way. A lot of us met for the first time only four days ago. We spent three of those days trekking through the jungle trying to stay away from the bee’s nest you boys stirred up when you came ashore.”
 
   “Um,” Charlie said, clearing his throat.
 
   Jane squinted at him. “Ha. I should have known. You’re a real cowboy, aren’t you?” She shook her head. “Don’t matter much anyways. The disease would have snuck aboard either way.”
 
   Charlie shifted his gaze to Liebold and Bryant. “I don’t know if Doc is up to this.”
 
   Which was also crew business, but he needed Jane’s help.
 
   She held up her mug as Isko came around with a fresh pot of coffee. “Me and the girls will be happy to pitch in and make ourselves useful, if that’s what you want.”
 
   “We’d be grateful. What do you recommend we do to stop it from spreading?”
 
   “I know water is an issue and all, but everybody really needs to wash their hands as often as possible. Especially the cooks.”
 
   Charlie nodded. “We’re tight on water, but we’ll make it work.”
 
   “The main thing is to keep an eye out for anybody who gets symptoms, isolate them, and treat them as best we can.”
 
   “Where the hell are we supposed to do that?” Bryant said. “We can barely fit everybody aboard. We don’t have any spare rooms.”
 
   “I have no idea,” Jane said. Then she sipped her coffee and leaned back in her chair with another contented sigh.
 
   “We’ll have to take our meals in our rooms,” Charlie said. “Turn the wardroom into a sick ward. We’ve got at least two sick people, the captain and whoever brought the disease aboard. I saw somebody else coughing. There are probably even more now. We’ll need to screen everybody for symptoms and get them here quick.”
 
   The men nodded. Charlie wiped sweat from his forehead. He’d shared a room with the captain for hours. The Navy labeled it a stateroom, but it was about the size of a large closet. Did he catch the germ? And if he did, how long did he have?
 
   God, they were already down two line officers.
 
   Then it truly hit him. He was in command again. And this time, he had no safety cushion. If Charlie went to Hunter with a problem now, the only thing he’d get out of the captain would be more incoherent shouting.
 
   “How long until the captain recovers?” he asked Jane.
 
   “Days. A week. Who knows?”
 
   “All right. From here on out, we’re going to focus on getting to Darwin. Bryant, can you handle both engineering and exec responsibilities?”
 
   The man grinned. “You bet, boss.”
 
   “Jack, you’ll take over plotting and communications.”
 
   “Aye, Charlie.”
 
   “And Jane?”
 
   She looked up from her mug. “Yeah?”
 
   “Screen every single human being on this boat, and send them here if they’re sick. Lieutenant Liebold will have the chief of the boat come along to make sure everybody complies. Though, I doubt the men will have a problem with you taking a look at them.”
 
   Jane smirked. “Aye, aye.”
 
   The men started as the klaxon wailed. Ensign Miller, who was officer of the deck, was diving the boat. Charlie glanced at his watch. Too early. They still had four hours of darkness left. Something was up.
 
   The 1MC buzzed. Miller’s voice: “Captain to Control.”
 
   Bryant ground out his cigarette in the ashtray. “That would be you, hotshot.”


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR
 
   SOME OPPORTUNITIES
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Charlie hustled into the control room. “What have you got?”
 
   “We found another Jap battle group!” The young ensign looked past Charlie’s shoulder, expecting to see the captain appear.
 
   “Make your report, Miller.”
 
   The ensign stiffened at Charlie’s formality. “Radar reported contacts, Mr. Harrison. North by northwest. Bearing, one-seven-five. Range, 10,000 yards. After we dived, Sound picked up multiple sets of heavy and light screws.”
 
   “What’s their speed?”
 
   “Twenty-five knots.”
 
   That meant warships; merchants traveled at less than half that speed. 
 
   “Up scope.” Charlie wrapped his arm around the periscope as it rose. “How does she head?”
 
   “Two-double-oh.”
 
   Charlie scanned the darkness for the enemy. Moonlight glowed on the whitecaps. He couldn’t see them in the dark. They were too far away, no threat. He could easily avoid them. J.R. Kane had taught him a captain had to pick his battles.
 
   Fighting a battle group was David and Goliath even in the best of circumstances. But this time, David would fight with one hand tied behind his back. Sabertooth was leaking and carrying civilians. She had an infectious disease aboard. She was missing her most experienced officers.
 
   Best to let Goliath and his band of Philistines go on their merry way.
 
   “Have you started a plot?”
 
   “I was waiting on the captain. Is he coming?”
 
   “Start a plot, Miller.”
 
   “Aye, aye!”
 
   Charlie stepped back from the periscope, feeling jittery. The radar contact had gotten his blood up, but he had nowhere to expend his energy. “Down scope.”
 
   “Sound, Control,” the soundman reported. “Uh, I think that’s Yosai.”
 
   Yosai!
 
   Charlie fought to keep his voice steady. “What makes you say that?”
 
   “He’s got a signature. One of his propeller blades is bent.”
 
   When fighting underwater, a submarine listened using sonar and hydrophones. Sonar emitted a loud ping that gave away location, typically a no-go for a warship whose primary advantage was stealth and surprise. The hydrophones, attached to the hull, picked up noise in the water, and it did it passively.
 
   Propellers made noise. Specifically, resonation, plus cavitation caused by air bubbles forming on the blades as they cut through the water. Different sizes of screws, and how fast they turned, produced characteristic sounds. A well-trained and experienced soundman could distinguish one set of screws among others and make an educated estimate of the target’s size, bearing, and speed.
 
   Charlie grabbed the microphone and keyed the 1MC. “Attention, all hands. This is Lieutenant Harrison. Lieutenant-Commander Hunter is unable to perform his duties due to illness. I have assumed command. That is all.”
 
   No need to elaborate on the nature of the illness. The crew would likely think the captain was on a bender again. Let them. Doc and Jane would spread the word about the meningitis outbreak. He didn’t want to start a panic if he was going to—
 
   Going to what?
 
   Was he really considering taking on a heavily defended aircraft carrier?
 
   Two heavy cruisers. Six destroyers. Up to 200 depth charges.
 
   Yosai, the Fortress, had been aptly named.
 
   Yet he really, really wanted to sink the bastard.
 
   Ensign Miller stared at him with his mouth open, probably wondering if he was going to declare battle stations and initiate the approach.
 
   Think before you act, Charlie reminded himself.
 
   He closed his eyes and performed a series of mental calculations. The calculations became a picture in his mind. The picture became a plan.
 
   He said, “All compartments, prepare to surface. Forward engine room, secure ventilation. All compartments, shut the bulkhead flappers.”
 
   The telephone talker relayed the orders and reported, “All compartments report ready to surface in every respect, Mr. Harrison.”
 
   “Very well. Surface.”
 
   The alarm blared. The manifoldmen blew the main ballast tanks.
 
   Sabertooth angled up and broke the surface of the sea. 
 
   “Helm, come left to one-seven-oh,” Charlie said. “All ahead full.”
 
   “Come left to one-seven-oh, aye,” the helmsman answered. “All ahead full.”
 
   “Radar, Control. Sugar Jig, make an automatic sweep on the PPI.”
 
   The SJ radar swept the surface, revealing a new set of pips on the plan position indicator screen. The radarman reported Yosai’s current position. 
 
   “Steady as she goes,” Charlie said. “Bryant and Liebold to Control.”
 
   Gibson relayed his request over the 1MC. In moments, the officers arrived and joined him at the plotting table.
 
   “What’s all the ruckus?” Bryant wondered.
 
   “Gentlemen,” Charlie said, “we’ve located Yosai again.”
 
   “And we’re steering well clear of her?” Liebold guessed with a note of hope.
 
   Charlie tapped the plot. “The carrier group is here, moving at a speed of twenty-five knots. We’re here, moving roughly parallel to them, at eighteen knots. Before they can pass us, we’ll come right here and submerge in their track.”
 
   “I’d sure love to drill some holes in Yosai,” Bryant said. “But we took heavy damage last time we fought him. I’m not sure our boat is up for another fight.”
 
   He was right, but the boat’s essential systems had survived largely unscathed. Engines, battery, propellers, and torpedo tubes. Sabertooth could operate in combat. She just might not survive another depth charging like the last one.
 
   “Are you seriously thinking about taking civilians into a fight against an aircraft carrier?” Liebold asked him.
 
   Charlie grit his teeth. He hadn’t thought of that. Still, they were fighting a war. Their standing orders were to sink Japanese ships.
 
   And there the enemy was, daring him to attack.
 
   “Not to mention,” Liebold went on, “the fact we’ve got sick civilians, a sick captain, and no exec.”
 
   Charlie frowned again. “You wanted to see what Sabertooth could do, didn’t you?”
 
   “Sure, but—”
 
   “This is how you do it, Jack. You have to take risks.”
 
   Still plotting, Ensign Miller watched them with wide eyes.
 
   “Pretty big risks,” Bryant muttered. “Then again, it’s a pretty big reward too.”
 
   “Do you know how many IJN heavy carriers are in operation right now?” Charlie asked them.
 
   “If our intelligence is right, just three,” Liebold said.
 
   “That’s right. We sank four of their carriers at Midway. Meanwhile, all we’ve got in the theater right now is Enterprise. If we sink Yosai—”
 
   “It could change the strategic balance in the Pacific,” Bryant said.
 
   “It could change the war.” Charlie tapped the plot. “The boat will be in their track just before dawn. We’ll let them pass over us and surface in their wake. We’ll fire a spread up Yosai’s skirts and head north balls to the wall. If anything goes wrong, we’ll let him pass without a shot.”
 
   The men said nothing as they chewed on that.
 
   Charlie went on, “Any problems with the plan? Anything I’m missing? I need to be able to rely on your experience.”
 
   He knew by now he had a penchant for being aggressive. When his blood was up, he found a way to rationalize decisive action. If he decided to attack, he wanted to consider every reason why he shouldn’t, every risk.
 
   Bryant said, “It’s a long shot. And you heard me say the boat can’t take another pounding. But some opportunities you can’t pass up, right?”
 
   Charlie fixed his gaze on Liebold. “What about you, Jack?”
 
   “The safe move is to deliver these people to Darwin. Get the boat patched up and the captain to a hospital. Fight another day.”
 
   “I didn’t sign up for this to play it safe. I signed up to kill Japs.”
 
   Bryant guffawed. “I think I’m starting to like you, Harrison.”
 
   “All right,” Liebold sighed. “It’s your call. I hope you know what you’re doing.”
 
   “That’s what I’m trying to figure out,” Charlie told him. “Is there anything I’m missing?”
 
   “Yeah. If we’re going to sink a carrier, the torpedoes we shoot have to work.”
 
   Charlie said, “Bryant, take the con. Jack and I are going to the forward torpedo room.”


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE
 
   DAMN THE TORPEDOES
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The forward torpedo compartment was the largest aboard the Tambor-class submarine. Currently, it was manned by six sailors and occupied by several mothers and a gaggle of screaming children who touched everything in sight.
 
   Twelve torpedoes, one in each forward tube and another six stacked in rows, filled most of the room. Four skids, emptied during the failed attack on Yosai, now served as bunks for the refugees. Pipes, valves, and gauges crowded the rest of the space.
 
   During action, Torpedoman First Class Freddie Kemper oversaw the operation. Two sailors manned the tubes, responsible for opening and closing the inner and outer doors. They also operated the manifold, which kept the boat balanced every time a one-and-a-half-ton torpedo blew out into the sea. A man checked the angle set on each torpedo’s gyroscope. Another worked a manual firing key in case the torpedo didn’t respond to the electrical firing command from Control. The reload crew swung fresh torpedoes into position using chains.
 
   In combat, they worked together like a machine.
 
   “Why are we here?” Liebold asked him.
 
   “We’re here,” Charlie said, “because I want you to fix the torpedoes.”
 
   Liebold sagged. “That’s what I thought. You know it’s against Bureau of Ordnance regulations to mess with these things.”
 
   “I do know that.”
 
   “We could wind up in front of a court martial for this. You’re talking about messing around with a 10,000-dollar piece of government property.”
 
   “Any other objections?”
 
   “I could screw up and blow us all to hell?”
 
   Charlie remembered something Reynolds had asked him back on the 55. “How bad do you want to kill Japs?”
 
   He’d already answered that question for himself. He wanted to sink Yosai so badly he was willing to risk his career, not to mention their lives.
 
   “That’s not a fair question, Charlie. This is reckless.”
 
   “No,” he said. “What’s reckless is going into combat with torpedoes that don’t work. It practically did the Old Man in. It almost did us in.”
 
   Liebold squinted at him, no doubt trying to figure out whether Charlie was the fearless hero he’d initially thought he was, or simply a madman who’d gotten lucky and ended up being called a hero for it.
 
   Charlie decided to try another angle. “Look. If we don’t get a clean shot at Yosai, we’re not going to use the torpedoes. I’ll report the modification when we reach Darwin. I’ll take full responsibility.”
 
   “All right, Charlie,” the officer said. “I’ll modify the torpedoes.”
 
   “Good.”
 
   “On your orders,” Liebold added.
 
   “I’ll take what I can get. Show me what you think we can do.”
 
   Liebold asked Kemper for a set of tools. He removed the plate from the firing controls of one of the big Mark 14 torpedoes. Kemper watched him work with mounting alarm.
 
   The Mark 14 carried a warhead containing close to 700 pounds of Torpex, a compound more explosive than TNT.
 
   Charlie looked inside and inspected the sophisticated firing mechanism. It must have weighed a hundred pounds on its own.
 
   “The Mark 14 uses the Mark 6 magnetic pistol exploder,” Liebold explained. “It’s based on a simple compass. When the needle swings toward an enemy ship’s magnetic field, the firing pin is released.”
 
   The older contact exploders were proven but had a significant disadvantage. Even with the higher level of explosives packed into the Mark 14, it might not be powerful enough to break the hull of a heavily armored battleship. Under the keel, though, the battleship was vulnerable.
 
   That was the idea behind the Mark 6 magnetic exploder design. The Mark 14 swam under the warship and came into contact with its magnetic field under its keel, or bottom. Then it exploded, breaking the ship’s back. In theory, anyway.
 
   “So the torpedo doesn’t explode before you want it to, the warhead stays unarmed for 450 yards,” Liebold said. “It uses a spinner activated by the torpedo’s movement through the water.”
 
   The problem was the torpedoes often went off prematurely at 450 yards.
 
   Some of the braver kids edged in closer to stare at the gadgets and wiring packed inside the torpedo. Kemper shooed them away.
 
   “And here,” Liebold said, “is the anti-countermining mechanism. It keeps the firing pin from moving and accidentally blowing up when the torpedo gets near an explosion, mine, or other torpedo.”
 
   “All right,” Charlie said. “So you said there are three problems with the Mark 14. First, it goes off too soon.”
 
   “That’s right. I’d have to take out the Mark 6 exploder and put in a contact exploder. I may also remove the anti-countermining just in case that’s the problem.”
 
   After that, the torpedo would arm at 450 yards and explode only when it touched the hull.
 
   “Good. The second thing is it travels too deep.”
 
   Submariners were very concerned with a ship’s draft, which was the distance between the waterline and the keel. A typical Japanese ship’s draft was fifteen to thirty feet, depending on how heavy it was and whether it was loaded.
 
   During an attack, a submarine skipper usually set torpedo depth at around ten to fifteen feet if he wanted to hit the target under the waterline, close to the keel, and put a hole in him. Water then poured into the ship, and it sank. A simple formula.
 
   “How did they come up with the depth setting?” Charlie asked.
 
   “The Bureau tested them.”
 
   “Were the test torpedoes any different than what we have?”
 
   Liebold smiled. Then he laughed. “That’s a very good question. I have a guess. The idiots might have tested the fish with dummy warheads. The real thing could be a lot heavier. That weight makes them run deeper.”
 
   “Any way to fix it?”
 
   “Set the depth shallow, maybe at four feet, and hope for the best.”
 
   Liebold believed the torpedoes were running ten to fifteen feet deeper than their setting, but he could be wrong. If the torpedoes ran true at four feet, there was a risk of one or more broaching or getting thrown off course by the waves.
 
   Charlie would have to gamble that Liebold was right. The man’s solution wasn’t ideal, but it was the best they could do. They couldn’t test the modified torpedoes themselves. They’d have to take the chance.
 
   “That just leaves the problem with the fish failing to detonate if they hit the target dead on,” Charlie said. “Any ideas?”
 
   “I don’t know. All I know is square shots often don’t explode.”
 
   Kemper chimed in, “The firing pin might be jamming on impact, sir. Try hitting the target at an oblique angle.”
 
   Charlie grinned to hide his anxiety over the number of unknowns. “Thanks, Freddie. Jack, make the modifications you need to make, and if we get a clean shot at Yosai, we’ll put them to the test. Make lemonade out of these lemons.”
 
   “You know, everything I’m saying is just a theory. Other captains have tried just what you’re saying, and the torpedoes still didn’t work. There might be a manufacturing or design flaw we don’t know about.”
 
   “From what you told me, nobody else connected the dots and tried all three remedies at the same time. Am I right about that?”
 
   “I haven’t heard anybody trying it,” Liebold replied glumly. “No.”
 
   “Don’t look so down about it, Jack. If this works, it could do a lot of good.”
 
   “As long as you know that a lot of men who try to do the right thing get booted out of the Navy. If I don’t blow us up first. And you know, there’s another possibility here. Which is the torpedoes work great, and the captains simply missed.”
 
   Charlie ignored all that. “How long until you can get all the fish modified?”
 
   “Ten hours, maybe, to do them all.” He caught Charlie’s frown and shrugged. “If you want it done, that’s what it’ll take.”
 
   “Do what you can. Send me a message every time a torpedo modification is completed. I want six modified torpedoes in the bow tubes, ready to fire. Then do the ones aft. We might need them to cover our escape. Can you do all that?”
 
   “Aye, aye,” the man said. “As in I’ll do my best.”
 
   “I’ll help out,” Kemper said. “Make sure we don’t all get blown to hell.”
 
   “Do this right, Jack, and we’ll sink one of the IJN’s biggest warships.”
 
   “Either way,” Liebold said, “I hope you understand I think you’re dangerous.”
 
   Charlie could live with that.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Lt. Charlie Harrison’s plan to attack the IJN aircraft carrier Yosai in the Celebes Sea, December 21, 1942.
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   CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX
 
   SECOND GUESSES
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Midnight. Charlie had his dinner in his cabin, listening to the captain moan in his sleep across the way. No help there. Charlie was on his own.
 
   Aside from the plotting party, the crew was at relaxed battle stations. In two hours, he’d call them to battle stations and begin the final approach. In five hours, they’d submerge in the carrier battle group’s track and attack.
 
   He had the mettle to go through with it, of that he was certain. But Jack Liebold’s and Rusty Grady’s judgment of him planted seeds of doubt. Liebold said he was dangerous. Rusty once told him he had a death wish.
 
   Was it true?
 
   He’d learned how to be a good captain from J.R. Kane—and to an extent from Bob Hunter.
 
   Kane, the chess player: You wait for your move and then act decisively.
 
   Hunter, the Hearts player: You make your own luck through good planning.
 
   But maybe he was more like Reynolds, the 55’s brooding exec, who had no use for games. You ask yourself how bad you want to win, and then you attack, attack, attack. You fight like you’re already dead.
 
   Maybe that was the real him. Lewis had told him buccaneering wasn’t allowed on Sabertooth, but Charlie suspected he was a buccaneer through and through.
 
   “Buccaneer” wasn’t necessarily a bad word. Buccaneering achieved great victories. But it also got good men killed. And not just men who’d volunteered for this hard life and its risks. Charlie had twenty-one civilians, including women and children, in his care. He was responsible for their welfare.
 
   The problem with decision and action is sometimes long hours separated the two. Millions of chances to make a different decision.
 
   He thought he should try to catch some sleep, but he knew he couldn’t. He forced down the last of his coffee and went to the wardroom.
 
   Tended by the pretty nurses and the pharmacist’s mate, four men and two children lay on the floor. The chief of the boat stood guard at the door. One of the kids arched her back and let out an alarming scream. The phonograph played Bing Crosby crooning, “Lullaby.”
 
   “Jane,” he said. “How’s it going?”
 
   “Honestly?” She pulled down her mask and sighed. “It’s going pretty bad, Charlie. We’ve got six here laid up along with the captain, all down with the bug.” She gestured to the passageway. “Out there, infected but not yet symptomatic, who knows? Could be two, three times that. I hope you’ve been washing your hands.”
 
   “We spotted a Jap battle group,” he blurted. “Two aircraft carriers.”
 
   “Okay.” Jane squinted at him. “Are you going to attack?”
 
   “We might.”
 
   “Okay,” she said.
 
   “It’ll be very dangerous if we do.”
 
   “I figured it would be.”
 
   He eyed the children lying on the floor. “Maybe too dangerous.” He fixed his gaze on her. “Keep me posted if you need anything.”
 
   Charlie returned to his cabin and lay on his bunk. The tiny room’s walls began to press in on him. He closed his eyes and fought back.
 
   Not now, he thought. But of course it would be now.
 
   Somebody knocked on his doorframe. He sat up, rubbing his bearded face. “Come in.”
 
   The curtain pulled aside. Jane stepped inside the small room and closed it. She glared at him with her fists clenched, and he thought about how tough she was.
 
   He sat up. “Something wrong? What happened?”
 
   “We’ve been through hell,” she said.
 
   Charlie’s heart sank. “I know.”
 
   “Horror like you wouldn’t believe.”
 
   He could only nod. As much as he wanted to take a shot at Yosai, it could get innocent people killed.
 
   Things being what they were, his primary duty was to get these people home.
 
   She said, “What I’m trying to say is we’re tougher than you think.”
 
   Then she told him her story. The story of the Philippines occupation.
 
   December 1941.
 
   The Japanese had bombed the airfields around Manila, destroying the American air force on the ground. They flattened the Cavite Naval Base. The Americans declared Manila an open city to prevent its destruction.
 
   Japanese troops landed at several points on Luzon Island and rapidly advanced on the city, capturing it January 2. Commanded by General Douglas MacArthur, American and Filipino troops withdrew to the Bataan Peninsula on Manila Bay. They dug in and fought hard until April. Suffering daily losses from combat, disease, and starvation, they finally surrendered.
 
   For the survivors, their hell had only begun.
 
   “The Bataan Death March,” Jane said bitterly. “Eighty thousand men, weak from heat and hunger and disease, forced to march over 60 miles to a prison camp at Balanga in the north. They got little food and water. The soldiers beat anybody who couldn’t keep up. Bayoneted those who fell or drove trucks over them. To the Japanese, the prisoners weren’t human, just animals. Ten thousand died along the way. More died at Balanga.”
 
   President Roosevelt had ordered General MacArthur out of the country in March. Lt. General Jonathan Wainwright took command. He held the island of Corregidor, an island fortress at the mouth of Manila Bay, until May. After a month of constant shelling, the Japanese overran his position.
 
   Wainwright unconditionally surrendered all armed forces in the Philippines.
 
   “By then, we were on the run,” Jane said.
 
   The nurses had been evacuated from Corregidor during the bombardment. They hopped from one island to the next, one step ahead of the Japanese, until they reached Mindanao. There was nowhere else they could go. The Philippines belonged to Japan, all 7,000 islands.
 
   But the Filipino Army didn’t surrender. Instead, they melted into the hills and vowed to carry on the fight.
 
   “So we signed up,” Jane said. “Me, Doris, Mary, and a little Texan gal named Angela Lopez. We started with a guerilla unit, a mixed bag of USAFFE soldiers, missionaries, Filipino Scouts. Sometimes, they fought the Japanese, sometimes other guerilla groups. Then Colonel Fertig united everybody against the Japs. He’d order the men to give ground and scatter, which caused the Japs to break up into smaller groups to chase them. At that point, the guerillas would consolidate and punch back hard. It always worked.”
 
   The reprisals were often bloody and severe. Frustrated Japanese soldiers ran amok and burned villages. Looting and murder became increasingly common. Then the Japanese issued an ultimatum: Any Americans in the Philippines who didn’t surrender would be exterminated if caught.
 
   “For months, we fought, we suffered, and we hid. Hungry all the time, weak with dysentery, always on the go. I treated men with bullet wounds, bayonet wounds, tropical diseases that wasted them to skin and bone. But even then, the worst hadn’t happened yet. Not by a long shot.”
 
   The Japanese launched a major operation in Mindanao and got licked. Lopez stayed behind in a village to treat two wounded guerillas, one of them an American GI named Dave Mackey. They were sweet on each other, and she wouldn’t leave him behind. Then a Japanese platoon entered the village.
 
   “The lieutenant ordered his men to round up the entire village at bayonet point. He took out his samurai sword and started chopping heads until the villagers gave up the guerillas. They crucified Doug between two palm trees.” Her voice cracked. “They raped poor Angie. By the time they were done, she was half-dead, but they still weren’t through. That Jap lieutenant cut off her head with his sword. Chopped it off and left her in the dirt. She was my friend. I met her the first week of my posting. They raped and murdered her and left her to rot.”
 
   “My God,” Charlie breathed.
 
   Everybody knew what the Japanese did at Pearl Harbor. He’d heard all the propaganda about how evil they were, how they needed to be destroyed. But this wasn’t propaganda. This was history as Jane had experienced it.
 
   The propaganda didn’t even come close to describing these real horrors.
 
   “No matter how bad things got, they always got worse.” For the first time in her telling, her eyes leaked tears, which she wiped away angrily. “But you know something, Charlie? We never gave up. We never backed down.”
 
   “I’m sorry, Jane.” He didn’t know what else to say.
 
   “You want to know why I’m telling you all this? It’s so you know who we are. We all want to get home safe. But we’re at war. The harder you fight, the quicker it’ll all be over. So fight. Sink those carriers, Charlie. Kill them all.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN
 
   FOG OF WAR
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Charlie entered the crowded control room. Standing at their stations, the sailors glanced at him before returning to their duties. Again, that puzzled look, as if they weren’t sure whether the cavalry had arrived or a maniac had taken over their boat.
 
   Maybe both, he thought. History would judge which was actually the case.
 
   He went to the plotting table, where Bryant and Miller tracked the enemy flotilla. Cruising at twenty knots, Sabertooth raced the armada on a parallel course.
 
   Charlie thought, by now, the warships should be gaining on the boat. Time to adjust course. Steer the boat onto their track.
 
   He studied the lines on the plot and frowned. It didn’t add up.
 
   “This can’t be right,” Charlie said.
 
   “It is,” Bryant told him. “They slowed to five knots twenty minutes ago.”
 
   “What are they up to?”
 
   The engineering officer shrugged. “No idea. It’s like they’re waiting for us.”
 
   Or something else. The IJN feared nothing. If Sabertooth had been detected, the destroyers would have detached and raced to the attack.
 
   “Helm, come right to two-seven-oh,” Charlie said.
 
   “Come right to two-seven-oh, aye, sir,” the helmsman responded.
 
   Bryant asked, “You don’t think it’s a trap, Harrison?”
 
   “When was the last time you did a radar sweep?”
 
   Bryant checked his watch. “Four minutes ago. Are you going to answer my question?”
 
   “The plan is the same,” Charlie said. He didn’t owe the man anything else. “Sugar Jig, give me an automatic sweep on the PPI.”
 
   The SJ radar confirmed what Bryant had told him. The IJN warships maintained their heading but had slowed to five knots.
 
   Damned strange, Charlie thought.
 
   Then he smiled. He had the answer, or he thought he did.
 
   “Battle stations,” he said. “Torpedo attack.”
 
   The quartermaster repeated over the loudspeakers: “Battle stations, torpedo.”
 
   The battle stations alarm bonged as hands rushed to stations across the boat. The lights extinguished, replaced by red lighting.
 
   God, things were getting exciting now. He couldn’t believe he was doing this. Commanding a submarine, taking her into battle against a vastly superior force.
 
   Again, he had that sense he was playing a game with the greatest toy in the world. But this wasn’t a game, not when the stakes were life and death.
 
   He reminded himself not to get caught up in the pressure and excitement and forget routine but vital actions. Some skippers proved excellent at command until subjected to extreme stress. They forgot to look for airplanes when they raised the periscope, or they failed to do a 360 search make sure the entire area was clear. Small errors like that blew attacks and could easily get them all killed.
 
   The telephone talker said, “All compartments report battle stations manned.”
 
   His smiled faded. “Very well. Helm, come right to three-one-five.”
 
   Soon, Sabertooth’s bow would be pointing directly at the IJN warships.
 
   “Bridge, Control,” he said. “Keep a sharp eye north by northwest. Scan carefully. Tell me what you see.”
 
   Nature might have handed him an opportunity. He reached up and gripped a pipe as a handhold, hoping his anxiety didn’t show.
 
   Moments later, Gibson’s voice blared over the speaker: “We’re a ways from it, but it might be fog, Mr. Harrison. Covering the horizon to the northwest.”
 
   “Very well, Mr. Gibson,” Charlie said.
 
   Bryant stared at him. “That changes things.”
 
   “It certainly does.”
 
   Advection fog, also called sea fog: Moist air cooled as it moved across the sea toward colder waters. The waves kicked salt into the air, which formed nuclei for condensation. The resulting mist could become a thick fog.
 
   Which explained why the Japanese warships were moving so slowly.
 
   He’d guessed that was the case. Had been hoping it was true. It changed everything. Sabertooth had radar, but as far as anybody knew, the IJN didn’t.
 
   “Helm, all ahead full,” Charlie said. “Steady as she goes.”
 
   The telephone talker said, “Mr. Liebold reports another torpedo completed in the after torpedo room. That’s five total in the after torpedo compartment and eight in the forward compartment.”
 
   “Very well,” Charlie said. “Please ask him to report to Control and assume his duties at the TDC.”
 
   “Aye, aye, Mr. Harrison.”
 
   He ran his hand through his long hair, and it came away wet with sweat.
 
   Bryant squinted at him. “I hope you know what you’re doing.”
 
   Charlie flashed him a smile. That made two of them.
 
   He said, “Sugar Jig, give me another sweep.”
 
   Miller marked the positions based on the enemy’s bearing and range. The armada held steady on the same course.
 
   Gibson reported over the speaker: “Control, Bridge. Fog, close aboard. Visibility reduced to a thousand yards.”
 
   “Very well,” Charlie said. Perfect, in fact.
 
   He went to the plotting table and leaned against it, studying Miller’s work. An exercise in geometry.
 
   The men watched him, wondering.
 
   “Steady as she goes,” he said.
 
   Kill them all, Jane had said.
 
   We’re going to try, he thought. It’s time for a little payback.
 
   Liebold entered the control room and took his station near the TDC, rubbing his tired eyes. Large sweat stains darkened his wrinkled khaki shirt.
 
   “You did good, Jack,” Charlie said. “Thanks for that.”
 
   Liebold shook his head. “Don’t thank me yet. What’s the play?”
 
   “You’re starting to cut things close,” Bryant said.
 
   Charlie said, “All compartments, rig for dive.”
 
   He gazed at Bryant. The engineering officer was supposed to act as his diving officer. The man took the hint and keyed the 1MC call box. “Rig for dive. Clear the topsides.”
 
   The lookouts flew down the ladder, and their feet slammed the deck. Gibson called out that the hatch was secured before descending himself.
 
   Bryant said into the 1MC, “Dive, dive, dive!”
 
   The klaxon blasted.
 
   Charlie said to Gibson, “Get me six fresh lookouts. Your best. Have them assemble in the conning tower.”
 
   “Aye, aye, Mr. Harrison.”
 
   “Maneuvering, Control,” Bryant said. “Stop the main engines. Switch to battery power. Manifold, close the main induction.”
 
   The new lookouts entered the control room and climbed up to the conning tower. Charlie glanced at the Christmas tree with alarm. 
 
   Bryant said, “Red light on the board. She’s going to leak again. We can’t dive; the compartment will flood out.”
 
   “Get a repair party in there on the double!”
 
   The engineering officer picked up a phone and requested an emergency repair party to repair the leak.
 
   “We’re a sitting duck here,” the man said when he hung up.
 
   “I know that,” Charlie shot back.
 
   They couldn’t dive without water gushing into the boat. Best case, they’d dive and wait out the IJN battle group passing overhead at a leisurely five knots. They’d have to run silent and, therefore, couldn’t operate the pumps. The compartment might even flood, weighing the boat down. The leak was near the aft battery. If it sustained damage from seawater, it would emit deadly chlorine gas.
 
   And then they’d have to surface and evacuate the boat, leaving them defenseless.
 
   Nothing to do but wait. Charlie cursed his lousy luck. His first time at command, and he’d conned his boat right in front of an IJN battle group. She’d make nice target practice for their destroyers. They’d blow Sabertooth out of the water with ease.
 
   Hara-kiri, indeed. He’d become a legend.
 
   And all these people for whom he was responsible would die.
 
   The minutes ticked past. Necks clenched with tension, the men performed their duties at their stations. Charlie stared at the red light, willing it to change.
 
   “Come on,” he hissed. “Come on.”
 
   “They’ve almost got it!” Bryant said and returned to the phone.
 
   Charlie ordered another sweep on the SJ radar. The IJN ships were bearing down on them.
 
   Time to get out of here.
 
   “Helm, all back full!”
 
   The light blinked several times before glowing green.
 
   “All back full, aye—”
 
   “Belay that order!” Charlie snapped.
 
   “Pressure in the boat,” Bryant said and sagged. “Green board.”
 
   “Jesus,” Liebold breathed.
 
   “All compartments report ready to dive!” the telephone talker said, his voice cracking with stress.
 
   “Planes, sixty-five feet!”
 
   “Manifold, open all main vents,” Bryant said.
 
   The deck tilted as Sabertooth slid into the sea and made for the depths.
 
   “Passing forty feet,” the engineering officer said. “Close all vents.”
 
   Charlie stared at the green light. You knew the boat had taken damaged and was prone to heavy leakage at that hull opening, he told himself. But you wanted to attack anyway.
 
   “Passing fifty feet,” Bryant intoned. “Blow negative.”
 
   All it takes it one little thing to go wrong. One thing broken. One thing forgotten. One minute too long.
 
   “Passing sixty feet,” Bryant said. “Manifold, two-degree up bubble. Planes, twenty-degree rise. Final depth, sixty-five feet. Open bulkhead flappers. Start the ventilation.”
 
   “How’s our trim?” Charlie asked him.
 
   “Good. Speed, three knots.”
 
   “Very well. Sound, Control. Report.”
 
   “Control, Sound. Contact, bearing one-three-five, range 5,000 yards.”
 
   Cutting it close, indeed.
 
   He reached up and keyed the 1MC.
 
   “Attention,” he said, uncertain at first. He cleared his throat and added in a firm voice: “Attention, all hands. This is Lieutenant Harrison. We’re making our approach on the same carrier battle group that gave us a beating a while back. One of the carriers that attacked Pearl. Now it’s time for some payback.”
 
   He paused to let that sink in. “Those of you we picked up in the Philippines, we’re about to rig for silent running before we go into combat. That means absolute quiet. Any unnecessary noise could put us all in serious danger. I’ll be honest; this attack has some big risks. I know you want to get home. But this is how we all go home. We sink every Jap ship we find. That is all.”
 
   Charlie returned the microphone to its holder. “All compartments, rig for silent running.”
 
   Silent running. A standard procedure used to make a submarine as undetectable as possible. The IJN ships weren’t pinging. That made noise, and they didn’t want to call attention to their presence. They were counting on the fog to conceal them until they passed through it. However, the ships likely had deployed hydrophones in the water. They were listening.
 
   The only way a submarine could stay undetectable was noise discipline. The ventilation blowers and refrigerator motors turned off. Helm and planes were put on manual operation. Nonessential crew went to their bunks. Nobody talked unless it was necessary. Speed was reduced to minimize propeller noise.
 
   “All compartments report rigged for silent running,” the telephone talker said.
 
   “Very well. Quartermaster, I want strong hands to relieve the planesmen every ten minutes while we’re in quiet operation.”
 
   “Aye, aye, Mr. Harrison,” Gibson said.
 
   The officers stared at the bulkhead above as a distant ghostly pulse approached.
 
   Heavy screws, churning the water ahead.
 
   Again, Charlie felt like he was making the right move but wondered if he was missing something. The time to find out had passed. He was committed.
 
   “Here they come,” Bryant said.


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT
 
   BATTLE OF THE CELEBES SEA
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The sound grew louder. An entire IJN carrier battle group’s propellers thrashing the water.
 
   Sabertooth waited directly in their track.
 
   “Up scope,” Charlie said.
 
   He crouched and rose with the periscope. He rotated twice and settled on the target bearing. The fog shrouded the moon and made the darkness thick and murky. The sea an inky black.
 
   A tiny blob of light winked in the dark. Another.
 
   Blinker lights. The Japanese signaled each other in the fog.
 
   Then black shapes coalesced in the mist. The steel hulks of giant warships. More winking lights.
 
   “Helm, come right to three-two-oh.”
 
   “Come right to three-two-oh, aye, sir.”
 
   “Meet her. Nothing to the right.”
 
   “Aye, sir. New heading, three-two-oh.”
 
   “Keep her so.”
 
   The black hulks grew larger. As he expected, the heavy cruisers and destroyer escorts surrounded the carriers in a defensive perimeter. The middle of the formation would pass directly over Sabertooth.
 
   They have no idea we’re here, Charlie thought. He reminded himself he should keep it that way. “Down scope. Planes, 200 feet.”
 
   The scope retracted into its mounting. The planesmen heaved at their wheels. Charlie turned and regarded Bryant and Liebold with a crazed smile. They returned it, their eyes fierce. Whatever reservations they had about the attack, they’d put them aside. They were ready to fight.
 
   The darkness, the fog, the total surprise—they just might pull this off.
 
   “Sound, Control,” he said. “Stay on the heavy screws to starboard.”
 
   “The big carrier, sir?”
 
   “That’s right,” Charlie said. “Yosai. Report when he reaches a relative bearing of oh-three-oh.”
 
   “Aye, aye, Mr. Harrison.”
 
   whoosh whoosh whoosh whoosh
 
   The men froze at the ominous sound. Destroyers were passing Sabertooth on both sides. If they detected the American submarine, the game was up. They’d pound the boat until she sank.
 
   A minute passed. Then another.
 
   WHOOSH WHOOSH WHOOSH WHOOSH
 
   The men barely breathed now, listening to the steady propeller beats. Sabertooth cruised at the center of the IJN armada, surrounded by 100,000 tons of steel plowing the surface.
 
   “Control, Sound. Heavy screws, relative bearing oh-three-oh.”
 
   Charlie said, “Helm, hard right rudder. Come right to oh-four-five.”
 
   “Come right to oh-four-five, aye, sir.”
 
   “All compartments, rig to surface.”
 
   “Why?” Bryant demanded. “We’ve got them—”
 
   Charlie glared at him. Bryant clammed up.
 
   “You’ll be going topside with me,” he told Gibson. “I need your eyes.”
 
   “Aye, aye, Mr. Harrison.”
 
   The telephone talker said, “Maneuvering, stand by to switch from motors to diesels.” He turned and said to Charlie, “All compartments report ready to surface in every respect, Mr. Harrison.”
 
   “Very well,” Charlie said.
 
   Sailors glanced at him. He hadn’t followed up his acknowledgment with an order to surface. The details of the attack surged at him, demanding review. He shoved them aside. He knew he could second-guess himself into failure.
 
   The die had been cast. “Surface.”
 
   The surfacing alarm blared. The main ballast tanks blew.
 
   Charlie led the quartermaster to the conning tower. He grabbed hold of the ladder and turned. “If I’m unable to perform my duties, you know what to do.”
 
   The engineering officer opened his mouth but closed it. Then he smiled. As Charlie climbed the ladder, he heard the man say, “Good hunting, Harrison.”
 
   He and the hulking engineering officer would never be friends, but Charlie knew he could rely on him.
 
   Gibson waited at the top of the conning tower with the lookouts. They made room for Charlie. The quartermaster readied his mallet as the boat angled up, broke the surface, and settled on an even keel.
 
   “You all right, sir?” Gibson asked him.
 
   Charlie could only nod glumly. He felt drained already.
 
   “Open the hatch anytime,” Bryant called from below.
 
   He nodded again to Gibson, who grinned and pounded the dogs open. Built-up pressure equalized with a roar of venting air.
 
   “Time to finish what we started, sir,” the quartermaster said.
 
   Charlie mounted to the bridge. He scanned the surrounding darkness while the cool night air dried the sweat on his skin. After his time in the boats, he was now used to switching from hot to cold temperature and high to low air pressure.
 
   The fog hung close aboard, obscuring his view.
 
   “Lookouts to the bridge,” he hissed. 
 
   The men took their positions.
 
   “I don’t see any Japs,” Gibson said, a pair of binoculars covering his eyes.
 
   A horn boomed in the fog. Another boomed in answer astern.
 
   They were out there, all right.
 
   Sabertooth’s diesel engines pounded to life. Charlie smelled smoke in the salty air.
 
   “Wait,” Gibson said. He pointed. “There, sir.”
 
   An enormous warship was passing them, foghorn booming. Six football fields long, bristling with guns. A Myōkō-class heavy cruiser. Hanma, the Hammer.
 
   Behind it, a giant shape loomed in the mist.
 
   “Holy Mother of God,” muttered one of the lookouts.
 
   Yosai.
 
   They had the carrier in their sights at last. Submarine skippers dreamed about this kind of opportunity.
 
   “Ship astern,” a sailor hissed from the lookout platform. He called out the range.
 
   Charlie turned and glimpsed a vague shape steaming through the fog.
 
   That would be Pachinko, the Slingshot.
 
   He knew the names, had seen pictures of them in the enemy ship reference books. They were like creatures out of myth.
 
   “We’re going to take a shot at both carriers,” he said. “Forward torpedo, make ready all tubes. The target is Yosai. Order of tubes is one, two, three, four, five, six. Set depth at four feet. High speed.”
 
   Those ships may have been titans of the sea, but they weren’t invincible. Drilled with enough holes, they sank to the bottom like anything else that floated. Like so many American titans had at Pearl.
 
   “After torpedo, make ready all tubes,” he went on. “The target is Pachinko. Order of tubes is seven, eight, nine, ten. Depth, four feet. High speed.”
 
   Charlie crouched at the forward-bridge target-bearing transmitter (TBT). The TBT consisted of powerful night binoculars mounted on a swivel base.
 
   He centered the crosshairs on Yosai’s black bulk. The aircraft carrier blasted its horn again.
 
   “Control, Bridge. Range, 1,000 yards. Speed, five knots. Angle on the bow, oh-four-oh. Final bearing, mark!”
 
   He pressed the button, which automatically transmitted bearing to the TDC operator in the control room.
 
   “Set!” came the response from the speaker. The TDC transmitted the firing angles to the torpedo gyros.
 
   “We’re going to shoot our entire wad at him.”
 
   A target that size, from a thousand yards. Like shooting a barn.
 
   The boat trembled as the outer doors opened.
 
   “I don’t have eyes on the light carrier astern anymore, but he’s there. Make an automatic sweep on the SJ radar. After we shoot our wad at Yosai, shift targets. Bryant will direct fire. Shoot a spread of four fish from the stern tubes on the SJ bearings.”
 
   “Aye, aye, Mr. Harrison,” the speaker blared. “Mr. Bryant says, ‘Thanks, and fire anytime.’”
 
   “This is going to be some show,” the quartermaster said.
 
   “It just might, Gibson.” As long as the torpedoes worked. As long as he hadn’t screwed up. “Forward torpedo, stand by.” Charlie kept the TBT centered on Yosai. The ship was coming on. 
 
   This was it. “Fire ONE!”
 
   The boat shuddered as she spat a 3,000-pound torpedo into the ocean.
 
   Gibson counted the seconds to ensure the shots were properly timed.
 
   “Fire TWO! Fire THREE! Fire FOUR! Fire FIVE! Fire SIX!” He yanked the binoculars from the TBT and ran to the after bridge. “Control, Bridge. Shift target to Pachinko. I still don’t have a visual. You may fire the stern tubes on radar bearings when ready.”
 
   “All fish are on the way,” Control reported after another thirty seconds.
 
   “Stay on them, Control.”
 
   “All fish running hot, straight, and normal.”
 
   He returned to the forward bridge and fixed his binoculars on Yosai’s hulking silhouette. Gibson was counting: time to impact.
 
   “Forward torpedo, reload tubes one and two,” Charlie said. “After torpedo, reload all tubes—”
 
   Then he frowned.
 
   Something was wrong.
 
   The torpedoes should have—
 
   BOOM!
 
   A column of spray erupted alongside Yosai, which rocked at the impact.
 
   Charlie almost couldn’t believe it. A hit!
 
   “Show time, Gibson.”
 
   The quartermaster laughed. “Beautiful.”
 
   Charlie said into the phone, “Control, Bridge. Solid hit on the target.”
 
   A cheer erupted from the phone.
 
   The big aircraft carrier trembled at the impact but otherwise didn’t seem to notice. He kept coming. Then he began to accelerate.
 
   A blinding flash, illuminating shards of metal flying across a massive smoke cloud.
 
   BOOM! BOOM!
 
   “Three solid hits.” Charlie’s heart pounded like a drum in his ears. “Jack, you’re a genius!”
 
   BOOM!
 
   “Make that four,” Gibson said. “I think the other two missed.”
 
   Every Japanese ship honked its horn, sounding the alarm.
 
   Control: “Reload completed on number one tube!”
 
   Charlie cried: “Helm, hard left rudder!”
 
   Yosai was on fire and listing. But they weren’t done yet.
 
   Sabertooth began to turn clockwise as enemy searchlights frantically combed the water for the predator in their midst.
 
   Most of the ships cast their lights outside the formation. Charlie glimpsed distant flashes as two ships fired blindly into the fog. Some of the torpedoes had overshot Yosai and detonated in the open water. The destroyers must have heard the blasts and assumed they were prematures, that the enemy sub was on their flank.
 
   He jumped at the sound of another explosion from behind.
 
   Gibson was laughing. “Christmas just came early. We’re hitting Pachinko.”
 
   “Remember Pearl Harbor,” Charlie said and hunched behind the TBT. Hanma was veering right. “He’s turning to starboard. We’ll hit him broadside.”
 
   The submarine kept turning. Her bow aligned with the heavy cruiser amidships.
 
   “Bridge, Control! Reload completed on number two tube!”
 
   Charlie pressed the button. “Final bearing, mark!”
 
   “Set!”
 
   “Fire ONE!”
 
   Gibson counted off the seconds.
 
   “Fire TWO!”
 
   “Both fish running hot, straight, and normal!”
 
   Gibson restarted his count as the torpedoes streaked toward the distant cruiser.
 
   “Control, Bridge. Put another two into Yosai from the stern tubes as we turn.”
 
   “Aye, sir!”
 
   BOOM!
 
   A hit on Hanma. Then the cruiser disappeared into the fog, dropping random depth charges that exploded from the sea in colossal sprays.
 
   Sabertooth kept turning. Pachinko listed little to port but continued steaming out of the area.
 
   “I should have saved those two bow torpedoes for the light carrier,” Charlie said disgustedly.
 
   “It would have been nice to put him down for good, sir,” Gibson agreed.
 
   By now, the stern tubes had fired another two torpedoes at Yosai. He heard a single explosion; one of the fish had hit. The carrier was coming into view as the boat circled back to where she started.
 
   “My God,” Gibson breathed.
 
   Drilled by five torpedoes, the colossus groaned in the water, on fire and listing heavily to starboard, its screws stopped. Charlie could see the entire deck. The planes broke free of their cables and smashed into each other. Zeros and torpedo bombers and recon planes, seventy aircraft in all. The avalanche of metal crashed down and splashed into the water among screaming sailors.
 
   The titan was going down, 36,000 tons of boat and planes and men.
 
   Behind him, he heard a crash followed by a long metallic scream.
 
   Gibson started at the noise. “What was that?”
 
   “No way to find out,” Charlie said. “We’d better get out of here.”
 
   The element of surprise was quickly diminishing. If Sabertooth were discovered, they were in for it. Searchlights flashed across the sea as the destroyer escorts closed in.
 
   “Helm—”
 
   BOOM
 
   Yosai jumped in the sea and buckled as an internal explosion rocked the great warship. Its boiler had gone up. A mortal blow. The giant’s back was broken.
 
   It was incredible. Amazing. Cathartic. Almost beautiful.
 
   And horrible, yes, horrible.
 
   The carrier sank quickly into the foam, taking 1,600 souls to the bottom.
 
   “Helm,” he said, fighting to keep his voice steady. “Rudder amidships. All ahead full. Get us out of here.”
 
   Sabertooth made tracks at twenty knots, fleeing the battle as the destroyers closed in with their searchlights.
 
   Charlie went up to the lookout platform and stared into the fog. The fires, searchlights, and horn blasts faded astern.
 
   They’d done it. They’d killed Yosai.
 
   The entire attack had taken eight minutes.


 
   
  
 




 
   Battle of the Celebes Sea, December 21, 1942.
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   CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE
 
   FLIGHT
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Charlie took the ladder too fast and landed hard, the shock tingling up his ankles. He limped out of the way as Gibson slammed to the deck after him.
 
   He looked up to see the entire control room smiling at him.
 
   “Hara-kiri,” Bryant said.
 
   “Hara-kiri,” one of the manifold men added.
 
   Then they were all saying it, grinning like maniacs.
 
   “Hara-kiri! Hara-kiri!”
 
   His nickname had taken on a whole new meaning. One of outright reverence.
 
   Jack Liebold shook his hand. “Looks like you pulled it off, Charlie.”
 
   “We all did,” Charlie said. “The torpedoes worked just fine, thanks to you.”
 
   Gibson shook his hand next. Then Bryant.
 
   “We just sank Yosai,” the engineering officer beamed. “I still can’t believe it.”
 
   “I’ve been in the boats a long time, sir,” the quartermaster said, “and I ain’t ever seen anything like what just happened up there.”
 
   “I fouled up on Pachinko,” Charlie said. “We could have sunk him.”
 
   Bryant laughed and said, “We just sank the Fortress, Harrison.”
 
   Charlie allowed a smile at that. “We did. We sank him good.”
 
   “Wait ’til they read about this back home!”
 
   They felt like giant killers. Today, there was buccaneering on Sabertooth.
 
   “We’re going to ruin Tojo’s breakfast,” Charlie said. “What’s your report?”
 
   “We’re steaming at twenty knots with a heading of three-two-oh. I just did a sweep with the SJ radar and got a fix on the targets. Yosai is a confirmed sinking. Pachinko is still afloat and moving. The heavy cruisers’ screws have stopped. They’re right next to each other, and they aren’t moving.”
 
   “Very well.” Charlie went to the 1MC call box and pulled down the microphone. “Attention. This Lieutenant Harrison. Scratch one Jap aircraft carrier. We also damaged the light carrier and a heavy cruiser. You did a perfect job. Thank you. Captain Hunter will be proud. That is all.”
 
   He was still furious at himself for blowing the attack on Pachinko. He’d gotten full of himself, and it had made him greedy. He’d lost his head in the heat of battle.
 
   “Lookouts report the fog is thinning,” the telephone talker said.
 
   Charlie glanced at his watch. The sun was rising.
 
   Time to hide in the deep before their luck ran out.
 
   “Very well,” he said. “All compartments, rig for dive.”
 
   The smiles faded as the men returned to work. They weren’t out of this yet, and they knew it. The Japanese were rallying right now, and they were out for blood. They’d hunt Sabertooth until she made Darwin.
 
   Bryant didn’t miss a beat. He keyed the 1MC and said, “Rig for dive. Clear the topsides.”
 
   The lookouts shot down the ladder, calling out the hatch was secured.
 
   Bryant: “Dive, dive, dive!”
 
   The klaxon blasted twice.
 
   The engineering officer ordered the main engines stopped and propulsion switched to battery power. The main induction clanged shut.
 
   The officers stared at the Christmas tree, willing the lights to turn green.
 
   To their immense relief, they did.
 
   Bryant grinned. “Pressure in the boat! Green board.”
 
   “Very well,” Charlie said. Their luck was holding, thank God.
 
   “All compartments report ready to dive,” the telephone talker said.
 
   “Planes, 200 feet.”
 
   Sabertooth performed beautifully. She sank into the foam in thirty seconds and angled into the deep.
 
   Distant thunder vibrated against the hull. Metal grinding and chewing. Yosai’s death throes as he sank to the bottom. The sea’s intense pressures were ripping him apart.
 
   The men grinned again, enjoying this moment of payback.
 
   “Control, Sound,” the soundman said. “I’m picking up sounds of another ship sinking.”
 
   Charlie, puzzled: “Pachinko?”
 
   The quartermaster frowned in thought. “It might be one of the other ships.”
 
   “We only scored one hit on Hanma. I’m not even sure we pierced his armor.”
 
   Gibson chuckled now. “Remember that crash we heard?”
 
   “Of course. You mean—”
 
   “I think Hanma accidentally rammed another ship in the fog. The only ship near him was the other heavy cruiser.”
 
   Charlie hesitated as that sank in. “Sometimes, you get lucky.”
 
   The man chuckled at that. “Sometimes, you get very lucky.”
 
   Scratch one aircraft carrier and one heavy cruiser.
 
   “Sound, Control. Any signs of pursuit?”
 
   “No, sir. They’re circling the combat zone.”
 
   Protecting Pachinko. Picking up survivors.
 
   When the fog thinned enough, they’d start hunting. They’d radio for reinforcements. For the next few days at least, this entire stretch of sea would be crawling with ships and planes searching for American submarines.
 
   “Final depth, 200 feet,” Bryant said. “Open the bulkhead flappers. Start the ventilation. Good trim. Speed, three knots.”
 
   “Secure from battle stations,” Charlie said.
 
   “Aye, aye.”
 
   He eyed Liebold, who sagged against the firing board. “Jack, get some sleep.”
 
   The man nodded. “I think I will, thanks.”
 
   “I’ll be getting some rack time as well, Bryant. That is, if you’re good to carry on as officer of the deck until the end of the watch.”
 
   Bryant laughed. “Are you kidding? I couldn’t sleep right now if my life depended on it. You two go ahead. I’m too keyed up.”
 
   Liebold was already gone. Charlie headed toward his bunk, where he’d sleep like a rock until somebody woke him.
 
   Jane caught sight of him from the wardroom. “Charlie!”
 
   His heart thumped. After everything he’d gone through, the sight of her somehow managed to quicken his pulse. “Hi, Jane.”
 
   She yanked the curtain closed, giving them a brief moment of privacy in the passageway. She pulled down her surgical mask. “You did it.”
 
   “We sure did.”
 
   Jane said nothing, just smiling at him with a devious gleam in her eyes. God, how he wanted to kiss her right now.
 
   He stammered, “How’s the captain—?”
 
   The beautiful nurse stepped forward and planted a wet kiss on his lips.
 
   “That’s from all of us,” she said.
 
   Charlie reeled, his face hot. “Well.”
 
   Her blue eyes flashed. “And this,” she added, “is from me.”
 
   She leaned in again.
 
   The second kiss lasted a lot longer.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER THIRTY
 
   GAS
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Touch and go.
 
   Sabertooth fled north toward the Philippines in the hope the Japanese wouldn’t expect that. She paused to send a flash message to Pearl. Then she struck far to the east before resuming her southerly course.
 
   Daytime periscope checks revealed black smudges on the horizon—the belching smokestacks of IJN destroyers. They were out there, hunting the audacious American submarine after her successful surprise attack on their carriers. Even at night, when the boat had to surface to replenish her batteries and fresh air, things got dicey, and patrolling ships and seaplanes frequently forced them to dive.
 
   Meanwhile, Jane happily reported, Captain Hunter was recovering.
 
   “Great,” Charlie told her. “Now I can find out how much trouble I’m in.”
 
   With Liebold on duty as officer of the deck, they spoke in the privacy of Charlie’s stateroom.
 
   She sat next to him on his bed and touched his arm. “Why would the captain be angry with you?”
 
   He could have laughed at that. Where should he begin? He’d gone ashore with Braddock and surprised a platoon of Japanese soldiers, which had jeopardized the mission. He’d ordered the torpedoes modified. He’d taken the damaged boat into combat while it was crowded with refugees.
 
   But he couldn’t tell her any of that. “That’s between me and the captain.”
 
   He’d sunk Yosai. Everything he’d done had to be worth that.
 
   Jane snorted. “You submarine types. Everything’s a big secret.”
 
   He smiled. “You do realize we call it the ‘Silent Service.’”
 
   “I was wondering if I got you in trouble.”
 
   “You? How?”
 
   “Planting that smooch on you. I thought maybe somebody had seen us.”
 
   “Nobody saw us.” At least he hoped not. Another transgression.
 
   She said, “Well, you’ve been avoiding me for days.”
 
   Which was true, but he didn’t know how to explain that either. He liked Jane. Liked her a lot. He could easily fall in love with her. She was beautiful, yes, but also tough at the core, so unlike the male ideal of feminine submissiveness. She’d gone through hell, and while it darkened her around the edges—lent an occasional haunted cast to her eyes—it did nothing to dim her sunny disposition. She understood him in a way Evie never could.
 
   But he didn’t trust his feelings. He wasn’t sure what he felt about Evie anymore, not after she told him she’d moved on. That didn’t mean he wanted to fall in love again. Not during this war. War demanded everything, and it showed no mercy to men and women in love.
 
   Jane caught the anxious look on his face. “You know, I can take a hint.”
 
   “It’s not what you think.”
 
   “You got a girl back home?”
 
   “I did. I ended it when I signed up for Submarine School.”
 
   She sighed. “Oh, damn. You married the war.”
 
   “Something like that.” He thought about it and added, “I can’t think about the future when I need to fight now.”
 
   “You can dream about it, can’t you?”
 
   “Maybe.” He remembered Rusty’s words. “Something to fight for, not just against. Every sailor in this war wants that. But whatever I dream, I don’t want to be tied to it, know what I mean? It can’t be real for me.”
 
   When Charlie fought, he had to commit everything. Put his life on the line. He knew full well he might not survive this war.
 
   Jane looked away and said quietly, “I know what you mean.”
 
   She said nothing more, and Charlie had a chance to look at her. She leaned back on the thin mattress, the sleeves of her T-shirt rolled up to expose her tanned shoulders. Her braids hung low behind her back.
 
   He very much wanted to kiss her again.
 
   Seemingly sensing his desire, she blushed and pretended to find the stateroom’s drab wood paneling interesting. “We don’t need a future, Charlie. We have right now. Like you said, that’s all that matters, and it may be all we’re going to get.” Jane looked him in the eye. “Now kiss me. God, I can’t believe I actually have to tell you to do that.”
 
   Charlie’s cheeks flushed with heat. He knew boat skippers often second-guessed themselves if they hesitated.
 
   He didn’t hesitate.
 
   The general alarm gonged across the boat.
 
   He leaped to his feet as if electrified. 
 
   Jane shot up. “What’s going on?”
 
   Liebold’s voice over the 1MC: “Chlorine in battery aft!”
 
   Chlorine!
 
   Along with fire and flood, it haunted submariners’ nightmares. Seawater contained large amounts of chlorine. If seawater contaminated the battery wells, it reacted with sulfuric acid in the battery, producing chlorine gas.
 
   Chlorine gas had been used as a chemical weapon twenty years ago, during the Great War. Once inhaled, it attacked living tissue and produced severe nausea, coughing, labored breathing, chest pains, headache, and muscle weakness. It didn’t take much in the air to do damage. With prolonged exposure, it was deadly.
 
   The damaged hull opening must have started leaking again. Leaking in a big way. Right now, the compartment was not only filled with gas that was spreading to the rest of the boat, it was also likely flooding.
 
   They had to get to the surface fast.
 
   “You’re safe here,” he told Jane. “Don’t move!”
 
   He threw the curtain aside and ran toward the control room. The diving alarm was already sounding, three loud blats.
 
   Liebold over the 1MC: “Surface, surface, surface!”
 
   Broad daylight up there, possibly crawling with Japanese ships.
 
   Charlie reached the control room as Sabertooth angled for ascent. Dripping-wet sailors tramped through the control room, coughing hard as they headed forward to safety.
 
   He snapped, “Report!”
 
   “Chlorine gas and flooding in battery aft!” Liebold said. “We’re surfacing the boat!”
 
   “What’s our depth?”
 
   “Passing one hundred feet.”
 
   “Belay the order to surface! Planes, sixty-five feet!”
 
   He kept an eye on the depth gauge as Sabertooth clawed her way toward periscope depth. Heavy with water, powered by a single battery, the maneuver took an agonizingly long time.
 
   The torpedo officer picked up the phone and said into the mouthpiece, “Silence on the line! Engineering, report … Roger. Carry on.” He looked at Charlie. “Chlorine and flooding checked in battery aft. Bryant says the compartment is sealed. The berthing and mess are being evacuated forward.”
 
   “Very well.”
 
   Ensign Miller: “Sixty-five feet and holding, Mr. Harrison!”
 
   “Up scope!”
 
   He crouched as the periscope slid out of its well, and he rose with it, already circling with his face pressed to the eyepiece. He rotated three times, sweeping the water for enemy warships. Then he spun again, scanning the skies for planes.
 
   “Down scope!” Nothing but calm sea and blue sky. Thank God. He coughed as his throat began to sting. “Surface! Put the Sugar Dog and Sugar Jig on standby.”
 
   The radarman warmed up the radar.
 
   Charlie coughed again. He had to hurry this along, or they’d all be suffering soon. “Lookouts to the conning tower!”
 
   The entire control room was coughing now. He glanced at the depth gauge. Almost there. A moment later, Sabertooth’s more than 2,000 tons broke the water and settled at a depth of twenty-five feet. Gibson called down, all clear topside. The lookouts mounted to their stations.
 
   Liebold said into the phone, “Open the main induction. Answer bells on main engines. Put one main on charge. Standard speed will be fifteen knots.”
 
   “Helm, all ahead standard,” Charlie said. “Get us back on a heading of one-nine-oh.”
 
   “All ahead standard, aye, sir,” the helmsman responded.
 
   The aft battery compartment had been sealed, but a lot of gas had escaped, posing an immediate threat until the boat could be ventilated, the leak repaired, and the water pumped out. It was time to evacuate the boat and prepare for her defense.
 
   Charlie activated the 1MC and said, “Battle stations, gun action. All personnel without imminent duties will evacuate topside.”
 
   “Fill the ammunition train,” Liebold barked into his phone’s mouthpiece. “Open gun access hatch. Gun crew on deck.”
 
   “I want everybody armed up there except the civilians, Jack. Empty the small arms locker.”
 
   The torpedo officer passed on the order. Then he leaned over and coughed long and hard into his fist.
 
   “How long are we going to be sitting here with our ass hanging out?” Charlie wondered. Right now, Sabertooth was surfaced in daylight on a calm sea, easily visible to Japanese seaplanes. 
 
   Liebold caught his breath and said, “Could be hours. Bryant doesn’t know yet. They’re putting down soda lime to soak up the atmospheric chlorine.”
 
   “I’m going to the bridge. I’ll need you at your station here, if you’re able. Give me just ten minutes, and then somebody will relieve you.”
 
   “I’m able. Go.”
 
   “SJ and SD radar checks every five minutes.”
 
   “Aye, aye.”
 
   He mounted to the bridge as one of the lookouts called out he’d spotted something.
 
   A plane.


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE
 
   SIEGE
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The yeoman handed Charlie a Thompson submachine gun when he reached the bridge. Charlie checked the box magazine and pulled the charging bolt.
 
   “Plane, far, bearing oh-nine-five,” Gibson said, pointing to the northwest. “Elevation, five thousand feet, crossing the stern!”
 
   Charlie shouldered his weapon and trained his binoculars on the distant black dot that lazily crossed the blue sky.
 
   “He’s turning,” Gibson said.
 
   Right now, the pilot was radioing the location of the enemy submarine to his superiors, who would notify any IJN ships in the area.
 
   That wasn’t the immediate threat.
 
   The plane headed straight for them.
 
   “He’s going to try a bombing run,” Charlie called out. “Ready on the guns!”
 
   “Harrison!” a voice barked behind him. “What the hell is going on?”
 
   The captain staggered onto the bridge. Back on his feet but barely, still weakened by his fight against the disease.
 
   The plane was coming fast. He could hear its engines now.
 
   “We’re under attack, Captain.”
 
   “Yeo!”
 
   “Captain?”
 
   “Get those civilians back below!”
 
   “Aye, aye, sir!”
 
   “Belay that!” Charlie snapped. “Captain, the boat’s filled with chlorine gas. I’ve got a skeleton crew in the control room on ten-minute shifts.”
 
   “Looks like a Dave, Mr. Harrison,” Gibson muttered as he inspected the distant plane through his binoculars.
 
   A Nakajima E8N single-engine plane with 7.7mm machine guns. It carried two seventy-pound bombs.
 
   The plane screamed as it dove out of the clouds. Mounted on each side of the sail, Sabertooth’s 40mm Bofers anti-aircraft guns swiveled on their mounting plates, cocked and locked. The 20mm cannon and 50-caliber machine gun angled skyward.
 
   Hunter growled, “You’re going to have to tell me how you managed to break my boat and put her on the surface in enemy waters, Harrison.”
 
   “Bust me later, sir,” Charlie said and roared, “Commence firing!”
 
   The anti-aircraft guns pounded an arcing stream of metal into the sky. Bright tracers streaked at the plane, but it kept coming, close enough now Charlie could see the pontoons mounted under its fuselage.
 
   The plane’s gunner opened up with his machine guns. The civilians screamed, hugging the crying children. The bullets thudded into the deck and stitched a line across the water as the pilot veered away from Sabertooth’s withering AA gun fire. Two men flew backward in a spray of blood. The rest fired at the plane’s belly as it roared overhead, tracing a flickering shadow.
 
   The plane swerved, circled, and made another howling dive across the beam.
 
   Charlie slapped a fresh magazine into his Thompson. “Here he comes! Keep it hot!”
 
   He saw the bomb fall. It whistled through the air.
 
   It struck the water close aboard on the port beam and exploded, raising a hill of water that drenched the deck with its spray. Men toppled as the boat rolled. The children wailed. Charlie somehow kept his footing and fired his Tommy gun as the plane passed directly over the sail.
 
   “Give me a goddamn weapon!” Hunter shouted.
 
   The plane traced another tight circle, turning for another bombing run. The men fired at long range, throwing everything they had at it and screaming their heads off. The starboard AA gun pounded metal, making contact.
 
   The plane bucked and swerved off, trailing black smoke from one of its wings. The bomb boomed in the water far astern, sending a geyser of water exploding in the air. The pilot had dumped it.
 
   The plane veered again, this time toward the northwest, and kept going.
 
   The men cheered. Charlie scanned the crowded deck, looking for Jane. He spotted her tending one of the men who’d been shot.
 
   Captain Hunter lowered his smoking carbine and glared at him. “Now you can fill me in, Harrison.”
 
   “Well,” Charlie said, “we sank Yosai and a heavy cruiser.”
 
   Already pale, the captain turned even whiter.
 
   “And damaged Pachinko,” Charlie went on. “We were on our way home when a heavy leak flooded the aft battery compartment, produced heavy chlorine gas, and forced us to surface. And here we are, sir.”
 
   Hunter stared at him, partly with admiration, partly with open resentment. “How in God’s name did you sink Yosai?”
 
   “We found him in heavy fog and got lucky—”
 
   “Bridge, Control!” Liebold’s voice. “Radar contact. Surface ship, bearing oh-one-oh True, range 10,000 yards.”
 
   “Very well,” Hunter said. “Keep me posted.” He sighed. “It looks like our luck’s run out, Harrison.”
 
   An IJN warship was now on an intercept course.
 
   The captain said into the bridge microphone, “Control, Bridge. How long until we can dive?”
 
   “Bridge, Control. Bryant says an hour, tops.”
 
   Hunter nodded. He’d been racked with pain and fever in delirium for days while his green lieutenant had bagged an aircraft carrier and possibly changed the outcome of the war. He’d recovered just in time to preside over disaster.
 
   “Very well,” he said. He leaned against the gunwale with his eyes closed.
 
   “Sir, we could come east—”
 
   “Stow it, Harrison.” The captain took a deep breath and let it go. He opened his eyes. “If anything bigger than a patrol boat gets here before we can dive, we won’t be able to fight it off, and you know it.”
 
   Charlie swallowed that bitter pill. “Aye, Captain.”
 
   Gibson said, “I’ve got him. A Momo-class destroyer. Coming on with a bone in his teeth.”
 
   “Damn it,” Hunter said. “Prepare—” He made a choking sound.
 
   “Captain?”
 
   “Prepare to abandon ship.”
 
   The order shot across Sabertooth’s crew like a thunderbolt. The men muttered loudly. They’d won—how could it end like this?
 
   Charlie went below. Liebold greeted him with a curt nod and then smashed the radio to bits with a hammer.
 
   “‘Damn it’ is right,” Charlie muttered.
 
   Ensign Miller huffed into the control room with a rucksack filled with codebooks, weighted down with broken tools and ready to be thrown overboard. The man coughed loudly and ascended the ladder, leaving Charlie and Liebold as the last crew members in the control room.
 
   “Looks like this is it,” Charlie said. “We’ll be spending the rest of the war in a POW camp.”
 
   Liebold laughed bitterly, which turned into a coughing jag.
 
   Charlie said, “You’d better get topside, Jack. You’ve been down here too long.”
 
   “POW camp?” the man rasped, breathing hard. His voice sounded like sound paper rubbed together. “Is that what you think?”
 
   “What are you saying?”
 
   “We just sank one of their carriers, pal. If we’re lucky, they’ll line us up on the deck and shoot us. If we’re not, they’ll torture us first.”
 
   Charlie felt his guts sink into his feet. “Is there any way out of this?”
 
   “We only have two options. We take our chances with the chlorine gas, or we sink him.”
 
   Then he bent over and exploded vomit onto the ruins of the radio before collapsing to the deck.
 
   Charlie ran to the conning tower and shouted up the well, “Two hands to the control room!”
 
   As the crew hauled Liebold up into the open air, Charlie raised his Tommy gun to destroy the TDC and paused.
 
   If the Japanese were going to kill him, he could do something. They all could.
 
   They could …
 
   Charlie coughed. His lungs felt like they were on fire now. He climbed the ladder to the bridge and hunched behind the TBT, taking deep breaths of the fresh air.
 
   “What are you doing?” Hunter growled.
 
   “You know as well as I do the Japs are going to kill all of us.”
 
   “You want to go down fighting.”
 
   “I want to fight. Yes.”
 
   “You’re proposing a down-the-throat shot, Harrison. The worst odds there are. If we miss, and we almost certainly would, that Momo will blow us out of the water without mercy.”
 
   “We sank Yosai. We’re dead either way, Captain.”
 
   Hunter said, “We have got civilians aboard. As long as we don’t do anything hostile, the Japs might not kill them.”
 
   “Captain, there’s a chance we might all go home together. A fighting chance.”
 
   The captain rubbed his bearded face and watched the IJN destroyer grow steadily larger. The time was coming to abandon ship and open the hull apertures to scuttle her. That, or take his chances on a single shot.
 
   No doubt, he was trying to read the Japanese skipper’s mind. Would he treat them all as prisoners of war? If not, would he spare the civilians?
 
   Charlie, meanwhile, was wondering whether the captain was right about the civilians. Did his duty lie in risking everything, or giving the civilians their best chance?
 
   He knew what Jane would say: Sink that ship, Charlie. Kill them all.
 
   “I take it you didn’t destroy the TDC,” Hunter said.
 
   Charlie grinned. “No, Captain.”
 
   “How many fish do we have left in the forward nest?”
 
   “Two.”
 
   “All right. Call for volunteers. I want forward torpedo and the necessary control room stations manned for a torpedo attack.”
 
   “Aye, aye, Captain. I’ll go.”
 
   “Get somebody else. I’m not a hundred percent, Harrison. I’ll need you here on the bridge with me.”
 
   “Aye, aye.”
 
   Gibson spread the call for volunteers and then offered to operate the TDC himself. Despite their fear of chlorine gas, more than enough men among the crew were willing to return to their stations.
 
   “We’re going to have to shoot at five hundred yards,” Hunter said. “A very tight shave.”
 
   “Roger that,” Charlie said at the TBT. “Recommend setting depth at two feet. The fish have been running deeper than they’re supposed to.”
 
   One by one, the crew reported they were ready at their stations.
 
   “Maneuvering, Bridge,” Hunter said into the bridge microphone. “Reduce speed to one-third.”
 
   “Reduce speed to one-third, aye, Captain.”
 
   “Forward torpedo, make ready the tubes. The target is the Momo-class destroyer. Order of tubes is one, two. Depth, two feet. High speed.”
 
   Charlie watched the destroyer approach through the TBT binoculars. He was less than a thousand yards away now. His sharp-edged bow plowed the foam as he came on fast. Black smoke billowed from his stacks. Japanese sailors lined the deck, looking back at him with binoculars and pointing.
 
   “I hope one of them salutes,” he said, “and knocks himself overboard.”
 
   The captain smiled grimly and said into the mike, “Range, eight hundred yards. Speed, thirty knots. Angle on the bow, oh-one-five starboard. Final bearing, mark!”
 
   Charlie pressed the button, which transmitted the bearing to the TDC.
 
   “Set!” Gibson announced over the speaker. “Shoot anytime!”
 
   Charlie shouted down at the crew on the deck, “Everybody, wave! Wave at the nice Japs!” Anything to distract the Japanese.
 
   He kept the TBT centered on the destroyer’s bow as the outer doors opened with a thud.
 
   If he was going to survive this day, the Japanese couldn’t evade the torpedoes. The fish couldn’t miss the small target. They had to detonate. And they couldn’t run too deep against a ship with such a shallow draft.
 
   The captain was right. The odds weren’t in their favor. In fact, they were—
 
   Hunter: “Fire one!”
 
   “Firing one!” Gibson replied.
 
   The boat jolted as the torpedo swished out of its tube and swam toward the approaching destroyer at a speed of forty-six knots.
 
   “Fire two!”
 
   “Firing two!”
 
   Twin trails of bubbles reached out for the enemy warship.
 
   “Both fish running hot, straight, and normal,” Gibson reported.
 
   Hunter’s eyes remained glued to his binoculars. “He doesn’t see them yet.”
 
   Soon, it’d be too late to evade. The destroyer was going too fast. The distance was too short.
 
   A Japanese sailor looked down at the water as the torpedo approached his ship. Charlie heard him scream a warning. The destroyer began to veer to starboard.
 
   “The first fish missed,” Hunter said with disgust. “By a—”
 
   BOOM
 
   The world turned into the sun.
 
   Charlie saw yellow, then red, struck by a vision of fire filling the sky. The thump vibrated through his chest before the expanding roar flattened his eardrums. He staggered back at the force of the blast, gaping as the destroyer’s bow disintegrated and flew apart in a ball of fire, debris, and bodies. The force picked up the first torpedo, still unexploded, and flung it far over the sea. Smoking hull shards sang twisted notes as they punched the water.
 
   “My God,” Hunter said.
 
   The destroyer bucked wildly in the shock waves before plunging forward and down. His stern aimed straight up in the air.
 
   He went down fast in a violent rush of foam.
 
   Nobody cheered. The crew watched the ship die in a subdued silence.
 
   “Remember Pearl!” somebody called out, his voice cracking with emotion.
 
    “I can’t believe it,” Hunter said. “A shot like that.”
 
   Charlie sagged against the gunwale. “Sometimes you get lucky.”
 
   “Lucky, hell,” Hunter said. “We shoved that fish down his throat. It’s a goddamn miracle. I think you’re proof God’s on our side, Harrison.”
 
   “It was your shot, Captain.”
 
   “The poor bastards. Not one of them made it off alive.”
 
   They stayed like that for a long time, all of them, sailors and civilians alike. Together, they watched the sea settle where the destroyer had been. Nothing marked its grave except floating debris and an expanding oil slick.
 
   Destroying it had been both beautiful and horrible.
 
   A thought struck Charlie. The date was the twenty-fourth.
 
   “Merry Christmas, Captain,” he said.
 
   He caught sight of Jane in the crowd. She was crying.
 
   An apparition pulled itself up out of the hatch. A man wearing a diving suit.
 
   The sailor pulled off his helmet and grinned at them.
 
   John Braddock.
 
   “I fixed your boat for you, sir,” the machinist’s mate said and winked at Charlie. “Mr. Bryant says she’ll be ready to dive in about twenty minutes.”
 
   As usual, he made “sir” sound like “asshole.”


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER THIRTY-TWO
 
   HOMECOMING
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Sabertooth cruised into Pearl Harbor with Old Glory waving on the shears. New battle flags dangled on the clothesline between the bow and the periscope supports, one of them a black flag with skull and crossbones. Sabertooth was officially a buccaneering vessel now.
 
   Captain Hunter conned the boat to the Submarine Base and warped her alongside the designated pier, where a Navy band and small cheering crowd waited. Sailors on the dock took in the scarred and battered hull with wide eyes. The crew waved back at the well-wishers, happy to be back in the U.S.A.
 
   The crew tied off the boat and threw down the gangplank, prompting the band to strike up, “Battle Hymn of the Republic.” Normally, the wounded went ashore first, but Sabertooth had stopped in Darwin to leave the civilians and the sick and wounded crewmen. Lieutenant Walter Lewis and Electrician’s Mate Donald Friesen, who’d been killed during the fight with the enemy plane, had been reverently committed to the deep.
 
   While the crew greeted family, received mail, and devoured buckets of fresh Hawaiian fruit, Captain Hunter hopped in a jeep to hand-deliver his patrol report to ComSubPac and also Admiral Lockwood, who was at Pearl on Navy business. Singly and in groups, they drifted off to enjoy their two weeks of liberty while the relief crew posted a watch.
 
   The patrol was over.
 
   Charlie, Liebold, and Bryant walked together on the dock.
 
   “Royal Hawaiian Hotel for us this time,” Bryant gloated. “The entire crew! ComSubPac is pretty darn happy with us right now.”
 
   “I wonder if the boat will get a citation,” Liebold said.
 
   “Hell, there might be a Navy Cross in it for guys like us.” Bryant grinned at Charlie. “Especially you, hotshot.” The engineering officer stuck out his hand. “Pleasure serving with you, Hara-kiri. First round’s on me at the club.”
 
   Charlie smiled as they shook. “I’ll hold you to that.”
 
   Next it was Liebold’s turn. “Thanks, Charlie. We took the big risk and got the big rewards on this one.”
 
   “We couldn’t have done it without you, Jack. None of it. You got in the game exactly as you’d wanted.”
 
   Liebold blanched a little at that. Charlie could tell the man had enjoyed all the excitement he could stand, at least for now.
 
   He left the men and walked along the beach holding his parcel of mail. A stack of letters from friends and family back in Tiburon. Two letters from Rusty Grady. And a single letter from Evie. He brought it to his nose and caught a wisp of her perfume, which delivered a brief moment of vertigo.
 
   He checked in to his billet at the Royal Hawaiian and gave himself a thorough scrubbing in a hot bath. The water turned black. No matter how much he scrubbed, he knew he’d still smell like diesel for a while. It ran in his veins now. 
 
   He emptied the tub, refilled it, and lay in it until he dozed. Strange and satisfying to be alone after being on the crowded boat for so long. The silence in the room was jarring without the constant hum of engines and machinery. He shaved in front of the mirror and combed his long hair into place. Then he put on a fresh pair of service khakis and headed down to the officers’ club.
 
   There, he read Evie’s letter while sipping a glass of scotch.
 
   She asked him if some things were meant to be.
 
   She’d hated seeing him go off to war, knowing he might be gone a year, many years, before they could be together again. She’d hated him after he’d broken things off so he could focus on his fight. She’d hated herself because a part of her had been relieved. She didn’t think she could bear waiting for a man who might never come home, who might come home a different person than the one she loved. The waiting. The not knowing. It had threatened to tear her apart.
 
   Evie had found a man closer to home. A man who was reliable, understandable, persistent. Perfect for her needs. But she didn’t really love him. So she didn’t marry him.
 
   His stomach flipped.
 
   “Because, dear Charlie, I still have feelings for you. I’m not saying we should just pick up things where we left them. I don’t want that. Too much has changed, and it’s been too long. Sadly, I don’t really know what I want. I’m just writing to explain myself so you understand. It wasn’t all you. It was me too. But in the end, I learned something from it—that I still care about you. In your last letter, you said as much to me. You know the saying, can’t live with us, and can’t live without us? Well, mister, that goes both ways.
 
   “Maybe there’s still a future for us, Charlie. I don’t know. I wish we could see each other and find out. I wish this war had never happened. I find myself wishing so many things, but things are what they are. I guess what I’m trying to say is I’m open to it. The door is open. I’m open to a future with you.”
 
   He sipped his whiskey and carefully folded the letter, feeling homesick and lonely. All this time, Charlie had thought she wanted to hold onto him while he needed to be free to find his destiny in the war. He’d never guessed that she might feel the same way about their long separation with its enormous uncertainties. That she had her own immediate aspirations and needs.
 
   But still, there it was. She still cared about him. She was still open to them being together, though she didn’t know exactly what that would look like.
 
   He still cared about her too. But did he still love her?
 
   Thinking of Jane, Charlie smiled at the memory of her leaving Sabertooth with the other riders. He’d never gotten that kiss; instead, she blew him one from the gangplank back in Brisbane. Before her departure, he’d asked her if they’d ever see each other again. She said it would happen or it wouldn’t. In war, the future wasn’t worth talking about because it was too uncertain. The only thing that mattered was now.
 
   And everything else was just a dream.
 
   “Mind if I join you, brother?”
 
   Charlie started at the familiar voice. He looked up to see his old friend Rusty Grady smiling down at him.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER THIRTY-THREE
 
   FINAL RECKONING
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Rusty took a seat, ordered a drink, and filled Charlie in on his doings. He’d graduated from PXO School and quickly received a posting to Scissortail under Lieutenant-Commander Jim Burns.
 
   “I arrived in Pearl just four days ago,” Rusty said. “Burns bought me a drink and threw me to the wolves. A lot of work, but I already got my weep list sorted. Things we can get done, things we want to get done, things I will have to bribe and kill to get done.” He laughed. “Careful what you wish for, Charlie. It’s a thankless job, being the Number Two.”
 
   “You’re a sight for sore eyes, Rusty,” Charlie beamed at him. “I can’t believe we ran into each other like this.”
 
   “There’s a war on, we’re in the submarines, and this is the main submarine base. It was bound to happen, friend.”
 
   “Well, I’m glad it did. How’s Lucy and Rusty Junior?”
 
   “They’re great, thanks for asking,” his friend said, but he stopped smiling. He obviously missed his family. “What about you? How’d your patrol go?”
 
   Charlie told him everything while Rusty’s eyes got wider and his mouth fell open.
 
   “Jesus,” Rusty said. “I always said you were a go-getter, but Jesus. We’ll have to see whether Tyrone Power is busy so he can play you in the movie.”
 
   Charlie finished his drink and said, “I’m itching to see that one so I can find out how it ends. The captain’s with ComSubPac and Admiral Lockwood right now.”
 
   “Modifying your fish,” Rusty nodded sagely. “That’s trouble.”
 
   “The results speak for themselves, but you know the Navy.”
 
   “They’ll pin a medal on you just before they keel-haul you. Though they might skip the medal part.”
 
   “Right,” Charlie said, feeling even more drained by it all.
 
   “They’re a conservative bunch when it comes to the rules. Well, brother, whatever happens, you know what you did. You’re a little crazy, you know; you played long odds across the line. But what you accomplished did a lot of good.” He raised his glass. “I, for one, am grateful to you.”
 
   The faster the war ended, the faster they could all go home. Maybe that was the bright side to this. The Navy might yank him out of the boats and give him a desk job, maybe stateside. He might end up close to home. Close to Evie. Maybe a future with her could be a real thing.
 
   But the idea of home made him long for the sea. To be back on patrol, fighting the Japanese. Out there, deep in enemy waters with his life on the line, he had begun to find himself, and he liked what he was becoming.
 
   Jane understood that man and wanted him. That man wanted her too.
 
   “I’d like to stay in the game,” he said.
 
   “Just make sure you don’t end up like Reynolds. When this war ends, and it will end—later than we’d like but sooner than we think—we’re all going home, Charlie. All of us, including you. Make sure you can. All of you.”
 
   A yeoman entered the bar and studied the patrons. Charlie waited to make eye contact. He knew why the man was here. Time to face the mast.
 
   “Lieutenant Charles Harrison?”
 
   Charlie was already paying for their drinks. “I’m Harrison.”
 
   “I’m here to take you to see Admiral Lockwood, sir.”
 
   “Aye, aye,” Charlie said.
 
   “Good luck, Charlie,” Rusty said. “We’ll be in dry dock until the end of the week. I’ll be busy as hell getting my boat ready for sea, but I’ll be around.”
 
   Charlie thought about the letter his friend kept in his breast pocket. A letter for Evie. If anything ever happened to him, Rusty would mail it. In it, Charlie said simply he loved her, he was sorry, and he wanted her to happy.
 
   He decided to let Rusty keep it. If anything happened to him, he figured Evie deserved to hear that much at least.
 
   “And Charlie?”
 
   “Yeah, Rusty?”
 
   “Happy New Year. It’s 1943. Maybe this is the year we win and go home.”
 
   He smiled. “As long as we win.”
 
   They shook hands, and Charlie went to face the music.
 
   The jeep dropped him off at SubPac headquarters. Inside, he announced himself to the yeoman seated behind his desk, “Lieutenant Charles Harrison, reporting to Admiral Lockwood as ordered.”
 
   “He’s expecting you,” the yeo said smartly. He opened an office door. “Lieutenant Harrison, Sabertooth.”
 
   Lockwood welcomed him with a curt handshake. “Grab a chair, Harrison. I have to say, this patrol report is quite a yarn.”
 
   “Yes, sir.”
 
   “Three confirmed sinkings of warships, including Yosai. Another carrier damaged. Captain Hunter spoke quite highly of your performance.”
 
   “Thank you, Admiral.”
 
   Lockwood lit a cigarette. “But this incident of you modifying the torpedoes is troubling. You didn’t just break regulations, son. You risked destroying your boat and killing everyone aboard, including civilians.”
 
   Charlie said nothing while Lockwood took another drag. He suddenly felt free. Whatever happened, whether they’d toss him back into the war, yank him out of combat, or even court-martial him, he could live with it.
 
   War or home. Finding himself in combat or in peace. Evie or Jane.
 
   He’d find happiness regardless of where his destiny took him. He sensed that’s how destiny worked. You could aim for it, but it took you where it wanted regardless of all your fervent desires and carefully laid plans.
 
   Lockwood said, “But then you went on to achieve substantial results. Hell, sinking Yosai and putting Pachinko back to dry dock for repairs may have changed the war. It also proves to me what I keep hearing, which is the torpedoes are rotten. It’s been an uphill battle getting BuOrd to recognize the problem.”
 
   The Admiral gave him a hard stare. “I saw something in you after you came home with the S-55, Harrison. It’s why I promoted you and put you on a new boat to sink or swim. The results exceeded my expectations. You’ve still got a lot to learn, however. Going ashore at Mindanao was reckless, and it endangered the mission. You had a golden opportunity to sink Pachinko, and you went after Hanma instead. Still, you’ve got the qualities we look for in a commander, namely the ability to manage a crisis, think clearly, and act decisively and aggressively.”
 
   The Admiral ground his cigarette out in the overflowing ashtray on his desk, and stood. Charlie did the same, unsure where this was going.
 
   “Harrison, I’m recommending you for the Navy Cross for your actions in the Pacific. Taking over the boat when needed, taking her into combat when a golden opportunity presented, managing an outbreak of serious illness, and aiding in the defense of the boat when she was helpless, were all in the finest tradition of the Navy. I’m going to put my neck on the line for you on this torpedo business; I’ve already told ComSubPac. I’ll need to stow you somewhere while I get it sorted, so I’m sending you to PXO School. Your next posting will be as exec.”
 
   Charlie couldn’t believe his ears. He stammered, “Thank you, Admiral.”
 
   “You can thank me by sinking Jap ships. I’m acting on instinct the way I did the last time you stood in front of me—against my nature, but it paid off. I’m curious what kind of results you’ll achieve as a Number Two. I’m taking a considerable risk by investing in you and will expect results. Don’t disappoint me.”
 
   “I won’t, Admiral,” Charlie said, his body tingling with shock. Lockwood extended his hand. He shook it. “Thank you again, sir.”
 
   He left SubPac in a daze and ended up on the beach in front of the Royal Hawaiian with little memory of how he’d gotten there.
 
   He replayed the conversation in his mind several times to be sure he’d heard the Admiral correctly. Exec, he’d heard. PXO School. It was true. He was going to be executive officer on his third war patrol, second only to the captain. He couldn’t believe it.
 
   As he’d thought, the war was creating big opportunities. America and Japan were locked in a life-or-death struggle, and the Admiral again rolled the dice that Charlie would reward his confidence by sinking Japanese ships.
 
   Charlie couldn’t help but be elated. Elated but also a little disappointed he wasn’t being sent home. He was tired, very tired. A part of him would have welcomed cashing it in.
 
   He sat on the sand and watched the harbor’s waters lap the beach. Around him, sailors and Hawaiian girls played in the surf and sunned themselves on blankets. He had a lot to do. His destiny now awaited him in New London, but it could wait a little longer.
 
   Right now, he just wanted to rest. Stare at the water. Do nothing but just breathe in, breathe out, and know he was alive.
 
   A shadow passed over him. He looked up and squinted at the silhouette of a woman framed by the Pacific sun’s glare.
 
   “Fancy meeting you here,” Jane said.
 
   She’d cleaned up and now wore makeup and a uniform. She looked like a different woman, but it was still Jane. Beautiful as ever.
 
   He smiled. “I can’t believe you found me.”
 
   “Finding you was easy. You have no idea how hard it was to get here from Brisbane, though. That took some doing.”
 
   “I’ll bet it did.”
 
   “Are you happy to see me, or what?”
 
   “You have no idea.”
 
   She extended her hand. He took it and stood, still smiling.
 
   “So,” she said, “buy me a drink, sailor?”


 
   
  
 




 
   WANT MORE?
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   If you enjoyed Silent Running, get ready for the next book in the series, Battle Stations, scheduled for publication in late 2016. In this book, Charlie’s bound for the Sea of Japan…
 
   Sign up for Craig’s mailing list here to stay up to date on new releases.
 
   Learn more about Craig’s writing at www.CraigDiLouie.com.
 
   Turn the page to read the first chapter of Battle Stations. After that, you’ll find a special note about this book from the author.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 1 of Battle Stations, the third book in the Crash Dive series.
 
    [image: C:\Users\Craig\Documents\ab-WRITING\CRASH DIVE III - BATTLE STATIONS\BATTLE STATIONS by Craig DiLouie.lowerres.jpg] 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER ONE
 
   ATTACK TRAINER
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   “Start the attack!” Charlie cried. “Up periscope!”
 
   He swept the horizon for Japanese ships, spotted them. The enemy advanced under his crosshairs.
 
   What he saw didn’t add up. “Down scope.”
 
   The officers watched him. Lt. Grayson, assistant approach officer. Lt. Boyd at the plotting table. Lt. Rohm standing at the torpedo data computer, or TDC.
 
   Shooting a mobile target from a moving submarine involved complex geometry. The crew fed variables such as speed, bearing, and angle on the bow into the TDC. The TDC then produced a torpedo-firing angle. Each time, the problem offered a small margin of error.
 
   This particular problem would give him almost no margin at all.
 
   “Well?” Grayson asked him.
 
   “Ship, two-five-zero True, zero-two-five Relative, about 12,000 yards. Give him twelve knots. Three escorts screening him. Asashio-class destroyers.”
 
   The assistant approach officer whistled. “All that protection for one ship? What’s the target, Hirohito’s yacht?”
 
   Boyd plopped the thick Reference Book of Japanese Merchant Ships on the table. Its pages provided valuable information such as tonnage, height above the waterline, and distance from the waterline to the keel, or draft.
 
   Charlie flipped the pages and pointed. “I think that’s the ship.”
 
   A fishing trawler.
 
   Boyd and Rohm exchanged an amused glance. Grayson’s lips curled into a smirk. “You caught a real high-value target, Harrison.”
 
   The officers cracked grins. Charlie turned and threw “Quiet Bill” Hutchison, who stood in a corner, a questioning look.
 
   As usual, the old commander’s placid expression told him nothing.
 
   “Wait a minute.” Charlie pulled out the reference on Imperial Japanese Navy warships and flipped through it. “Yeah. That’s it there.”
 
   Kinesaki class, 900 tons. Assigned to resupply operations with the China Area Fleet, it hauled eighty tons of frozen food and sixty tons of fresh water. The freezer mounted on the hull carried fish, which explained why it looked like a trawler.
 
   Today, it carried something important to the Japanese Empire. Cargo worth three tough destroyers to guard it.
 
   The supply ship lay 200 feet in length, about half as long as the Asashios and two-thirds as long as Sabertooth, Charlie’s last command. Infiltrating the fast-moving escorts to hit such a small target was going to be a hell of a thing.
 
   Rohm read the stats. “Bad luck, Harrison. A real doozy.”
 
   No kidding. Their teacher had thrown him a curveball for his last time in the attack trainer, which simulated submarine combat.
 
   The men fought in a dummy conning tower with a fixed periscope that piped into a room upstairs. There, operators worked a system of circular discs connected by control cables. Model ships rode these traveling turntables along a course Quiet Bill had set up.
 
   The goal was to approach the target while avoiding detection, fire a straight bow shot, and escape. While a simulation, it felt realistic. As for the stakes, they were very much real.
 
   Tomorrow, Charlie graduated from Prospective Executive Officer School. With more candidates than boats, some got detailed, some didn’t.
 
   He shot another glance at Quiet Bill. The commander’s eyes seemed to smile at him.
 
   Grayson: “What do you want to do, Harrison?”
 
   “Battle stations, torpedo. We’re going to sink the bastard.”
 
    
 
   Coming Fall 2016!
 
   Now turn the page for a special note about this book from the author…


 
   
  
 




 
   AFTERWORD
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Thank you for reading Silent Running, the second episode in the Crash Dive series depicting Charlie Harrison’s war in the boats. Welcome aboard!
 
   Like its predecessor, Silent Running was inspired by reading C.S. Forester’s beloved Hornblower series and War in the Boats by Captain William J. Ruhe, which documented his experiences during the Pacific War.
 
   The submarines played a critical role in the American war effort. By the end of the war, 180 submarines were in service, which sank more than 1,100 merchant ships representing 4.8 million tons. They also sank about 200 warships, including eight aircraft carriers, a battleship, and eleven cruisers. As Japan relied on shipping to maintain its wartime economy, the result proved pivotal to achieving victory.
 
   The Crash Dive series presents the amazing story of the submarines fighting in the Pacific during the greatest of all wars.
 
   If you enjoyed this fictional submarine adventure, you might like the real thing even better. Check out War in the Boats by Captain William J. Ruhe, The War Below by James Scott, The Silent Service in World War II edited by Edward Monroe-Jones and Michael Green, Clear the Bridge! by Rear Admiral Richard H. O’Kane, Crash Dive edited by Larry Bond, Unrestricted Warfare by James F. DeRose, The Rescue by Steven Trent Smith (depicting a real rescue of refugees in the Philippines), Thunder Below! by Eugene B. Fluckey, and Submarine! by Edward L. Beach (who also wrote what is probably the best fictional submarine story of all time, Run Silent, Run Deep).
 
   These books, most of them firsthand accounts, went a long way in informing the writing of Silent Running, along with a great deal of other research such as Navy manuals related to submarine theory, operation, and phraseology. Any errors and omissions, of courses, are solely mine, and some of them are intentional. While I made every effort to create an experience aboard Sabertooth that was as authentic as possible, I took artistic license to balance realism with drama and to appeal to civilian readers. That being said, if you spot any glaring errors, let me know, and I’ll correct future editions and works.
 
   Thank you again for reading Silent Running. I hope you enjoyed reading it as much as I did writing it. If you did, please review this novel on Amazon (and/or GoodReads.com, etc.) and tell your friends about it. Crash Dive proved so popular I’ve decided to go ahead and make it a series. Charlie has many more challenges, triumphs, and setbacks ahead of him during his war in the boats.
 
   Stay tuned for new episodes in the series at www.CraigDiLouie.com (be sure to sign up for my mailing list here). I also welcome any correspondence about my fiction at Read@CraigDiLouie.com.
 
    
 
   —Craig DiLouie, February 2016
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   ABOUT THE AUTHOR
 
    
 
    
 
   Craig DiLouie is an author of popular thriller, apocalyptic/horror, and sci-fi/fantasy fiction.
 
   In hundreds of reviews, Craig’s novels have been praised for their strong characters, action, and gritty realism. Each book promises an exciting experience with people you’ll care about in a world that feels real.
 
   These works have been nominated for major literary awards such as the Bram Stoker Award and Audie Award, translated into multiple languages, and optioned for film. He is a member of the Horror Writers Association, International Thriller Writers, and Imaginative Fiction Writers Association.
 
   Learn more about Craig’s writing at www.CraigDiLouie.com. Sign up for Craig’s mailing list to be the first to learn about his new releases here.
 
   Other books by Craig:
 
    
 
   Suffer the Children
 
   The Retreat, Episode #1: Pandemic
 
   The Retreat, Episode #2: Slaughterhouse
 
   The Retreat, Episode #3: Die Laughing
 
   The Retreat, Episode #4: Alamo
 
   The Alchemists
 
   The Infection
 
   The Killing Floor
 
   Children of God
 
   Tooth and Nail
 
   The Great Planet Robbery
 
   Paranoia
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