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Аннотация
Captain Luke MacArthur has his orders. Hunt down two of the quietest submarines in the world. A deadly weapon of the Soviet Union in the cold war.
The Kilo class. It’s known as The Black Hole for a good reason.
Iran intends to use them to choke off the Gulf oil supply. Their mission; blockade the Straits of Hormuz.
Dark fate chose the encounter point; the straits at the Southern entrance to The Red Sea, known as “The Gate of Grief.”
He held an ace, command of the most powerful submarine in the Royal Navy, HMS Holy Ghost.
He faces a personal dilemma; the sultry Savita, his Weapons officer is sending out flirtatious signals. The loneliness of Command tells him he can’t respond, even though he wants to. Luke knows he’s in danger of becoming a moth to her flame.
Join the crew of the Holy Ghost and help Luke hunt down shadows in the night. Kilo class. The Black Hole.


Stephen Makk
HMS Holy Ghost


AUTHOR’S NOTES

I’ve used some licence here to frame the story, my apologies to anyone taking exception to these inaccuracies.
* * *
THE KILO CLASS HAS been in Russian service since 1980 but Iran didn’t receive its first boat, the Tareg until 1991.
* * *
ONLY IN RECENT YEARS, have Women been allowed to serve on Royal Navy submarines.
* * *
THE ORIGINAL HOLY GHOST may have been found in a Solent mud bank. Timbers of a ship have been seen protruding from the mud at very low tide. It matches the size and proportions of the Holy Ghost and lies where the ship should be, as old documents state. Tests on its timbers are being carried out. At the time of writing, it’s expected to be Henry V’s flagship.

Chapter 1

Margaret tap tapped away on the new electric typewriter, she knew they were an improvement on the old mechanical ones, but she missed hers. She’d even asked him if she could go back to one. The First Sea Lord had refused. “Times have changed Margaret.” The sun streamed in through tall Georgian windows and backlit the finished order as she held the paper up. She read through it, carefully checking for errors. That’s it, perfect. She frowned as she read it. As PA to the First Sea Lord Sir Arthur Beaumont she’d done well. He’d a reputation for being difficult but she’d got on with him. He liked things a certain way and as long as it was done that way, then fine. She walked over to his office door and knocked softly. There was a muffled “Come in.” She opened the door, he sat reading a document behind a large desk. A number of faded gold-framed paintings of historical naval actions adorned the walls. On his desk was a model of a world war two Corvette.
“Sir, I typed up your release and commissioning order, would you like to check the work before I issue them?” She handed them over and stood by.
“Thanks.” He read them over carefully.
“That’s it Margaret, good. Get them off to Northwood.”
“I have a question, Sir.” He looked up at her.
“The new Trafalgar class nuclear submarine. Why’s it called Holy Ghost Sir? It’s an odd name for a ship.”
He sat back in his chair and smiled.
“A submarine is a boat, not a ship. You could be keel hauled in the submarine service for calling one a ship. As she’s different from a regular Trafalgar class, she’s an enhancement. I decided her name wouldn’t begin with a T. I’m a student of history, so she’s named after Henry V’s flagship in the hundred years war between England and France. That was back in the thirteen and fourteen hundreds.”
“I see, Sir. I thought you’d gone all born again.” He laughed.
“No, it’s time we had a new boat with that name. Don’t you think it’s a good name for a submarine?”
“Yes Sir, they like to keep out of the way, sneaking around.” He nodded and grinned, “You’re learning.”
“I’ll send them off Sir,” she left his office with a smirk.
* * *
HMS HOLY GHOST TOOK her first taste of the sea at Barrow in Furness. She completed her shakedown cruise and was commissioned into the fleet under the command of Captain Luke MacArthur. She’s an upgraded Trafalgar class nuclear hunter-killer, an SSN. The Ghost as she’s known in the Navy is the most powerful submarine in the world.
HMNB DEVONPORT. PLYMOUTH. England.
“HOW IS HE TODAY?” THE petty officer sat at her desk outside Vice Admiral Speed’s office.
“He’s fine Sir. He’s his usual self, you know how he is?” Luke MacArthur nodded. He knew that meant irascible, anchor faced and impatient. Luke was forty-two, brown hair, piercing grey eyes.
“Would you like a tea Sir while you’re waiting?”
“Yes, thanks.” She got up, turned and walked over to the kettle putting an extra sway to her hips, hoping that the handsome submarine Captain would notice. She’d seen him around the base, and more than a few of her colleagues had said they wouldn’t kick him out of bed. She passed him the tea.
“Thanks.” A couple of minutes later the Admiral’s door opened.
“Right, MacArthur let’s get started, and Penny bring me a brew in too.”
“Sir.” He walked into the Admiral’s office. The right-hand wall was covered with a copy of Turner's fighting Temeraire. On a table to the left was a model of HMS Newcastle.
“Sit,” Luke sat in a large leather chair the Admiral sat on the edge of his desk.
“You know the situation.” There was a knock at the door. “Come in.” The petty officer carried in two teas on a tray and placed them on his desk.
“I made two brews Sir,” she used the Admiral’s Northern term for a tea or coffee, “and there are some choccy biccies too.”
“Thanks Penny.” She left the room.
“I’ve got your orders and tasking here. But first, they think we’re deploying in four days, can the Ghost sail tomorrow night?”
“We’re still waiting for the medical officer, I’m told he’s probably OK Sir, skiing accident. He still needs clearance.”
“I knew you’d say that. He’s worse than you think. He’ll be AWOL. I’ve got a replacement lined up. She was on the Glamorgan, she’s only completed part of her submarine orientation. She’s well recommended though. Here’s her file.” He took the file. Lieutenant Pearl Turner, last posting HMS Glamorgan. He scanned her records all looked in order.
“She was on Glamorgan down in the Falklands Sir. Saw action, during the Exocet strike.”
“Yes, I know Glamorgan’s Captain Ian Stonley. He said she did well, took it in her stride, one of the lads he says.” He looked at her picture, a thirtyish black girl.
“Her file seems fine to me Sir.”
“Good, I’ll get Penny to call her. She’s in Pompey, so she can probably be here tonight.”
“Then we can sail early afternoon tomorrow Sir.”
“Do it. Now, I’ll give you the file but I’ll give you the overall picture first. Where do you think you’re going?”
“The Med Sir?”
“No. Keep this one tight.” Vice Admiral Speed leant forward and lowered his voice. “We’ve been given a hush job by Northwood. Apparently, this has come in from Number ten.” Luke raised his eyebrows. “I see, Sir.”
“We’ve long known that Iran has been awaiting delivery of her Kilo class boats from Russia. They’ve had naval personnel in Russia undergoing training, getting ready for delivery. Well, there’s been a problem with construction. It seems Ivan cocked up some steel production and the new hulls didn’t pass muster.”
“Why’s that a problem for us, Sir? It should be a benefit, we don’t want them getting their hands on the Kilo class. That’s a seriously quiet boat, it’s not nick named “The black hole” by the USN for nothing.” Admiral Speed scowled.
“Yes, the problem is the rag heads have been greasing the Russian’s palms. The Soviets have agreed to transfer the Vyborg and the Vologada to the Iranian navy, so they’re going to be operating the Kilo quicker than we’d hoped. They’ve been renamed the Nahang and the Siyah Bambak, that’s the Crocodile and the Black Shark.” Luke shook his head.
“Yes Sir, I can see that’s not good.”
“It gets worse Captain.” The Admiral placed his palms on the desk and lowered his head. Luke hadn’t seen Speed so sombre since he’d met him two years ago.
“There are factions within the regime, mostly The Army of the Guardians of the Islamic revolution, or Revolutionary Guards and the Quds force who want to take a hard line against the West. They want to get the Kilos into action as soon as they arrive; they plan to interdict shipping in the Straits of Hormuz.” Luke’s mouth dropped open in surprise.
“What? Sink ships?”
“That’s what the bloody Kilo’s designed to do, they’re ideal for shallow water operations. Poor bastards won’t stand a chance.” Admiral Speed drummed his fingers on the desk, reluctant to continue.
“So what’s our hush hush job then Sir? Shadow them?”
“You are to locate them and prevent them if possible from carrying out the task they’ll be given on arrival at Bandar Abbas.” Luke had been expecting something like that.
“What’s our ROE Sir?” Admiral Speed leaned forward and fixed him with an intense stare.
“What’s the role of the submarine service?”
“To keep the sea lanes free and to roam them at Her Majesty’s pleasure Sir.” Speed shook his head.
“The role of the submarine service is to sink the enemy. Let me tell you. It would give Her Majesty the greatest of pleasure to hear that you sank two of her enemies. She might down a tot of Rum. She might even hang a fucking gong on your chest.
What’s the role of the submarine service?”
“To sink the enemy Sir.” Speed shook his head and raised his voice.
“I said, what’s the role of the submarine service?”
“To sink the fucking enemy Sir.” Admiral Speed smiled.
“Why are you going to sink them?”
“Because it pleases Her Majesty to see the bastards sent to hell Sir.”
“That’s more like it. Your rules of engagement are, if it moves sink it. If it doesn’t, then sink it so it does. Go out there and sink the Crocodile and the Black Shark. I didn’t give you the Holy Ghost for a pleasure cruise. We’ll leak the word that you’re going to the Med. But get out into the Atlantic, around the Cape of Good hope, wait for them in the Red Sea and sink the bastards. They’ll be coming through the Suez canal.” Luke weighed up the options. The Red Sea?
“Sir, those boats are Soviet navy Northern fleet. They’ll probably transit west of Ireland and head for the Straits of Gibraltar bound for Suez. It makes more sense to pick them up in the western approaches and get them there or off Portugal or Spain.” Admiral Speed pursed his lips and looked down, avoiding his junior officer’s gaze.
“It must be the Red Sea.”
“But…” Speed looked him in the eyes.
“The Red fucking Sea Captain.” Luke knew not to protest any further.
“Right Sir. I’ll get on it.”
“Stay where you are for a few minutes, get your tea and biccys.” He took his teacup and a few chocolate biscuits.
“MacArthur, we’re expecting a lot of political flack over this one.” The Admiral handed over a cassette tape. “When you’ve done the job broadcast this on the frequency marked on the cover.”
“Yes, Sir.” The two men talked ships, submarines and put the navy and the world to rights.
“MacArthur, I like your style. Hit em bloody hard. Right. Off you go, good luck and happy hunting.”
The following morning Luke walked down the quayside and headed straight for HMS Holy Ghost, crossed over the gangway and climbed the sail. It was commonly called a conning tower but was more correctly called the sail. He climbed down the ladder from the open hatch and onto the main deck. Walking forward he entered the control room. Forward a technician worked inside an open panel at the sonar station. The sonar operator looked over the technician’s shoulder. Luke walked over.
“A problem PO Southworth?”
“Aye Sir, an intermittent spike, Phil says it’s fixable.” Petty officer Peter Southworth had a strong Geordie accent acquired from his native Newcastle. The technician turned to Luke.
“I’ve seen this one before Sir, we should be done in half an hour.” Luke turned back to the rear of the control room, walked down the companionway and into his cabin, he came out a minute later with a small leather bag.
“Exec, Weaps. Get your bonnets on and let’s go ashore. The male and female officers put on their white dress hats and headed for the sail. The Executive officer Mark Davis led the way with Weapons officer Savita Kapoor following. They climbed the sail with Luke following. Luke couldn’t help but take a look up at Savita’s rear as she climbed the ladder, she wore a coverall but there was no disguising what lay beneath. He made himself look at the ladder in case she looked down and caught him out. On the quayside, he faced them.
“What’s up Sir?” asked Commander Davis with a slight Welsh brogue. He was in his late thirties with black hair, born in Aberystwyth and a passionate rugby player.
“Change of schedule I’m afraid. We sail this afternoon. We’re off now to see Tea leaves.”
“I hear Lieutenant Ascot is struggling on his feet from the skiing accident,” said Lieutenant Commander Kapoor. Luke looked at her, with her smooth light coffee coloured skin and brown black eyes so deep you could swim in them, it was hard to tear his mind back to the matter in hand.
“Yes I heard, we’ve a replacement MO due in today. Lieutenant Pearl Turner is due to join us at any time.” Luke lowered his voice. “Keep this one quiet until we’re underway. We’re not going to the Med, we’re going on patrol in the North Atlantic. Then it’ll be a fast transit to South Africa, around the cape and up into the Red Sea. Admiral Speed has given us complete freedom with our ROE’s, he wants us to sink the enemy on sight.”
“What enemy Sir?” Asked Commander Kapoor.
“The Soviets have given the Iranians two Kilo class boats, we’re to stop them. They plan to use them to blockade the Straits of Hormuz.”
“Bloody hell,” said Davis. Savita smiled.
“I like it.”
“Come on,” said Luke, “let’s see what information Tea leaves has on enemy movements.”
They walked into the block, a low concrete structure with mock civilian houses on its roof. The guard checked their passes. Luke led the way down the corridors until they came to a door marked Fleet Command intelligence. He opened the door and entered.
There were around fifteen officers working at various screens a few looked up and nodded. He headed for an office at the rear, the door plate read Commander McLeod. Inside sat a ginger haired man wearing the uniform of a Commander naval intelligence.
“Good morning Tea leaves,” said Luke, “did you win big in the Cheltenham gold cup? You must have picked the winner?”
“Piss off, you pirate. Go and stink somebody else’s office out.”
“Tut tut, and to think, all that stands between you and the bloody Soviet’s is me, a poor pirate.”
“It’s a cruel world Maccy. What do you want?”
“I’m here to pick your brains.” Commander McLeod snorted.
“Let’s have a sitrep Tea leaves. Soviet Northern Fleet. Kilo class boats, Vyborg and the Vologada, what are the opposition up to?”
“Pull the blinds down.” Savita pulled down the blinds covering the windows, Commander McLeod switched on the large screen and accessed a file. The screen filled with a map of the Barents Sea and the Norwegian Sea. Luke opened the leather bag from his cabin and took out a fortune teller’s crystal ball then placed it on the desk.
“Just some help to make your guesses more accurate.” Savita sniggered. Commander McLeod rolled his eyes.
“Piss off Maccy.”
“This is from all sources,” said McLeod, “satellite, humint, and cousins.”
“Cousins?” said Lieutenant Commander Kapoor.
“Americans. The CIA and NSA mostly,” said Luke, “under the counter stuff.” He tapped the side of his nose.
“As you’d expect the boats are in the 24th Submarine Division based at Yagelnaya Bay, the Sayda Inlet. Let me bring up the last satellite pass.” Commander McLeod studied the pictures. There they are and some of this activity here means they’re preparing to put to sea.
“What about Soviet Naval aviation?” asked Luke.
“Are they putting up some top cover?”
“We’re told maritime patrols are always active and being monitored by the RAF but the crabs are being tight-lipped over it all. It stinks to me, the whole air situation is a big issue but the crabs are playing it close.” Crabs was the derogatory nickname for the RAF, it’s thought to be derived from their light blue uniform’s matching the pale blue cream used to treat pubic lice.
“What do you think Exec?” asked Luke smiling.
“Trade for us. They’re coming out to play.”
“Weaps?”
“I think the biggest threat will come from their stealth. They do call them the black hole after all.”
“I agree,” said Luke.
“We’ve a good mix of warload Captain. We’ve squeezed in two extra Spearfish.”
“How Savita?”
“Hammocks. The torpedo room was reluctant at first but they now prefer them to sleeping on the fish.”
“Right. When I was new I found sleeping on Torpedoes a bit uncomfortable at first, but you get used to it,” he said.
“I had to sleep on the fish when I was with Tireless,” she said, “it wasn’t so bad. I got quite attached to one, I called her Polly. It is odd at first sleeping on a three hundred kilogram warhead of aluminised PBX.” He smiled, where did I find this crew?
“Tea leaves,” said Luke, “I have an Intel request if you need it confirmed see Admiral Speed. Keep an eye on the Iranian navy, especially any ships leaving the Gulf. If they head towards the Red Sea let Speed know right away. Could you put all this in Holy Ghost’s data stream please?”
“No problem Maccy.”
“Thanks. Let’s get out there.” Luke turned back.
“Oh, I’ll take this with me,” he put the crystal ball back in its bag. “If you want your own Tea Leaves, you can bloody buy one.” Commander McLeod sighed. The three left the shore facility and walked along the quayside back to the boat. He led the way back onto the boat and down into the control room. A woman in a naval officer’s uniform stood in the centre of the room. She saluted him. He knew who she was. Her hair was tied up, black, pretty and bright keen eyes.
“Lieutenant Pearl Turner. Medical Officer Sir.”
“Yes, welcome aboard Lieutenant. Follow me,” He walked astern, she followed.
“You’re new to submarines I believe?”
“I’ve done around half of my intro course, Sir.”
“So not been to sea in one yet?”
“No Sir,”
“Well you’re in at the deep end then, we’ll sail on ops within the hour,”
“That’s OK Sir, I’ve been down to the bottom of the deep end at my local pool,” He turned and she grinned. He laughed.
“You’ll do fine with us.” He stopped at a bunk room entrance.
“Mr Salt. Get your hand off it and put your porn mag away. Come out and meet the real thing.” There was a grunting and presently a ginger haired man appeared.
“Sir?”
“Lieutenant Pearl Turner. Medical officer. This is CPO William Salt. He gets stick from us but he runs the bloody boat for us. Pearl, if you want to know anything just ask Salty. Mr Salt show the Lieutenant around and get her fit up with a bunk, Ascot’s old one I suppose.”
“Yes Sir,”
“I’ll be off now Lieutenant,” he turned and headed back to the control room.
“Right mam where’s your kit?”
“At the bottom of the sail. Don’t call me that, either Sir or Pearl,”
“Yes mam, sorry I mean Sir,” CPO Salt spoke with a strong West country accent from his native Bridgewater.
“Let’s get you fit up with a bunk first Sir and then we'll get you going from the rear.” She smirked and raised her eyebrows.
“So soon CPO Salt, you’re forward. Is that sort of thing allowed on board,” she gave him a cheeky grin.
“Sorry, Sir I meant…”
“I know what you meant Salty.”
* * *
LUKE LOOKED AROUND the control room, all looked well. The boat felt ready, it’d taken years but he’d now got a nose for this. When things weren’t right he could smell it. At least that’s what it felt like.
“Exec is the boat ready for sea?” asked Luke.
“Yes Sir,”
“Then order the cast-off and join me on the sail.” Luke stood on the sail watching the crew casting off the boat’s moorings. The light breeze fresh and the sun warm on his cheeks. The sky was cloudy but with large blue openings. There’s enough blue in the sky to make a sailor a pair of pants, his grandmother used to say. He picked up the boat’s comms microphone.
“Forward three.” He waited and looked astern. “Come starboard five degrees.” The XO joined him on the sail. Soon they passed to the west of the breakwater with its fort from Napoleonic times. Next was Rame head, with that cleared she was at sea. HMS Holy Ghost the most powerful submarine ever built was on patrol. Her task, to keep the world’s economic lifeblood flowing through the Straits of Hormuz. To do it she’d have to face two of the most silent and deadly demons of the deeps.

Chapter 2

CAPTAIN LUKE MACARTHUR and Commander Mark Davis stood on the sail, the sea breeze strong in the afternoon sunlight. The bow raised a large bulbous swell as it pushed its way through the water. Davis lowered his binoculars. “It looks quite clear out to the west.”
“Yes, but let’s keep on this track. We’ll dive her to the east of the Hand deeps and keep this course to the south-west. We’ll do our bit to make it seem like we’re heading for the Med.”
They both stood taking in the last fresh air they’d taste for some time. Finally, Luke said. “We’ll make a dash down south we have to get there ahead of the Kilos, we’ll kiss Senegal and South Africa. Then up north again.” Luke looked out at the bright sun flecked white horses breaking on the ice cool sea. “Mark, what do you think? Should we wait for them off Suez or further south?” Mark turned to him.
“There’s the noise off Suez, there’ll be a lot of traffic. But it’s the one place where you know they’ll have to pass. We could try a chip and run on them.”
“Don’t go all Rugby plays on me Mark, I like the game, but I don’t know it like you.” Luke smiled.
“It means that you get around the back of them, get them worrying about us.”
“I like that, maybe we’ll do it, put them on the back foot.
I know they’ll have to leave the canal, that’s where we’ll definitely know where they are, but I think they’ll go deep quick when they leave the canal. They’ll be glad of the opportunity and the boats are new to them. We can out dive them, their max depth is three hundred meters, with two forty being more realistic. We’ll only get a brief chance and if we don’t make it count they’ll know somebody’s after them. Then there is the bloody noise as you say.”
Luke remembered the chart of the Red Sea he’d studied.
“We can always lie in wait at the southern exit of the Red Sea, it’s a choke point and it’ll be a lot quieter. You know what it’s called Mark?”
“No, go on.”
“The Gate of Tears. Some call it the Gate of Grief.” Luke looked Mark in the eyes.
“The question is if we wait there, who’s tears? Who’s grief?”
Captain Luke MacArthur stood and looked out beyond the bow, the wall of water rode over the bow as the Ghost pushed through the sea. He looked out to the horizon and realised what a weight now sat on his shoulders. I’ve really got myself in one now haven’t I?
“You bloody fool MacArthur. Well, that’s it. It’s officially dropped and hit the fan. Time to get on with it.”
“Sir?”
“OK Mark, that’s about it, let’s get below.” In the control room Luke took up his place sat on his seat at the conn station.
“Flood forward one and two. Planesman, down angle ten degrees, make your depth seventy.”
“Aye aye, Sir down ten, seventy meters.” The deck inclined forwards slightly as the boat dived. The few seagulls who followed all vessels flew confused circles as the sail slid further down and finally disappeared below the waves. Her wake was visible for a short time and finally there was nothing, just a sunny breezy day in the English Channel.
“Depth seventy Sir,” the Planesman pulled back on the yoke to level the boat. The navigation officer Lt Commander Daniel Cartwright looked over to Luke. “Sir I’ve plotted a course to take us around The lizard and Dingle, current bearing to put us on track would be two thirty degrees.” His accent still bore the slight rural lilt of his Suffolk roots.
“Thanks, Mr Cartwright. Scrap it. We’re not going up north again. I want a new route across the Bay of Biscay and around the north-west tip of Spain, keep well clear of Brest and Ferrol, we don’t want the French and Spanish navies to know about us. We’re going around the Cape of Good Hope. It’s a fast dash, pick a good line, no standing offshore.” The navigation officer gave him a puzzled frown and turned to start work.
“Yes, Sir.” After a short time, Cartwright turned, “Two two five Sir.”
“Thank you. Planesman, bring her to two two five, speed six knots.”
“Aye aye Sir, two two five at six.”
“Exec, Take her through the Angles and dangles drill.”
“Sir.”
Angles and Dangles is a series of random sharp turns, figure eights, and random depth changes. It’s intended to eliminate any unintended self-noise which could occur during extreme manoeuvres. It’s carried out at the start of a patrol, in order to determine if loose items aboard the submarine are properly rigged for sea. Loose items can fall or shift position during the sudden manoeuvres of undersea combat, making noises that could be detected by an enemy submarine. After a series of deck tilting extreme manoeuvres, the XO reported.
“Angles and Dangles clear Sir.”
“Thank you, Mr Davis. Planesman, proceed on two two five. Speed twenty six knots.”
“Two two five at twenty six aye Sir.”
The Ghost slid quietly through the dark waters of the western approaches, unseen, unheard.
THE MID ATLANTIC.
FIVE HUNDRED KILOMETRES south of The Ivory Coast. Depth one hundred meters.
SAVITA SLEPT SOUNDLY in her warm cosy bunk, her breathing soft and peaceful. Sleep glorious sleep, she had hours of it to go. The curtain was rudely ripped aside, two ratings roughly pushed her in the chest.
“Are you, Savita Kapoor?”
“What’s this? Yes.”
“Then you are accused of the following.
Disregard for the traditions of the sea.
Of only posing as a sailor, and actually being a Pollywog.
Of not paying proper homage to King Neptune the true God of all the seas.” She knew what this was. She’d not crossed the equator before and it was an old naval tradition that you undergo the crossing of the line ceremony, and appear before King Neptune himself. You’d be judged and inevitably found guilty. One of the ratings read from a sheet he held up. “I Davy Jones subpoena you to appear before the King and his court of Shellbacks. Get up.” She reached for her blue naval coverall. “That won’t be necessary Pollywog, bra and knickers only.” She groaned, retrieved her bra and put it on then climbed out of her bunk. She was led to the mess where Leading seaman Hyder was also under restraint and stood in his boxer shorts. Davy Jones pointed to two plates on a table. “The Pollywogs will sit and eat their breakfast.” They sat and picked up the knives and forks. Savita looked at the mess, she’d no idea what it was and knew only that it looked disgusting. She tasted it, and it was every bit as foul as it looked. It seemed to be cold porridge mixed with various sauces and curry powder. She took a few spoonfuls then pushed it away. “You will eat your food and be grateful for it.” Hyder was struggling too, he was holding back spasmodically from being sick. This didn’t help Savita at all. She struggled and could only just resist doing it herself. After a few minutes, Davy Jones said, “That’s enough, the Pollywogs will now stand in judgement before the King. They were taken forward to the torpedo room. It had been transformed into a courthouse. A Petty officer was dressed as King Neptune. Two leading seamen sat at his side, one dressed as a woman and one who was particularly fat was bare chested. There were more than a dozen grinning onlookers perched wherever they could.
“Who stands before me awaiting judgement?” She was pushed in the back “Savita Kapoor.”
“Paul Hyder.”
“This is my wife,” said the King and pointed to the man dressed as a woman, “and this is the Royal baby.” He indicated the fat bare chested man.
“You have been read the charges?” She knew there was no escaping.
“I have.”
“I have.”
“Then how do you plead?”
“Not guilty.”
“Not guilty.”
“You may plead your case.” He pointed to Hyder. He made up a weak case, pointing out his young age.
“You.” He pointed at Savita.
“I’ve never needed to cross the line before, can’t I be excused your majesty?”
“No. I pronounce you both guilty, my Shellbacks will administer the punishment. But first kneel, then you may kiss the baby’s belly.” The two of them took it in turns to kneel and kiss the man’s stomach.
A large tray had been purloined from the engine room and filled with oil, something resembling the muck they’d had for breakfast and dirty washing up water. First, Leading seaman Hyder was taken by the hands and feet, then dipped and rolled in the mess until he was filthy with it. Then it was her turn. She was rolled in it until most of her was covered.
“Boobs too,” said a rating, a plastic cup was used to pour it over her chest.
“You will visit the whole of the boat, so the rest of my Shellbacks may greet you,” said the King. Savita crawled on her hands and knees towards the aft of the boat followed by Hyder. The companionways were lined with men and a few women including the new Medical officer Pearl Turner. They poured all manner of filth on the pair, oil, both black and cooking, dirty water mixed with last night’s food remains. There were jeers and insults aplenty. Most laughed at them. Savita started to grin, she’d got into the spirit of the event. Finally, it was over. Hyder led the way to the shower.
“After you, Sir.”
“No, you go first. I can stand a few more minutes.” She stood outside the shower and waited. She stood there in her underwear and caught out a few of them looking her up and down, they tried to be discrete. She could see how bizarre it was, here she was in her underwear, in a submarine with men passing by. She knew she had a good body, Savita couldn’t blame them for looking.
“Oh God,” she thought. It’s Luke, and I’m a mess, she could feel herself starting to colour up. He walked up to her grinning, she thought he looked gorgeous with his eyes and cheeky smile. “Hi, well it’s over now. You’re a Shellback too Savita. He’d used her first name, she’d never heard him call her that. He noticed her surprise. “I can call you by your real name”, he looked down at her body, “you’re not exactly in uniform are you?” Did he linger longer than he should? She wondered.
“I feel filthy Sir.” He looked, smiled and raised an eyebrow.
“Do you now?” Was he flirting? “You were a good sport. They’ll like that.” The shower door opened and Hyder stepped out. “Hello, Sir.”
“Hi.” He turned aft and walked back to his bunkroom. Luke made way for a couple of passing seamen and now stood closer to her. He didn’t move back when they’d gone by. “What was the worst of it Savita?” She caught her breath. Did he know what he did to her, standing this close? “The tray in the torpedo room.” They talked for more than a minute, she found herself raising her arms to toss up her hair. Then stopped herself. You flirt Savita. She found her embarrassment had faded, in spite of herself, she quite enjoyed being here half-naked, talking with him. She saw him flick a couple of glances down at her body. He certainly didn’t seem in any rush to leave. She knew she’d have to go in there soon. “Well Sir, I’ll need to go in,” she said tilting her head towards the shower, “I need a good scrubbing down.” He gave her that drop dead sexy smile.
“You do Savita. But space is limited in there.”
Savita gave him her best sultry smile and what she hoped was a dirty laugh. She stepped inside, turned the water on, stripped off and let the warm jets play over her. She grinned. He had been flirting. There I was in my underwear showing myself off, inches away from him. “You hussy Savita.” Did she really have a chance? Was he interested? She knew it couldn’t really happen, there’s no privacy in a submarine. It would be all around the boat in hours.
* * *
THE GHOST RACED ON south towards Cape Town. They’d slowed up briefly and floated a satellite communications buoy. The Kilos had left Yagelnaya Bay several hours earlier. After his watch, Luke bedded down for a sleep in his cabin. He lay there and ran his mind back to when he was talking with Savita outside the shower. That body of hers and her looks. Wow, she was a stunner. She seemed to have an interest in him, but he could be wrong. He was the Captain, she might just be doing what she thought she had to do.
“Be careful MacArthur, you could make a fool of yourself.” Or it could be worse than that. She was a junior officer under his command, he could be accused of harassment. Luke knew he was on thin ice and realised for the first time how very lonely command could be. In the darkness, he put his hands up over his face. “Oh Savita, I wish you were here.”
* * *
HMS HOLY GHOST WAS one hundred kilometres off the coast of Somalia. Luke looked around his control room and all were at their stations, screens glowed green. Sonar had his scope painting a scan of the area, Luke looked over his shoulder at the scope. They’d done a fast dash around the cape and were nearing their destination. Luke looked to Mark Davis his Exec and nodded. Davis loaded a tape into the console by his side and pressed the start button.
On sonar was Ratty. Ratty was Petty officer Peter Southworth’s nickname, it was said that Southworth had ears like a shit house rat. Luke knew that the expression normally applied to the eyes. But the crew had picked it, so who was he to differ? He announced loudly.
“Conn sonar. Contact bearing nine five degrees, range nine kilometres, depth one thirty, refining.” Officers and ratings in the control room looked to Ratty expectantly, brows furrowed. All fell deathly silent.
“Initial analysis,” said Ratty, “is suspected Oscar class boat.”
That wasn’t good. Oscar class was a large Soviet SSN.
“As soon as you can, Ratty.” Luke picked up the handheld microphone and pressed the red button next to his conn station twice. Whoop, Whoop. “Action stations, action stations. Submarine warning red.” Whoop, Whoop. “Action stations, action stations. Submarine warning red.” All around the boat, men and women dashed to their action stations, donning white anti-flash hoods. Hatches were all quickly closed and sealed.
“Weps, warshot status?”
“Tubes one and two, Spearfish. Three and four, Harpoon. Five and six are clear Sir.” Savita replied.
“Come to nine five degrees.”
“Nine five aye Sir.” The boat leant over to the right, the crew held onto whatever they could to stay upright.
“Flood tubes one and two.”
“Sir, Sonar, contact screw count and audio profile match Oscar class,” Ratty felt a flush of fear course through him mixed with adrenalin, “Warsaw pact library indicates that it’s the Murmansk. She’s flooding one tube. Opening outer doors.”
“Mark contact as Tango one. Weps open outer doors.”
“Outer doors open, tube one and two.” said Savita, “I have a firing solution on Tango one.”
“Range to target? Ratty.”
“Eight kilometres.”
“Warshot red, tube one launch, stand by.” Savita looked at him briefly with a wide-eyed look of surprise. Then looked back at her screen.
“Range Ratty?”
“Seven point six kilometres Sir.”
“Warshot red. Warshot red. Launch tube one, launch tube one.” Savita closed her eyes for a second and pressed the launch button.
“Fish is running and hungry,” she said in disbelief. “Fish has acquired the target, time to impact, four minutes three seconds.” She’d actually fired on the enemy.
“Conn sonar, Tango one has a fish in the water. Confirmed, fish is type fifty three.” Impact in three minutes forty seconds.” Savita and Cartwright looked nervously around. Ratty Southworth crossed himself.

Chapter 3

LUKE TURNED TO HIS Exec and nodded. He switched off the tape. Ratty and Savita looked at their now normal screens in surprise. Luke picked up the microphone.
“End of the drill. This has been a drill. Stand down, boats company stand down. Well done everyone, if this had been real, you’d have done the Ghost proud.”
“Come to depth forty, deploy a communications buoy. Let’s get the news from Northwood.”
Several minutes later the communications officer Daniel Cartwright handed him a printout.
Home FLT Holy Ghost. ID 8337fj5c3
RN FLT Command Northwood. Commander Task force 311. ID 795y6d43
14.07 Zulu. MSG START:
Kilo class boats Nahang and Siyah Bambak, on surface, Mediterranean, North of Port Said. Fifteen kilometres from Suez entrance. Heading south. Good hunting.
MSG END:
“They’re about to enter the canal Mark. It’ll be a slow transit, depending on the shipping traffic. But they’ll probably be through tonight some time or more likely early tomorrow. We’ll not make it to the exit from the canal in time to meet them. But I didn’t favour that option anyway. We’ll wait for them here.” He pointed to the chart and the straits at the southern end of the Red Sea. “The Gate of Grief.” What a bloody name thought Luke.
“Planesman, come to four zero degrees, speed twelve knots.”
“Down angle fifteen, make your depth one twenty.” The deck tilted forward and all in the control room leant backwards to maintain their balance. The Ghost slid deeper into the blackness of the Indian Ocean, to her rendezvous with dark fate.
BANDAR-E ABBAS. IRAN.
“HERE ARE YOUR ORDERS Captain,” Admiral Sayyari handed over the papers, “do us proud.”
“Yes Sir,” Captain Hijazi saluted, turned and left the office. He walked to the front entrance, down the steps and into the bright sunlight. A warm breeze rustled through the trees and the Persian Gulf shimmered. He walked down the road off to the quay, a few sailors saluted as he passed by. At the quayside, he turned left and walked by a Corvette, sailors carried stores up the ramp. He reached the stern of his ship the Frigate Arvand, the gold curved crest on the blue naval jack flew from her stern. Captain Hijazi walked past her stern mounted three-barrel Limbo ASW mortar and twin three-hundred and twenty four millimetre torpedo tubes, he headed amidships to the ramp. As he walked up the ramp two sailors came to attention and piped him aboard.
“Tell Mister Paria I’d like to see him on the bridge.”
“Sir.”
He took his place on the bridge and soon his second officer joined him.
“Is all well with the ship Commander Paria?”
“Yes Sir, all stores are now loaded.”
“I take it the Sahand is at sea?”
“Yes Sir, she’s off Hormuz Island waiting.”
“Very well, I have our orders. Cast off Commander, let’s join her.” He gave his second officer a smirk, “we’ve a job to do.”
Arvand slipped her birth and set out to sea, she headed for the channel between Qeshm and Hormuz Islands.
“Commander, make to Sahand. We have our orders and an important task to carry out. Take up line astern and follow. Captain out.”
He looked out at the shimmering sea and wondered. It must go well out there, his navy depended on it.
THE GATE OF GRIEF.
“WE’RE STEADY AT PERISCOPE depth Sir.”
“Thank you,” Luke replied. He raised the periscope, it rose above the waves, he did a turn through three hundred and sixty degrees. Dusk was falling in the southern Red Sea. He took in the view around the horizon. To the northeast, sandy red in the sunset was the island of Perim, peppered by the lights of Yemeni settlements and facilities. To the west was a single light from the Djibouti village and Mosque of Moulhoule. There was a ship approaching from the north, Luke zoomed in and it was clearly a cargo ship showing its running lights. The screen displayed a target range of nine point three kilometres. He lowered the scope.
“Anything from Northwood Exec?”
“Yes. They left the canal at 16.10 yesterday and submerged.” Luke calculated the estimated speed and checked the chart to get the distance.
“Then I’d say they should be here in a few hours.”
“Sir, do you want tubes five and six loaded with Spearfish?” asked Savita.
“Yes, do that, it’ll give us four fish to feed them. That should be enough for the greedy bastards.”
“Mr Cartwright, plot our position.” He walked over to the navigation officer’s screen.
“Here Sir, we’re five point one kilometres south-west of Perim island.”
“Give me the channel width, Mr Cartwright.”
“This channel is twenty five kilometres wide, max depth three hundred and ten meters. To the east of the island, the channel is three kilometres wide, max depth thirty meters.
“Very good. Planesman, come to two four five degrees, speed seven knots.” The boat heeled over slightly to the left as it turned to the south-west.
“Flood forward one and two, down angle fifteen, make your depth one eighty.” The deck tilted forward and all in the control room leant backwards to maintain their balance. The Ghost slid deeper into the black straits.
“Sonar, keep a check on the layering as we get towards our depth.”
“Aye Sir.”
In the deep sea, warm layers of water lie above colder layers. Sonar is refracted from the various temperature layers present in the ocean, allowing submarines to hide in the deeper cold layers.
From its fifteen degree dive, the boat’s deck levelled out.
“One eighty Sir, zero bubble.” called out the planesman.
“What’s the sonar story Ratty?” asked Luke.
“Way aye Sir,” he said in his Geordie vernacular, “we had a cold slice at one six three.”
“Come to three thirty Planesman. Stream the Lure fish Ratty.” The Lure streamed by reel far out into the submarine’s wake and trailed behind, communicating by cable. It was a listener, a detector of submarines and a deceiver of any weapons tracking the boat. Lures were at the cutting edge of NATO and Soviet technology. They can calculate the distance and the direction of a sound source, and identify the type of ship or submarine by the unique, acoustic signature of noises from its machinery. This is most effective when the cable is in a straight line. So rapid course changes degrade its effectiveness. The Ghost streamed out her towed array sonar equipped Lure, hundreds of meters behind the boat. Where it could listen in the dark silence for any sign of a vessel, both surfaced and submerged.
“I want ten minutes with the tail above the layer, then turn for the return leg and ten minutes with the tail below. Keep that up, one leg with tail up, the return with tail down. Make rectangular passes four runs to the north-northwest, then four to the south-southeast. If a Whale farts off Jeddah I want to know.”
“Lure fish streamed Sir.”
A good towed sonar array can detect propeller noises and other acoustic anomalies from distances of up to hundreds of kilometres. These are then passed by fibre optic cable for processing by a powerful computer in the submarine.
Luke picked up the microphone and addressed the boat’s company. “We are now under silent running, I repeat silent running.” The boat sailed north-west listening. Ratty Southworth turned to his Captain.
“Sir, permission to transfer the Vyborg and the Vologada to the Iranian library?”
“Yes Ratty, the Vyborg is now the Nahang and the Vologada is the Siyah Bambak. That’s Crocodile and Black Shark to you.”
“I expect they’ll be in line astern, probably. You never know though, they won’t be expecting any trouble down here. However, they may go wide. You know their sounds, we’ve tracked them before.”
“They’re tricky sods, Sir. But we might get lucky, they won’t be on silent running
I’ll bring up the libraries. They’re quiet the Kilos, but we can hear them.”
“One thing to watch for is every twenty three or so miles, they’ll have to surface or put the snorkel up. I doubt they’ll be on the surface for hours even though it’s dark, they’ll be too slow there. At the end of the Ghost’s first run, it was a slow wide turn to starboard and then the run west-northwest. Luke headed aft down the companionway. He entered CPO Salt’s cabin.
“Hi Salty, how’s Lieutenant Pearl Turner settling in?”
“Fine Sir, I showed her around the boat, she’s in her working area getting it sorted out to her liking. She’s got a bunk now, it’s Ascot’s old one.”
“Keep an eye on her, she’s only partially completed her sub conversion course.”
“I will Sir.” Salt started to take out a tablet from his personal drawer.
Sir I know she’s a Medical officer, but what’s a prophylactic?”
“Why?”
“LS Jewel had just got out of his bunk, you know how he looks first thing? She said, “Are you OK sailor?” He grunted. She said the bags under your eyes look like two used prophylactics.”
Luke laughed. “Well, Sir?”
“You’ll have to find out Salty,” said Luke grinning. Luke continued his tour of the boat, Next would be the back aft lot, the Engineers. A while later he walked into the control room.
“Any sign of them?”
“Not really Sir. I had a possible a while ago but it was a false shadow.”
“Control room to red lighting,” ordered Luke. Dull red lighting bathed the room, it was possible to see but it was now semi dark. This is to preserve the Captain’s night vision in case he needed to use the periscope.
Luke started to make an entry in his log via his laptop. Fifteen minutes later Southworth looked up.
“Sir. I might have something. Refining. Refining.” Luke watched him, he noticed Mark Davis the Exec was looking too. Would this be it? thought Luke, it was a hunch he knew, but there had to be a strong chance.
“I’ve lost the surface contact. No sub surface contacts Sir.” Ratty frowned at his scope and continued his scan, adjusting the gain and frequency trawl. It went on for more than an hour.
“Conn Sonar, possible contact. Thirty nine degrees, fifty eight kilometres. Refining, refining.” Luke took a look at Mark his Exec.” He noticed the tension on his face. Mark forced a smile and held up crossed fingers.
“Lost him, Sir. Sorry but they're like bloody shadows on a foggy night.”
“You’ll do it Ratty, keep on em.”
“Exec.” The Exec walked over to Luke’s position at the conn.
“Mark, I’ve been looking at the survey of the sea conditions here, and there’s an outflow from the Red Sea in the upper layers. It’s countered by an inflow in the lower layers. What chance do you think there is that they’ll come through the smaller eastern channel?”
“I doubt it, Sir, it’s only thirty meters deep, they could still just about stay submerged in that, but only just.”
“Yes, they could come through on the surface but there’s a good Moon tonight so I doubt they’ll risk being seen.” Luke lowered his voice. “What I’m thinking is that we get into the narrow channel, sit on the bottom so we don’t need to make a noise fighting the outflow. I think they’ll come through fairly deep so they’ll have to put on more revs to fight the inflow pushing them back in, that’ll make them noisier. When they're behind Perim Island we leave to the north, come around the island and get into their baffles.” Mark smiled.
“Sounds like a plan, you devious bugger.”
“We’ll have to catch them quickly though, they’ll soon be in the Gulf of Aden and then they could go anywhere. Plenty of sea room there.” The Exec nodded.
The baffles are an area directly behind the submarine, where sonar is much less effective. It can interfere with the detection of any pursuing submarine. In the cold war, an abrupt about turn and charge to clear its baffles by a Soviet submarine was called a “Crazy Ivan.” The use of towed array sonar has reduced the effectiveness of a baffle hidden approach.
Long minutes dragged on. Ratty played with his set, a frown on his face.
“Possible contact Sir. I think a boat’s broke surface. Thirty three degrees, range thirty six kilometres.” Luke waited, come on Ratty, come on.
“Lost him.” Damn. An hour dragged on by, like a snail at a funeral.
“I have them, Sir. Definite contact, it sounds like a boat’s broke surface heading our way range twenty five kilometres, bearing thirty four degrees. I’m optimising the search for that range.” The scan took long minutes. “Possible second contact Sir, depth one four five, speed approx. sixteen knots.” Luke punched the air.
“Designate surface contact Tango one.”
“Too early to be sure on the second contact Sir. A screw count isn’t possible yet.”
“Keep up the grid search Exec, maintain speed.” Time passed by, the clock seemed to have ground down almost to a stop.
“Sir, I’ve got faint but good classifications on the contacts now. They’re bearing thirty six degrees, range twenty two kilometres, depth eight zero meters. Screw count and vibration profiles identify the lead contact as the Nahang and the second contact is the Siyah Bambak. The Iranian navy library shows both ratings are above eighty five percent probable.”
“Good work Ratty, you’ve snared yourself two black holes. Weps, designate contacts as Tango’s one, and two.”
“None of them are showing any sign of having detected us, Sir.”
“Good, watch out for any signs of coasting.”
“Way aye, Sir.”
Sometimes a boat will turn off its drive and coast, listening for any other vessels in the area.
“Weps.”
“Yes Sir,” said Lt Commander Savita Kapoor. She looked up at him. He couldn’t help but smirk at her deep beautiful black brown eyes, framed in the white anti-flash hood.
“In your professional opinion Weapons officer, what would you think appropriate?” It was obvious he knew, but it was the usual boat’s banter. Luke couldn’t see her mouth, but her eyes smiled, for him it was as though the sun had come out.
“Captain, I think they’d like to get closely acquainted with a Spearfish.”
“Then load em up.”
She activated her headset and spoke to the torpedo room. “Check Spearfish tubes status.” A few minutes went by.
Savita turned to Luke “Sir, tubes one, two, five and six are loaded and ready in all respects. The fish are greedy today.”
“Sonar Sir, we have a coast,” said Ratty.
“All stop, disengage drive,” snapped Luke. Holy Ghost coasted silently through the dark depths. After several minutes, Southworth spoke up.
“They’ve re-engaged their drive. They’ve bunched up a little, Nahang’s putting on a few more knots to compensate. It looks like they’re trying to maintain a separation of one kilometre.”
“Planesman come to eighty degrees, blow one and two, up angle fifteen.”
“Exec, let’s get into the narrow channel. They’re going right down the middle of the main channel. Rewind the tail. The towed array sonar retracted back into the boat. HMS Holy Ghost rose almost to the surface and made her way east towards the Yemeni coast. After fifteen minutes, Luke thought the time was right. He raised the periscope and did a full three sixty and then returned to look at the east and north. His fingers found the night vision control, the scope returned a green glowing view of the coastline and to the north a low Island coastline.
“Planesman come to fifteen degrees, twelve knots.”
“Fifteen at twelve aye Sir.”
Sir.” The Ghost moved into the channel. When the time was right and she was approaching the north end of the channel, he lowered the scope.
“Flood forward one, come to zero knots. make your depth four zero”
“Zero aye Sir.” The Ghost sank slowly in the dark shallow channel, the current flow out from the Red Sea through the narrow channel slowed her quickly. With a muffled but firm crump, she soon came to rest on the seabed. The Ghost waited for its prey like a patient but deadly Eel.
“Can you hear them Ratty?”
“Yes Sir, not as good as before, but good enough.” Luke waited, come on boys, come to Mother. As the minutes ticked by Luke took what felt like his three hundredth look at the clock.
“Conn sonar, Siyah Bambak’s disappeared.” Luke’s jaw dropped.
“Disappeared?”

Chapter 4

“THE SIYAH BAMBAK’S just disappeared?” asked Luke.
“Yes Sir, Nahang’s bearing two nine two, eighteen knots. But Siyah Bambak’s gone.” He looked to his executive officer. Commander Mark Davis shrugged.
“Hard to say, Sir. They must have come to a stop, whether it’s a tactical move or a mechanical problem,” he shrugged again and raised his palms, “who knows?” This was a problem. A bloody great mother of a problem.
“Bastard,” Luke cursed.
The Nahang was moving into the area where she could best be tracked and followed. He could do that but then the Siyah Bambak’s behind and potentially in his baffles. He shook his head in frustration, he could leave the channel go out and follow Nahang but risk having a Kilo chasing him. On the other hand, if he waited for the Siyah Bambak them the Nahang may get out into the Gulf of Aden where it’d be very hard to find. What to do? That little mischievous Imp called fate was always out there throwing you a wobbler. Like facing a spin bowler in Cricket, you never knew what to expect. Come on MacArthur, think. Luke bowed his head deep in thought. Finally, he reluctantly came to a decision.
“Blow two and four slowly. Come to twenty five meters.” The Ghost rose slowly from the channel seabed.
“Forward six knots.” Luke waited until they were clear of the channel.
“Come to two six zero, speed fifteen knots. Flood one and two, ten degrees down angle, make your depth one hundred.”
“Two six zero, one hundred down aye Sir.” The deck angled down, the crew leaned back to compensate. HMS Holy Ghost was on the hunt and sensing the kill.
“Depth one hundred Sir, zero bubble.” The boat levelled out.
“Stream the Lure fish.” The Lure trailed out behind the boat and listened with its sonar array. Signals flowed back to the boat’s sophisticated computer where Fourier transformation analysis categorised the machinery noises. The high frequency, focused beam, multi-element imaging-search sonar fed the computer. It employed fifth order spatial processing techniques for location data. What all this meant is that Holy Ghost had a serious amount of data about what was going on around her. But it wasn’t infallible.
“Ratty?” asked Luke.
“Faint returns from Nahang Sir, two twenty three degrees, depth one twenty, speed eighteen knots. No sign of Siyah Bambak.”
“Call out when we’re in his baffles.”
“Sir.” He knew it was a risk moving out to follow the Nahang, the second Kilo was out there somewhere. However, when it would emerge from the gloomy depths and follow its fellow submarine was a guess. It had probably developed a mechanical problem, after all they’d been together since they left the Barents Sea. He couldn’t risk losing the Nahang in the Gulf of Aden. You had to play the cards you’re dealt, and he’d been dealt the Nahang. Luke didn’t like it, not one bit, but it was a risk he had to take. After several minutes slipping silently through the depths, Ratty called out.
“In his baffles Sir, Tango one is vectored on one six five, range nine kilometres.”
“Planesman, come to one six five degrees, speed twenty knots.” In the control room the crew leaned to the right as the boat tilted and turned to port. Luke knew it would be best to close the range to reduce the torpedo running time. HMS Holy Ghost slowly closed in on her prey. Her approach, masked by the noise from her opponent’s propeller.
“Call her out Ratty.” The control room became ever more silent, and everyone tensed up. It was a cold heavy silence. Intent on their screens, furrowed brows, licking of lips, eyes stared intently. Luke could sense and smell the air of intense concentration.
“It’s OK people, just think of it as an exercise.” He looked around the room, his words didn’t seem to help much.
“Range six kilometres, Sir.” The minutes counted down.
“Conn Sonar, we have a coast.”
“All stop, disengage drive,” snapped Luke. Holy Ghost slid silently through the darkness. The minutes dragged on. Had they been detected? He knew the MGK-440EM sonar that the Kilo carried made it a formidable foe. In underwater warfare knowledge is power, you could carry all manner of deadly weapons. However, if you didn’t know where your enemy was, you may as well carry sacks of flour.
“They’ve re-engaged their drive, Sir,” said Ratty.
“Possible aspect change, Tango one seems to be turning to starboard.” He knew they could have sensed something and were changing aspect on the passive sonar to better localise its direction. It could also be a standard precaution.
“Hold your course Planesman.”
“He’s re-engaged the drive. Returning to one six five degrees.”
“Make your speed twenty knots.” The Ghost moved off towards her target.
“Conn Sonar, range three kilometres.”
“Speed eighteen knots.” The Ghost was keeping off by three kilometres.
“Weps, flood tube one, set stealth mode on Spearfish tube one. Open outer doors.” Savita’s hand ran over her console.
“Outer doors open aye Sir. Tube one ready in all respects, the fish is hungry.”
“Weps, launch when ready and go deep for a belly shot.” Savita raised her eyebrows. The fish could be programed to strike from the left, right, top, bottom, forward or aft.
“Sir.” Her hands ran over the control board. There was a pause, then she announced the action phase.
“Warshot red, warshot red,” called out Savita, “launch tube one, the fish is running.” Her pulse was racing, she heard the rushing sound as the water flooded the now empty tube. It was the first time she’d launched a torpedo in action. The control wire trailed out behind the torpedo, Savita waited ten seconds then took hold of the Spearfish control stick, she angled it down diving the torpedo. She levelled the torpedo out at two hundred meters. Running at eighty knots it would take just over one minute thirty seconds to intercept the target.
“Fish running true, she’s greedy, fifty five seconds to run,” said Savita.
“Conn Sonar. Aspect change, Tango one diving and running to starboard, Sir. She’s on max revs.” He’d expected something like that, diving is a common evasion technique. He’d called for a belly shot, ie a strike from below as Nahang would be likely to narrow the distance herself. She’d impale herself on the Spearfish, her own angel of death.
“Conn Sonar, contact, contact astern. Submarine warning red. Submarine warning red. Tango two, range nine kilometres, bearing one four zero, depth ninety, max revs. She’s vectored straight for us.” Bastard, thought Luke. Why must it always happen? The shit hits the fan just when it couldn’t be worse. What a time for the second Kilo to reappear, just when we have a fish in the water.
“Active pulse from Tango two,” seconds passed by, “active pulse. Tango two.”
“Sir, I have a firing solution on Tango two,” said Savita.
“Weps, flood tube two, set stealth mode on Spearfish tube two. Open outer doors.”
“Outer doors open aye Sir. Tube two is ready in all respects, the fish is hungry.”
“Conn Sonar. Fish in the water, fish in the water, Soviet type sixty five.”
“Time to impact?”
“Five minutes forty four seconds.”
“Mark that time and call it.” Luke knew he had to appear confident, even though he knew they could be five minutes away from a crushing watery death.
“Weps, give me a sitrep on the Spearfish.”
“Thirty seconds to impact.”
“Ratty?”
“Tango one turning about to face us. Not diving she’s now rising.”
“Captain,” said Savita, “she’s going for a classic alpha three release manoeuvre. She’s going to launch a fish.” Luke knew all too well what was going on. Two fish running in for them, it didn’t get any worse than that.
“Conn Sonar, Tango one has deployed countermeasures. Noisemakers would be released, spinning and hissing behind the submarine in an effort to tempt the torpedo away from its real target.
“Weapons Sir, time to impact fifteen seconds.” Come on, come on, Luke willed the Spearfish on.
“Conn Sonar, Tango two’s fish is four minutes and thirty five seconds away and closing. It’s now above us, it looks like they’re going for a high and dive shot.” The torpedo would come down on them from above, it eliminated any chance of its guidance sonar being distracted by any surface targets.
“Conn Sonar. Two hundred metres to run. Our fish is pinging. The boat’s turning to port and diving. Still pinging. Yes, it’s ignored the countermeasures, fish going in. One hundred metres. Pinging, pinging. Hot datum! Hot datum!” A pause followed, Hot datum was submarine parlance for a direct hit. “Impact amidships, no screw count from her, I heard the hull tearing open, she’s sinking.” Luke hung his head in sorrow for the men lost. They were his fellow submariners and deserved respect. However, he had a job to do and a fish with their name on it was running in.
“Remove Tango one from the threat board. Ratty give me a sitrep on the Soviet fish.”
“The fish is three minutes fifty five away, running in fifty knots and high.” Luke knew he had to take a gamble.
“Come to one four zero degrees. Speed fifteen knots.” The Ghost turned to face the oncoming torpedo.
“Call the range Ratty.”
“Fish, six point five kilometres. Impact in three minutes fifty seconds.” Luke exchanged glances with the Exec. Commander Davis had a calm expression but his eyes told a different story.
“Fish, five point two kilometres. Impact in two minutes forty seconds.” Ratty calmly called out the numbers. The room was silent but crew members looked around furtively.
“Weps, ready two countermeasures, port and starboard. Set mode synchronise.” Type 2071 countermeasures or noisemakers, would be launched either side of the boat from the two SSE launchers. “Fish, three point three kilometres. Impact in one minute fifty seconds.” Ratty’s tone of voice rose, you could feel the tension now.
“Fish, two point one kilometres. Impact in one minute.” Wait, wait thought Luke.
“Fish one point three kilometres. Impact forty five seconds.” Ratty’s voice had a quiver now. Luke counted down.
“Release countermeasures. Flood one and two. Planesman, emergency dive. Maximum revs.
Weps, dance the Lure.”
In this mode, the streaming Lure attempts to confuse the torpedo's passive sonar by emitting simulated submarine noise, such as propeller and engine noise, which is more attractive than the boat to the torpedo's sensors.
“The Lure’s dancing Sir.”
The boat’s deck tilted down at an alarming angle and people hung on to whatever they could. The two noisemakers emitted sounds like a submarine running at full speed and blew out clouds of bubbles to confuse the torpedo’s sonar. Holy Ghost’s prop spun fast and the vibration throbbed throughout the boat.
“Impact, twenty seconds. Fifteen seconds. It’s going to port, the fish is going for a noisemaker.” A tremendous booming rumble sounded and the boat shook violently, then lurched to starboard. The rumble subsided, the control room crew looked around at each other. They were still here. Luke picked up the communications handset.
“Damage control report.”
“We’re inspecting now Sir.”
“Blow one and two. Make your depth one twenty, speed fifteen knots.”
“One twenty at fifteen aye Sir.”
“Ratty, is the Lure still functional?” There was a pause.
“Yes Sir, the diagnostic checks out.”
“Then get looking for the Siyah Bambak. She’s out there ahead of us. I want Tango two on the bottom of the Red Sea now.” The Black Shark was now the hunted one, a Ghost was coming for her.

Chapter 5

“WEPS, GET TUBE ONE loaded with a Spearfish.”
“Aye Sir.” It was down to Ratty now, where is Tango two? Ratty adjusted his scope, patterns formed on the screen as he tried different frequencies.
“Conn Sonar, I request a coast.”
“Disengage drive.” The boat fell silent and slid through the dark deeps, listening. Finally, Ratty looked up and turned to Luke, a frown on his face framed by the white anti-flash hood.
“She’s not there Sir. There’s nothing, Tango two’s gone.”
“She could be coasting Sir,” said the Exec, “we could always try an active ping.” Luke pursed his lips. “That’s a double-edged sword. We’ll broadcast our position and he’d probably try to stuff a type sixty five down our throat,” Luke shook his head, “that’s a quiet bastard out there. The bloody black hole. I’ll bet he’s going south, slowly, quietly. Get out of the way and into the Gulf of Aden. He’ll be a bastard to catch there.”
“Weapons,” said Savita. “Two new countermeasures loaded. Tube one ready in all respects, the fish is hungry.”
The boat’s intercom sounded. “Damage control Sir, the hull’s sound, minor damage to two water feed pipes. Back aft monkeys… sorry Sir, engineers are working on it.”
“Exec. I’m going to bet he’s south bound, we’ll do a zig zag search at six knots west-southwest on the first leg returning east-south east, keeping the Lure streamed out. We’ll make our way southwards, we have to find that bugger.” The Lure’s array sonar was more effective when streamed straight outwards and less effective in a turn.
“Planesman come to two four zero, speed six knots.”
“Two four zero at six aye Sir.”
The Ghost started her trawl south-west, then south-east searching, listening for the stealthy Kilo. After forty minutes of searching. Savita turned to her Captain. "Sir. I’d like to check the countermeasures. If that’s OK?”
“Yes fine, they’re the new model four type aren’t they?”
“Yes, It’ll be the first time we’ve used them,” her eyes smiled, “if we have to that is.”
“I’ll take a look with you, Exec you have the conn.” Mark Davis gave Luke what might have been a faint smirk.
“I have the conn, Sir.”
Luke followed Savita back aft down the companionway, they both removed their white anti-flash hoods. He did his best trying to keep his eyes straight ahead and away from her swaying rear. They reached the port launch tube, she opened it and pulled out the cylindrical canister, resting it on its loading frame. She opened up a cover and checked the settings on the panel.
“What are you checking for?”
“I’m checking the activation sequence, these are more flexible than……” Luke didn’t listen too closely, she knew her job. He spent more time looking at her gorgeous deep black brown eyes and the soft curve of her lips. God, she’s a stunner. He knew he shouldn’t be doing this, but he wasn’t needed in the control room and he just had to.
“… and it all looks fine Sir.” Savita looked up at him and paused, for perhaps a little longer than she should. She smirked, it turned slowly into a coy smile, then a beaming knockout smile. Luke had to do the same. She moved perceptibly closer, then caution got the better of her and she pulled back and slid the countermeasure back into its launcher. She moved over to the starboard launcher, casting a searching, concerned glance back over her shoulder. He didn’t want to leave but he knew he had to.
“I’d better get back to control Lieutenant Commander.”
“Yes Sir, I won’t be long.” He turned and made his way forward. You’re on thin ice there, he told himself, be bloody careful you idiot.
Savita removed the tube and pulled out the countermeasure. I went too far, she thought, I went too damn far. He is the Captain, she reminded herself for perhaps the two hundredth time on the patrol. She shook her head. You stupid, stupid girl.
* * *
BACK IN THE CONTROL room Luke checked their position on the chart. Bloody hell, twenty kilometres west-southwest of Perim Island, virtually in the Gulf of Aden, let’s face it we are in the Gulf of Aden. He knew the Kilo hadn’t been found but he had to ask, it was one of his greatest faults and greatest strengths. To hope against hope.
“Ratty?”
“Sorry Sir, a few transients now and then, but when I try to resolve them, they’re just a biologic.” By that, Ratty meant a Whale, a biological creature.
“OK Ratty keep it up, let me know if you need a coast.” The Ghost headed one way then the other all the time moving gradually south, Ratty was getting increasingly frustrated. The Kilo still eluded them, like a faint myth of the seas.
* * *
SIYAH BAMBAK HAD TURNED to the east, she’d picked up suspected transients that could have been the British boat but they weren’t conclusive. The Soviet sonar library had identified the contact as a Trafalgar class boat. Her Commander had no illusions that the enemy had given up, he knew their nature, they wouldn’t give up until they had to. As they reached the rendezvous position, he called for a quiet rise to periscope depth. Quietly, slowly the boat reached the shallows. Siyah Bambak raised her periscope and waited. There right on time came her allies. He thumbed the lever and switched on the scope light, flashing a signal to the lead ship.
* * *
“CAPTAIN, BRIDGE WATCH here. Signal light to the forward starboard quarter.” Captain Hijazi made his way to the bridge, picked up binoculars and looked out to sea, there low in the water was a flashing light. He recognised the stream of flashes in Persian requesting an acknowledgement.
“Signalman, reply and take down the message.”
“Yes, Sir.” He acknowledged the signal and took down a series of flashes. “Sir, authentication codes match the Siyah Bambak.” The signalman wrote down the rest of the message and passed it to his Captain. Captain Hijazi turned grey, he slammed his fist down onto the chart table.
“Damn bastards.”
“Signalman make to Siyah Bambak… He passed his message on to the submarine.
“The signal was acknowledged, Sir.”
“Very good. Pass my message along with the message we got from the Siyah Bambak across to the Sahand.”
“Sir.”
Sahand’s Captain read the message and cursed, “Ingliis hardmzddah.” Questioning whether any of the Holy Ghost’s crew knew their Fathers. The Siyah Bambak downed her scope, flooded two forward buoyancy chambers and sank into the depths. She turned to the north-west, and now the hunted became the silent hunter.
* * *
RATTY SOUTHWORTH LOOKED up. “Conn Sonar, I have two surface contacts heading this way, the library identifies them as Iranian navy Arvand class frigates. Range eighteen kilometres, bearing one fifteen degrees,” Ratty turned to his Captain, “depth one hundred meters too shallow.” Luke smiled. It was one hundred meters from the sea surface to the seabed here.
“I hear you Ratty. Exec, what do you think?”
“It can’t be a coincidence that they’re out here, so far from the Gulf. They must be bound for rendezvous with the Kilos.”
“I agree.” Luke lowered his voice and looked into the middle distance. “What will the Siyah Bambak do? He knows we sunk the Nahang.” He had to think the way the enemy did, my priority would be to get the Siyah Bambak to safe harbour in Bandar Abbas, but. They’d be royally hacked off at losing Nahang, they’d know that the culprit was in the vicinity and they outnumbered it three to one. It maybe just too tempting for them.
“Weps, get me information on the Arvand class.”
“Sir.” She had the files stored on tape, within a few minutes she had the data on screen, Luke walked over and looked over Savita’s shoulder at her monitor. Arvand class, fifteen hundred tons, thirty nine knots. Armament, C-802 anti-ship missiles, a 4.5 inch main gun, twin 35mm Anti-aircraft guns. None of that was an issue for us he thought, he looked at her ASW equipment. Their anti-submarine warfare tools were a Limbo ASW mortar and two 325mm torpedo tubes. A type 170 sonar she carried would be her ears. The Limbo was a forward pointing, three-barrel mortar with a maximum range of nine hundred meters. Limbo was basically, an update of the devices used in the Second World War, an old design but effective when used by skilled operators in the right conditions. It wouldn’t do to underestimate it.
“I think they’re coming for us Exec.” Luke smiled, “Let’s make them welcome.”
“What do the ROE say about this?” asked Commander Davis.
“Just sink the Kilos. But we can defend ourselves if attacked,” Luke gave his Exec a grin, “we’ll just have to make sure we are.”
“Come to one eight zero degrees, fifteen knots.”
“One eight zero, fifteen aye, Sir.”
“Ratty, I’m going to be doing some aspect change maneuverers for you. Make it count, we need to know where that bloody Kilo is.” The Ghost headed south, Luke knew the Siyah Bambak would be expecting Ghost to be following them. They’d head back to face the Ghost head on. Or would they? The Frigates would almost certainly know what had happened and they’d proceed on the surface to Ghost’s expected position. Luke was going to trail south towing the Lure and then turn east to get a ninety degree aspect change. This can help with the detection of ships and submarines. After ten minutes running south, Luke said, “Come to four five degrees.”
“Four five aye Sir.” The deck tilted down on the left causing the crew to lean to the right to compensate. The streaming Lure wouldn’t be quite so sensitive on the turn so they’d wait for it to straighten out again. After a couple of minutes. Ratty raised his arms and shook his fists.
“Conn Sonar. Sub surface contact, it’s faint but it’s him, it’s the Kilo. We got the Bastard. Sorry, Sir.”
“It’s OK Ratty, well done what’s he up to?”
“Heading north-west Sir, I can’t be more exact than that. Bearing three three five degrees, range fourteen kilometres. The two skimmers are following behind.” Ratty used submarine service slang for a surface ship. There was some disdain for the surface Navy. A common known fact amongst the submarine service is that there are two types of naval vessel, submarines and targets. Luke wanted to take out the Kilo as a priority, those were his orders. He had to come to a decision, after running through the possibilities, he made his mind up.
“Come to zero degrees.”
“Zero aye Sir,” said the Planesman. The Ghost made her way to the north.
“What’s the heading to the nearest Frigate?”
“Three four three, range twelve kilometres, Sir.”
“Come to three two zero, speed twenty knots.”
“Three two zero, twenty aye Sir.” Over twenty minutes Holy Ghost took up a position well astern of the Sahand.
“Blow one, make your depth fifty, come to three hundred. Rewind the Lure.”
“Depth fifty, three hundred aye Sir.”
“Count me the range Ratty.”
“Three kilometres Sir.” HMS Holy Ghost closed on the Iranian Frigate.
“One point five kilometres.” Luke was tempted to come up and take a quick look through the periscope but he resisted the urge.
“Five hundred meters.”
“Increase revs,” there was a wait, “range?”
“Eighty metres,”
“Ease off on the revs. Range?” said Luke.
“Twenty metres,”
“Make your depth thirty.” Luke raised the periscope and looked into it. It was where he wanted it, still below the surface.
“We’re too close Sir,” said Ratty.
Luke held his hand up but remained looking through the periscope. Holy Ghost moved up close behind the Frigate’s stern. Long seconds later he said.
“There she is. Ease off on the revs.” There was a pause. “Not so much, increase speed slightly”, he waited for several seconds, “ease off slightly, slowly now. There, that’s it.” He selected the camera function and took a shot. Then pressed print.
“Ease off the revs a tiny wee bit. Take a look at the picture Ratty”
Ratty Southworth picked up the picture and stared in shock.
“Fuck me.” The spinning prop of the Frigate was just five metres away. HMS Holy Ghost had under hulled Sahand.
The Ghost could ride undetected, shielded by the noise from the Frigate’s prop. The crew above would be totally unaware that the very thing they hunted, five thousand tons of nuclear submarine was just a few meters below them.

Chapter 6

“INCREASE REVS.” THE prop loomed slightly larger and could be clearly seen, spinning in the gloom green sea. It was a high work rate under hulling a ship, speed up, slow down, you couldn’t take your eyes off it for a moment. The trick would be knowing when to break off and find the Kilo. Although they were shielded by the Frigate’s noise they were also deaf themselves.
“Mr Cartwright, how far are we from last contact with Tango two when we were outbound from the Red Sea?” The navigation officer checked his chart.
“Nine kilometres Sir.”
“Ease off on the revs a little.” Luke made his judgment based on his calculations and an instinct for his quarry’s tactics, he waited ten minutes and decided to take a look down there. Ease off on the revs, more, more.” Holy Ghost fell back behind the Frigate. “That’s it, flood one and two, down angle fifteen, make your depth one twenty, speed six knots, stream the Lure.” The Holy Ghost plunged into the deeps.
“Keep a good ear out Ratty.” As they fell away from the surface it became quiet. HMS Holy Ghost was at home in the dark, quiet and peaceful depths. After several minutes searching, it happened.
“Conn Sonar. Sub surface contact ahead, depth one hundred, bearing two eight nine, range three point four kilometres, speed twelve knots. Iran navy library has it identified as the Siyah Bambak. Lucky guess Sir.”
“There’s no luck involved in it,” Luke lied, “I knew it was here.”
Luke picked up the handheld microphone and pressed the red button next to his conn station twice. Whoop, Whoop. “Action stations, action stations. Submarine warning red.” Whoop, Whoop. “Action stations, action stations. Submarine warning red. All through the boat, men and women donned white anti-flash hoods. Compartment doors were closed, and action stations were manned. Damage control crews put on their breathing apparatus but left the masks off. They were ready. Holy Ghost was a well-oiled war machine.
Luke looked to Savita, “Weps, status report.”
“Tubes one, two, five and six loaded with Spearfish, ready in all respects, the fish are hungry.”
“Speed twelve knots. Get us well into his baffles.”
“Twelve aye Sir,” said the Planesman. The Ghost moved closer to the prey.
“Conn Sonar aspect change, he’s turning sharp to port, still turning.” Ratty listened intently. “Crazy Ivan, crazy Ivan. He’s increasing revs.” In the cold war an abrupt about turn and charge to clear its baffles by a Soviet submarine is called a “Crazy Ivan.” The Kilo was turning to rush straight for them. It had turned to port, Luke had little option.
“All ahead full, turn to starboard.” The boat leaned to the right, it’s crew held on. The Ghost sped off to the right of its prey. Luke cursed under his breath, they’d just made a lot of noise carrying out the evasive manoeuvre. After two minutes came the news he just didn’t want to hear.
“Conn Sonar. Three surface impacts, it’s a Limbo salvo Sir. The Frigate’s heard us and fired anti-submarine mortars.
“Shit.” Luke knew they’d be fused for depth. “Flood one, two and three, emergency dive.” The Ghost’s bow dipped and she plunged into the depths. Her normal working depth was four hundred meters but she could dive to six hundred. Above her, the three powerful mortar rounds sank towards Holy Ghost.
“One hundred and sixty meters Sir,” called out the Planesman.
“Two hundred Sir.” Luke knew they’d be set to explode at three different depths to maximise the chance of a hit.
“Conn Sonar. Fish in the water, fish in the water, Soviet type sixty five.”
“Two hundred and forty deep Sir.”
“Come to one fifty degrees.”
“Weapons. Countermeasures ready Sir,” called Savita. Luke was turning Ghost back towards the Siyah Bambak. A metallic creaking sound ran through the boat due to hull squeeze.
“Two ninety deep Sir.”
A ripple of dull explosions sounded through the hull.
There was a shaking of the hull, due to the overpressure, the metallic creaking sound vibrated the tortured hull. The depths shook violently as the Limbo rounds exploded. Luke knew more would follow.
“Damage control report.”
“Weapons. I have a firing solution on Tango two,” she called out. Her voice carried a strain.
“Incoming fish six hundred meters. Impact thirty seconds.” Ratty’s voice had an edge to it now. Luke counted down.
“Impact in twenty five seconds.” Luke’s hand gripped the mount he leaned on.
“Weps, dance the Lure.” Savita’s hands flew across her console.
“The Lure’s dancing Sir,” said Savita.
“Impact in fifteen seconds.” The Lure danced its dance of temptation.
“Release countermeasures. Blow one two and three, Planesman, emergency ascent. Maximum revs.”
The boat’s deck tilted up at an alarming angle and people hung on with white knuckles. “Weps, flood tube one, open outer doors, tube one.” The two noisemakers emitted sounds like a submarine running at full speed and blew out clouds of bubbles confusing the Soviet torpedo’s sonar. Holy Ghost’s prop spun at full revs and the vibration throbbed throughout the boat.
“Impact, nine seconds. Six seconds. Fish is going to port, the fish is going for a noisemaker.” A tremendous booming rumble sounded and the boat shook violently, the steel hull creaked and groaned then lurched hard to starboard and rolled. The crew clung on to anything they could grab. The rumble subsided, the control room crew looked around the room. They were still alive. Luke picked up the communications handset.
“Damage control report.” He replaced the handset.
“Tango one sitrep Ratty.”
“Range one point eight Kilometres, depth one hundred.”
“Weps, give him a belly shot.”
“Snapshot, snapshot, called Savita, “Warshot red. Warshot red. Launch tube one, launch tube one.” She pressed the launch button.
“Fish is running and hungry,” she said. “Fish has acquired the target, time to impact, fifty six seconds,” She decided to leave cutting the guidance wire till the last possible moment to prevent Siyah Bambak’s countermeasures from distracting the fish. She steered the fish low and would bring it up at the last minute.
“Conn Sonar. Three surface impacts, another Limbo salvo Sir.” What a bloody time, thought Luke, just when we had a fish in the water.
“All ahead full, make your depth one hundred.” The deck angled up and Holy Ghost rose, it was a gamble, convention said dive but the Kilo had to be taken out. The seconds went by, all the control room knew the three mortars were falling from the surface, had they put enough distance between them? How accurate were the Limo’s operators? If the operators had got their position wrong then Ghost could be heading into the three rounds. It was ironic, but Luke found himself hoping they were accurate. Three explosions erupted behind the Ghost. The boat lurched forward, two of the crew fell as they were pushed forward. The Planesman fell onto his steering yoke. The deck tilted forward. The hull was a bulk of groaning steel. Shit, that was close thought Luke. The deck tilted to the left and then to the right in the boiling waters. The Ghost then started to settle and right herself.
Savita still had control of her fish, she looked at the counter, fifteen seconds to impact. She angled it upwards under Siyah Bambak’s hull.
“Fish is hungry,” she had an edge of anger in her voice, “it’s sniffing, sniffing. Fish is now greedy, it’s starving, terminal boost kicking in. Cutting the wire.”
“Sonar, fish pinging, closing, closing Ratty called out as the Spearfish raced in at over sixty miles per hour.
“Hot datum! hot datum! Tango two.” Savita raised both her arms, clenched her fists and shook them.
“Yes.”
Luke picked up the broadcast microphone. “Boats Company. We were tasked with sinking two Iranian Kilo class boats. Just south of The Gate of Grief we’ve called a hot datum on the second boat. Well done everybody, the Ghost has struck again.” Luke recited a corruption of the naval hymn.
“Lord God, our power evermore
Whose arm doth reach the ocean floor
Dive with our men beneath the sea
Traverse the depths deceptively
O hear us when we pray, and hunt
them out, there’s peril in the deep.
The Ghost is coming for you.” He replaced the microphone.
“Mr Ratty. Sitrep on the Frigate.”
“Two point three kilometres, bearing eighteen degrees.”
“Come to zero degrees.” The Holy Ghost leaned to the right and turned to the north.
“What’s its depth?” Ratty Southworth looked over.
“Depth? It’s on the surface Sir.”
“I said what’s it’s depth Ratty?” The sonar operator smiled.
“Too fucking shallow Sir.”
“I agree. Weps mark surface contact as Tango three. Flood tube two.”
“Contact designated as Tango three aye.”
“Open outer doors on tube two,”
“I have a firing solution on Tango three,” said Savita. Outer doors open tube two. Tube ready in all respects. The fish is hungry.” This was it, you don’t attack HMS Holy Ghost and live to tell the tail.
Savita was enjoying this. “Warshot red. Warshot red. Launch tube two, launch tube two.” She pressed the launch button.
“Fish is running and hungry,” she said. “Fish has acquired the target, time to impact, thirty six seconds,”
She steered the fish in. “Impact in twenty three seconds.” She’d come in from the port side. “Impact in twelve seconds. Cutting the wire. Impact in six seconds.”
“Pinging, pinging. Hot datum! hot datum!” called out Ratty. A Spearfish rammed amidships into the Frigate Sahand and three hundred kilograms of Aluminised PBX blew her in half. Within two minutes there was just scattered debris were the warship had once sailed.
“Come to one eight zero degrees. Up angle 15 degrees, make your depth thirty five meters. Speed five knots.” The boat turned south and ascended, its deck angled upwards.
“Depth thirty five Sir.”
“Stream the comms buoy.” A communications buoy was released from the sail and arose tethered to the boat. Luke typed out a report to Royal Navy command at Northwood. He read it through and then sent it via satellite.
Home FLT Holy Ghost. ID 8337fj5c3
RN FLT Command Northwood. Commander Task force 311. ID 795y6d43
23.07 Zulu. MSG START:
Iranian submarines Nahang and Siyah Bambak along with an Arvand class Frigate, now sunk south of The Gate of Grief. They now sleep with the fishes. The nation expected and HMS Holy Ghost did her duty. Bless those who serve beneath the deep, through lonely hours their vigil keep.
MSG END:

Luke walked back to his cabin and returned, he handed a tape to the Communications officer.
“Broadcast this, the frequency is written on the cover.”
“Sir.”
The tape was played and broadcast over the airwaves, the signal was relayed over the control room speakers. It was spoken in a guttural language with drawn out hahhgh sounds.
“What’s that Sir?” asked the Communications officer.
“It’s Hebrew,” said the Exec, “somebody’s queering the pitch.” When it ended, Luke took back the tape and returned to his conn station.
“We have an acknowledgement of our transmission Sir, and an added signal download from Northwood.”
“Ok print it off.
Rewind the comms buoy. Down angle fifteen degrees, make your depth one hundred, speed twenty five knots. Lt Commander Cartwright, chart a course for the Cape of Good Hope. The other Frigate can rescue survivors, if there are any.” The Holy Ghost would now make her way back to Plymouth, her duty done.
Luke took the printout from RN Fleet HQ Northwood back to his cabin. He sat at his desk and read the message.
* * *
HOME FLT HOLY GHOST. ID 8337fj5c3
RN FLT Command Northwood. Commander Task force 311. ID 795y6d43
21.12 Zulu.
MSG START:
Intelligence document issued by MI6. Captains eyes only. Destroy after reading.
* * *
USSR
Committee for State Security of the USSR. KGB.
Council of Ministers.
Number 1833
Moscow.
SECRET 19556. Issued by KGB Third Chief Directorate.
Eyes only directorate heads. 6/12/1982
To be returned to the CPSU
General Department
Operation by Red Banner Northern Fleet submarine K525 Arkhangelsk.
K525 Arkhangelsk operation now considered classified by orders of REDACTED TEXT. REDACTED TEXT.
Her confrontation with Royal Navy submarine HMS Sultan will be struck from the report.
The confrontation at REDACTED TEXT REDACTED TEXT in the South Atlantic is henceforth a retrospective black operation. This is subject to code 12 state security seals.
Red Banner Northern fleet chain of command change.
This is subject to code 12 state security seals.
The change of command on operations is also classified. The new female Captain of K525 Arkhangelsk…….
* * *
………….UNFORTUNATELY, SHE was killed in the confrontation but, REDACTED TEXT. REDACTED TEXT.
Reports that British Special Boat Service operators were involved is REDACTED TEXT. REDACTED TEXT.
The reported communication problems with Soviet Naval vessels is REDACTED TEXT. REDACTED TEXT. is subject to a detailed investigation by Eighth and Sixteenth main directorates.
An alleged nuclear incident at Novaya Zemlya is a rumour and to be denied, this matter is subject to code 12 state security seals.
Any personnel revealing the above to anyone, will be summarily executed without the publicity of a trial.
By order REDACTED TEXT.
* * *
COPY OF ORIGINAL DOCUMENT:-
* * *
СССР
Комитет государственной безопасности СССР. КГБ.
Совет министров.
Номер 1833
Москва.
CEKPET 19556. Выпущено Третьим Главным управлением КГБ.
Глаза только руководители. 6/12/1982
Чтобы вернуться в ЦК КПСС
Общий отдел
Операция Красного Знамени Северный флот подводной лодки К525 Архангельск.
Операция Архангельска K525 теперь считается классифицированной по заказам УДАЛЕННЫЙ ТЕКСТ. УДАЛЕННЫЙ ТЕКСТ.
Ее противостояние с подводной лодкой Royal Navy HMS Sultan будет удалено из отчета.
Конфронтация в УДАЛЕННЫЙ ТЕКСТ УДАЛЕННЫЙ ТЕКСТ
в Южной Атлантике впредь является ретроспективной черной операцией. Это подпадает под действие законов безопасности 12-го поколения.
Kрасный баннер Северный флот сменил команду.
Это подпадает под действие законов безопасности 12-го поколения.
Изменение команды на операции также классифицируется. Новая женщина-капитан K525 Архангельск…….
* * *
…………. К СОЖАЛЕНИЮ, ОНА БЫЛА убита в конфронтации, но, УДАЛЕНО ТЕКСТ. УДАЛЕННЫЙ ТЕКСТ.
Сообщается, что задействованы британские операторы специальных лодочных служб — УДАЛЕННЫЙ ТЕКСТ. УДАЛЕННЫЙ ТЕКСТ.
Сообщается о проблемах связи с советскими военно-морскими судами — УДАЛЕННЫЙ ТЕКСТ. УДАЛЕННЫЙ ТЕКСТ. Подлежит подробному расследованию Восьмой и шестнадцатой главными управлениями.
Предполагаемый ядерный инцидент на Новой Земле — это слух, и его можно отрицать, этот вопрос подлежит тюремному заключению 12 государственных охранных печатей.
Любой персонал, раскрывающий это выше всем, Будут выполняться в полном объеме без публичности судебного разбирательства.
По заказу УДАЛЕННЫЙ ТЕКСТ.
MSG END:

Luke shredded the document. Later he would personally take the remnants to the disposal chute.
He sat back and looked to the ceiling. This news provided a few pieces of the jigsaw. He was aware of Sultan’s odd deployment and now it made more sense. It had been no secret that the Soviets had been run ragged. With Eighth and Sixteenth main directorates of the KGB involved GCHQ was the suspect.
He shook his head and smiled. So, mutiny aboard Arkhangelsk with a female taking the Captaincy and was later killed. Luke knew he’d like to know the story behind that one.

Chapter 7

THE DOG AND DUCK. CANTERBURY. Kent.
DOUGIE PLACED HIS PINT of London Pride on the table and took a seat.
“How are ya, Doug?”
“Fine Kev. Been in long?”
“No, this is my first one,” he said sipping his pint. Dougie watched a shapely young woman in tight jeans walk by.
“You’ll go blind you know?” Dougie shrugged.
“Looking’s free.”
“Look at this Doug,” Kevin closed his copy of The Sun newspaper and showed his friend the headlines. There was a photograph of a submarine and a bold headline.
“The Ghost got em. Iran and Russia furious.” He opened up the paper, there were diagrams and maps of the action. Above was the banner “It was 4 on 1 and the score was 3 nil.”
“I saw it on the news, they had it coming to them. It’s the Russians that say it was the Holy Ghost, our lot’s saying nothing.” Kevin prodded the page with a finger.
“Yeah, it’s kicked off now, for sure. They reckon there’s one hundred and twenty blokes gone down with the subs and that ship.”
“I heard on Radio 4 that they’d picked up an Israeli Navy broadcast from the area just after the battle. The yanks and the Saudis picked it up.”
“You never know with this sort of thing, fucking wheels within wheels and all that stuff,” said Kevin.
“You wouldn’t get me in one of them bloody submarine things. Why do they call it the Holy Ghost anyway Kev?”
“I read it here,” Kevin read from the newspaper.
“The original warship named Holy Ghost was commissioned by Henry V and joined the Royal fleet on 17 November 1415. She saw action in at least two battles during the Hundred Years War. She participated in a naval battle off Harfleur in 1416. The modern HMS Holy Ghost is the Navy’s most powerful nuclear submarine and is an upgrade of the Trafalgar class. She’s armed with Spearfish torpedoes and Harpoon sea skimming missiles.”
“Well, they were going to cut the oil supplies off, serves em right, bollocks to the Ragheads.” Dougie put his empty pint down.
“Ere Kev, get em in.”
RAME HEAD, OFF PLYMOUTH. England.
THE SEA SWELLED IN the early morning light, a periscope appeared then turned through three hundred and sixty degrees. The sea burst aside and a black sail appeared, then a large curved hull. Water ran off her sides, HMS Holy Ghost was back. The hatch opened and fresh air rushed inside the boat. Her black form pushed aside a huge bow wave as she made her way towards the Plymouth breakwater. A rating climbed out of the hatch, attached a black flag to the flagpole on the sail and ran it up into the air. The skull and bones flew proudly in the stiff breeze. The Jolly Roger is flown by British submarines returning from a successful patrol, were enemy vessels have been sunk. The rating saluted the flag and then returned below. Two officers appeared in the sail and conned the boat into the harbour and up to her mooring.
In the control room, Luke was making his log entries. Ratty stored his records to disk and then left. Savita was loading her records to disk as she wrote up her Weapons Officer’s report. Lieutenant Pearl Turner came in to see Lt Commander Cartwright to carry out an overdue medical inspection. She set down her bag.
“Take your shirt off Lt Commander.” Cartwright made a face but did so.
Luke finished his log entries, he stood and turned to leave, then turned back.
“How’s it going Lt Commander Kapoor?” he asked more casually than he felt, “your first time in action.”
“It had its moments didn’t it Sir?” She smiled with those deep brown black pools.
He smiled back.
“It did, didn’t it? I wouldn’t want to do that on every patrol. Still, we’re done now and home. Nearly home I suppose, where are you off to?”
Was he showing an interest she thought? “I’m going to my parents in Coventry first, then to my sisters. She has a cottage in the Malvern Hills, it’s beautiful.” But it would be a lot better if you were there, she thought but didn’t say.
“Sounds great. I’m off back to Manchester, same old, same old.” Part of her said, go on invite him, part of her screamed no, you’ll just make a fool of yourself.
He smiled, “Well I must go. See you soon, have a great time at your sister's place.” He turned and reluctantly left the control room. Lt Commander Cartwright got up to leave his medical now over, he walked aft and climbed the ladder to the sail. Pearl Turner started to pack her bag.
“Are you OK Savita?”
“Yes.”
“Liar.” Savita looked up at her questioningly.
“You’ve a face like a love struck puppy.”
“No.”
“Yes, you have.”
“How do?….”
“I have eyes girl.” Savita looked down. She knew she’d been rumbled.
“It’s difficult Pearl.” She shook head and shrugged.
“Because of his position?” Savita nodded.
“He’s the Captain.”
“What did you want to say to him?”
“To ask him if he wanted to come to my sisters,” she blurted it out. Pearl smiled.
“You both danced around that issue like two teenagers.” Pearl leant over and put her face close to Savita’s.
“What’s more, it’s mutual Savita.” She looked at Pearl in disbelief.
“It is, I know. Believe me, I know men. You should have asked him, he’d have jumped at the chance.”
“I daren’t ask him.”
“Then you’ll never know, you chicken. OK that’s me done, I’ll see you when we get back. Have a good one Savita.” She walked off and made a noise like a chicken clucking. Savita turned back to her console. She’d rarely felt so small and so inadequate.
* * *
AFTER TEN MINUTES OR so, she heard someone climbing down from the sail. Luke walked into the control room and smiled at her, she returned a beaming smile but her stomach was a nest of butterflies. She coloured up and swallowed.
“You’re working late Lt Commander.”
“I’m nearly finished now Sir.” Take that smile off your face you silly cow.
“I came back for something, something I needed.” Come on Savita. Ask him you chicken. I can’t, I daren’t. Luke walked over to his conn station. She swallowed and closed her eyes for a few seconds.
“Captain,” she said softly, hesitantly, “I was thinking……”
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