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I was pleased to read this short novel from Geoffrey 
Nash, who is evidently a writer of some skill. 

Sea Terror is a sharply written, fast-moving tale which 
uses the deracinated, dangerous lifestyle of the seafarer 

to create an affecting narrative strangeness. 

Contrasts with Conrad immediately spring to mind: 
here is the compelling, maddening power of the sea, 

the incessant presence throughout the novel, 
as encapsulated in The Nigger of the ‘Narcissus’. 

Such potency is rare within the strict limits 
of the short novel form and perhaps particularly 

so in the case of the contemporary novel.

From the opening paragraphs the atmosphere of 
this story also invokes a certain mythical intelligence, 

as if driven by the ageless power of the ocean. 

A slightly dislocated lyricism is not outside 
of Mr Nash’s authorial range and his protagonists’ 

perceptions and experiences are related 
with credibility and a precision of image. 

At the same time, the novel is effective work in the sea-
adventure mode, exploring both the fascination and 
terror of the sea and the human experience of them.

Kate Dale, Publication Director
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The hunt is on for a submarine 
reported to have attacked shipping 

north of Australia. 

The Navy investigates.
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NEWS FLASH – 1988
REPORTED BY OCEANA PRESS

Unidentifi ed submarine attacked shipping

Australian Navy investigates at 
United Nations request
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CHAPTER I

Darwin circa 1988

The patrol boat H.M.A.S. Saracen came alongside the quay. A 
sailor standing beside a bollard caught the rope thrown from 
her deck and tied her up. He looked up. She was showing 
her age. Built by Vickers at the Barrow Shipyard in Scotland 
nearly thirty years before, she looked old fashioned. She was 
one of six Motor Torpedo Boats; also know as M.T.B.’s pur-
chased from England for use in coastal protection and sur-
veillance work. She carried a crew of 20, her armament con-
sisted of two heavy machineguns, one forward and one aft. 
The boat also carried radar and sonar underwater detection 
equipment. She was powered by 2 high-speed engines, due 
to their age, were requiring more maintenance than hitherto. 
She was also carrying torpedos and depth charges.

The fi gure of her skipper appeared on deck dressed in regu-
lation whites with epaulettes showing two gold bars indicating 
a Lieutenant in the Royal Australian Navy. His name, James 
Barton, better known as Jimmey. He paused at the top of the 
gangplank, saluted, made his way down to the quay, return-
ing the sailor’s salute. He headed towards the Headquarters 
Building of the Director of Naval Intelligence for the North of 
Australia. Lt. Barton entered the outer offi ce, announced him-
self to the female Petty Offi cer who made a call on her inter-
offi ce phone. “Sir, Lt. Barton to see you.”

“Send him in”, boomed the voice of D.N.I. Captain Brown. 
Jimmey knocked the door. “Come in,” said Brown. Captain 
Brown was standing looking at a map of North Australia on 
the wall.

“Have a seat Jim,” he said, indicating a chair with a slight 
fl ick of his hand. The room was typical of a naval establish-
ment. One black phone, one red phone. A cabinet holding 
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maps, a few chairs at a large desk and cupboards. The only 
personal item was a photograph of his late wife. Captain 
Brown, 50, was a widower with one child, a son, Peter, at 
school in Sydney. He was perspiring. His white uniform was 
creased. His round face was lined and eyes tired.

“I’ve got a job for you,” he said.
“A signal from Headquarters Canberra indicates we have 

pirates on our patch and I want you to fi nd them and bring 
‘em in. Some refugees from Vietnam, making their way to 
Australia in a fi shing boat were stopped by men in a small 
boat after being fi red upon. Apparently these men were 
heavily armed and shot their way onto the fi shing boat. They 
stole money and gold, killed a couple of the refugees. They 
made off into the sea mist to a larger craft lying off which 
some reports say might have been a submarine.” The Cap-
tain paused. “It was about here,” pointing to the map, “that 
the Navy ship picked up the survivors.”

He paused and looked out of the window at the blue sea 
beyond. 

“This job has a nasty smell about it, take Saracen and see 
what you can fi nd.”

“We will get right onto it.”
Following a detailed briefi ng, Jimmey Barton returned to 

Saracen. Sub. Lt. Andrew Parker was busying himself with 
restocking the boat. There was a sound of a step behind him. 
On looking up in response to a voice, a sailor stood to atten-
tion. “Captain’s compliments Sir, would you see him in his 
cabin.” 

—•—

“You wanted me, Sir?” the Sub. Lt. was standing in front of 
the Skipper’s desk. 

“Andy, we got some bandits on our patch, how soon will 
we be ready to sail?”

“In two hours – what’s the beef?”
“Some Vietnamese boat people have been attacked and it 
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looks as if their attackers came from a submarine.” He went 
on to fi ll in the details.

—•—

The Saracen had been at sea for a couple of days, and on nu-
merous occasions Andy had been asked by the Skipper if 
there was anything to report. 
“No Sir, I am afraid not.” There was nothing on the radar. 
“A couple of merchant ships who identifi ed themselves mak-
ing their way along the coast,” Andy concluded. “No sign of 
anything else.”

Soon after a shout from the Radar Cabin, “Small ship on 
the star-board side, Sir!”

Almost at once up on deck a lookout shouted, “A fi shing 
boat, Sir. She’s stopped.” Visibility was about 5 miles and 
there she was. A small trawler with no sign of life aboard.

“Yeoman, ask the boat to identify.” The Yeoman clicked the 
shutters of the communication light.

“No answer, Sir.”
The Captain was at the telegraph, speaking into the 

microphone, “Full ahead, both.” Saracen charged forward.
“Andy, get a boarding party ready.”
“Aye, aye, Sir.” Andy went forward collecting six men, issu-

ing them with small arms.
“Gun crews stand to.” The two machine gunners and sup-

port crews adjusted their green fl ack jackets as the Saracen 
came closer to the fi shing boat.

“It’s too damn quiet,” muttered Jimmey Barton.
“Give them a shout, Petty Offi cer Bailey.”
P.O. Bailey picked up the loud hailer microphone. 
“Ahoy, anyone aboard?”
The Saracen was 200 metres from the fi shing boat. Then 

it happened. There was a loud explosion as the fi shing boat 
blew up.

The crew of the Saracen were taken by surprise. Bits of met-
al rained down on the M.T.B. – one piece pierced the deck, hit 
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one of the engines and ricocheted through the side of the 
hull before hitting the sea.

“Good God,” said Andy as he fell over, striking his head.
“Stop engines,” shouted Barton who fought to keep his bal-

ance.
“Full astern.”
“All stop.”
“Anyone hurt?”
“Nothing serious,” said Andy. The handset at the skipper’s 

elbow rang.
“Yes, chief.”
“We have been holed, and there is some damage to the en-

gines.”
“Is it serious chief?”
“The pumps are working, but the engine damage may take 

longer to fi x.”
“Keep me informed chief.”
“Aye, aye, Sir.”
Of the fi shing boat, there was no sign.

—•—

Captain Brown back at headquarters was tired. It had been 
a long day. He had been in the Navy for 30 years. He had 
seen service in Vietnam, a stint as an exchange offi cer in 
Royal Navy and United States Navy. The Australian Govern-
ment had been concerned for sometime with the protection 
of Northern Australia. Within the constraints of a limited 
armed forces budget, the problem of securing the vast areas 
was almost impossible; consequently the purchase of ageing 
M.T.B.’s from England. The main disadvantage, they were 30 
years old. They had been in service with R.A.N. for a few 
years and required a great deal of maintenance. The sea du-
ration was strictly limited before a major overhaul was neces-
sary for all six M.T.B.’s. As it was, two were always in dock.

“Oh for some new boats…” he thought.
Captain Brown’s black telephone rang.
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“Signal from Saracen,” said a female voice.
“Bring it in please.”
P/O Betty Smyth entered. Brown was cheered by her 

smile.
“Thank you Betty.”
“Good heavens, get Lt. Cmdr. Evans!” said Brown.
P/O Smyth left the room; almost immediately the door 

burst open and a tall offi cer entered looking immaculate in 
his white uniform. He was looking older than his 36 years, 
this was probably due to being Brown’s deputy and he usu-
ally felt the full force of the Captain’s personality. However, 
he liked the old codger.

“Take a look at this,” said Brown, handing the signal over.
Evans paused, “Must have been scuttled for some reason. It 

doesn’t say if any bodies were found.”
Petty offi cer Smyth stood at the doorway. “There is a call 

from Rear Admiral Talbot, Sir.”
Brown picked up his red phone.
“Captain Brown, what’s going on up there, I hear you got 

problems.”
“Sir,” said Brown. “I’m sending Lt. Cmdr. Evans to check 

up and give Saracen any assistance.”
“Good,” said the Admiral. “I’m sending a Nimrod Surveil-

lance Aircraft to cover Saracen. Keep me informed.”
Putting down the phone, Brown looked at Evans.
“Take H.M.A.S. Signet at once… my intuition tells me there 

really is a nasty smell out there.” He nodded towards the 
wall map.

“Aye, Aye Sir.” Brown detailed his instructions and Ev-
ans left. Evans paused as he reached P/O Smyth’s desk. He 
grinned. “By the way,” he said, “the all ranks dance is on next 
week, will you be going?”

“Yes,” she said.
“Would you care for escort or…” he did not fi nish what he 

was saying.
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“You offering your services?” interrupted Betty. Evans 
grinned again. “Pick you up at 7.00pm at the entrance of sin-
gle quarters. Friday week.”

“O.K.,” said Betty. It was going to be a long 10 days.
—•—

On board H.M.A.S. Saracen, Lt. Barton was talking on the 
phone. “That’s correct, as we were almost alongside the fi sh-
ing boat she blew up without warning. There were no sur-
vivors and no bodies either,” he added incredibly. “She was 
there one minute and gone the next. It’s unbelievable!”

—•—

What Lt. James Barton did not know was that Saracen was 
being watched. Unbeknownst, a submarine was lying be-
low the waves fi ve miles away, and H.M.A.S. Saracen was 
stopped, temporarily out of action. Barton replaced the tele-
phone. Sub. Lt. Andy Parker spoke. “Both radar and detection 
equipment, Sonar, is on the blink.It’s a good job Lt. Cmdr. Ev-
ans is on his way out to give assistance in Signet.”

On board the submarine the situation was tense. The Cap-
tain, LeChein said to himself “So far, so good”. They had to 
destroy the fi shing boat and put the few passengers in small 
boats and let them go to be picked up by passing ships. He 
marveled at his attitudes. The pickings had been small, a 
small amount of gold coins and jewellery. 

He said aloud, “That damned Aussie boat will have to be 
fi nished off.” He would have to sacrifi ce a torpedo on her. He 
looked at his crew of thugs. What a come-down! 

LeChein, the fox, as he was known in reality, a native of 
Indo-China, had served with the French Navy 40 years be-
fore as a Submarine Commander, turned against the French 
after the French-Indo-China War following the end of World 
War II, and had taken to piracy on the high seas. 

He had gathered together a motley collection of human 
misfi ts of all nationalities, mostly criminals and a sprinkling 
of mercenaries, who would work for anyone who would pay 
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the right price. The submarine was undermanned, but they 
would manage.

It was just luck. Diesel powered, once owned by a third 
world government, the submarine had been under tow to 
the breakers yard when it came adrift in a typhoon. It was 
presumed lost at sea but had, in fact, gone aground on an 
uninhabited island where she was found and re-equipped 
by a terrorist organization with international connections. 
LeChein was its leader, a fanatical and dangerous man. 
LeChein muttered “I’ll get the Western bastards.”

The submarine was at periscope depth. LeChein gave the 
order in a heavily accented voice, “Target 230°. Fire one.”

The torpedo left the tube with a hissing sound, making it’s 
murderous path through the water towards the unsuspecting. 
On Board H.M.A.S. Saracen, Lt. Andy Parker was back on his 
feet following a trip to sick bay. He still had a headache but 
nothing worse he hoped, following the explosion. He had 
surveyed the damage. The hole in the starboard bow had 
been repaired. One engine was working again. He looked 
seaward. Something in the water, a black object, appeared 
momentarily on the surface and then dropped out of sight. 
Andy grabbed the phone.

“Bridge to Captain, Sir, a torpedo heading for us.”
“I’m on my way,” replied Barton. Swinging his legs over 

the side of his bunk, grabbing his cap and in one bound he 
arrived on the Bridge just in time to hear Andy giving the 
chief engineer orders over the communication system.

“Give us all we’ve got, Chief!” shouted Andy, pushing the 
bridge telegraph forward. There wasn’t much response, but 
it was enough to carry the M.T.B. forward out of the path of 
the on-coming torpedo. Both Andy and Jimmey looked back 
with relief as the torpedo continued beyond the boat’s stern.

“Yeoman, send a message to D.N.I. Darwin,” said Lt. Bar-
ton, “‘Have just been missed by torpedo. Sonar unservice-
able, Saracen on one engine. Stop. Barton.’”
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CHAPTER I I

As he looked at a copy of Saracen’s signal, Lt. Cmdr Evans 
muttered, “A torpedo, that’s all we need.”

Saracen was still fi fty sea miles away, but R.A.A.F. Nimrod 
Surveillance Aircraft was nearby. The pilot of the Nimrod, 
Sqr. Leader Kelly was at the controls. The co-pilot and Navi-
gator Fl.Ltn. Peter Harris spoke.

“We should see Saracen anytime now. No sign of the mys-
tery sub… there’s the M.T.B.!” he added. “Hello Saracen. No 
sign of bandit, are you O.K.?”

“No problems,” said Barton, bending the truth. A few min-
utes later “Saracen this is Nimrod, have sighted object 5 miles 
north of you, it look like a sub. Now it’s gone, will investi-
gate.”

The Nimrod turned towards the sub, where the conning 
tower had broken the surface of the sea and then disappeared. 
Following the discharge of the torpedo the sub had become 
unstable and had shot to the surface. LeChein had fought to 
regain control. The Nimrod circled overhead and dropped a 
marker buoy on the spot the submarine was last seen.

“Signet will be here soon,” said Kelly, “we’ll stooge around 
for a while to discourage the sub from surfacing.”

—•—

On board Signet, Lt. Cmdr. Geoffrey Evans was annoyed. 
He was talking to his chief engineer. He was having engine 
trouble too, one engine had stopped and the other was run-
ning rough.

“Can you do anything?”
“I can repair No.2 engine, but I will need time.”
On H.M.A.S. Saracen, Lt. Barton was reading a signal.
“Signal from Signet – ‘Unable to help, engine failure, 

STOP’.”
Barton replied, “Messenger, take this down. ‘Have Nimrod 
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above – good luck, from Saracen.’” 
Lt. Jimmey Barton muttered, “These damned boats. Yeo-

man, get on to Darwin.” He would speak to D.N.I. person-
ally. He went to his cabin. The phone buzzed. “Have D.N.I. 
offi ce for you, Sir.” Jimmey paused – at least that was work-
ing, he thought! The phone call came by satellite and was 
usually reliable.

“Sir,” said Barton, “Evans has been delayed by engine trou-
ble. I’ve only 50% power. The Nimrod has found the bloody 
submarine. Your instructions please.”

D.N.I. without pausing for thought, his deep voice rever-
berating over the phone, “Tickle it with a view depth charg-
es, bring to the surface and capture it”.

“Aye, aye, Sir.”
In the corner of the cabin, a teletype message was coming 

through. It was confi rmation of D.N.I. instructions. There 
was a knock at the door.

“Come in,” Barton looked up “how do you feel Andy?”
“I’ll survive, Sir.”
“Prepare to drop depth charges. We will try to get the sub. 

To surface. Standby guns crew. Hope we have better luck this 
time. Carry on.”

Andy left the cabin to organize the depth charging. Mean-
while, Jimmey went back to the bridge.

“Right Quartermaster, steer 50° East, half-speed,” he or-
dered.

The Nimrod was overhead when the bridge phone sound-
ed. Jimmey grabbed the phone. “Captain speaking.”

“Nimrod, Sir,” Stated the W/T Operator.
“Thank you.”
“Understand you are going to depth charge,” said Kelly, 

the pilot.
“Are you staying to see the fun? said Jimmey.
“Sorry, shall have to return to base, fuel running low,” Kel-

ly said.
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“Good luck.”
The Nimrod passed close by the M.T.B. at wave height. The 

M.T.B.’s crew looked on as an object fell from beneath the 
aircraft’s under-belly. The Nimrod climbed away, it’s power-
ful engines roaring as it rose higher and higher into the blue 
sky, leaving a homing device in the water.

The M.T.B. altered course towards the homing device and 
marker Buoy. 

“Standby to depth charge.” The depth charges were set to 
shallow depth.

“Ready to fi re,” said Andy.
“Fire!”
As the M.T.B. went forward the depth charges fl ew over 

the stern of the boat falling into the water, exploding, sec-
onds after hitting, throwing up a huge water spout sending 
spraying water everywhere. There was an explosion before 
the Captain ordered the uproar to stop.

“Cease depth charging. Stop engine, standby guns crew.”
After the ensuing aquatics display, all was silent aboard 

H.M.A.S. Saracen.
The ships crew looked on expectantly.
“That should shake ‘em up a bit,” muttered Leading Torpe-

do Man Terry Walters. He looked up to the sky. The Nimrod 
was out of sight. They were alone.

—•—

Down below in the submarine, chaos was everywhere. Wa-
ter was beginning to come into the boat, they had to get to 
the surface quickly. LeChein wondered how his men would 
react to fi ghting on the surface. His right hand man Higgins 
would have to handle the gun on the conning tower. A cou-
ple of quick shots into the bridge should fi nish off the patrol 
boat.

“Higgins, get ready to use the gun.” 
“O.K.,” said Higgins, a renegade Englishman and merce-

nary.
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“Blow ballast tanks.”
The submarine shot to the surface too quickly, throwing the 

crew off balance, but Higgins managed to reach the top of the 
conning tower. Opening it, he dashed out into the space to 
where the gun was and pulled off the protective covers. Ma-
chine gun bullets were spraying around him, but somehow he 
was not hit. He unbolted the ammunition batch holding 20mm 
shells. Loading the gun, fi red and with one shot, hit the M.T.B. 
below the waterline. As the shell was of a H.E. type, it exploded 
after piercing the M.T.B.’s hull, causing considerable damage. 
Higgins fi red twice more, hitting the M.T.B. again. On Sara-
cen, Lt. Jimmey Barton was trying to keep the boat on an 
even keel. But it was no good. He had no power, the remain-
ing engine was gone. The machine gunners were spraying 
the empty deck and conning tower of the submarine.

A fi re had broken out on the M.T.B. Andy dashed up to the 
bridge. “Sir!” he shouted above the noise and smoke. “It’s no 
good, Sir, I think we’ve had it!”

Barton did not hesitate.
“Abandon ship!”
The crew was quickly into the lifeboats. Lt. Barton grabbed 

the offi cial books, throwing them into a waterproof bag, he 
made his way along the deck. The M.T.B. was burning from 
both ends, both lifeboats had pulled away from the burning 
ship.

Barton leapt over the side into the water and swan towards 
one of the lifeboats.

“Here, Sir,” said a voice. “I’ll give you a hand.” He was 
hauled aboard a small boat. After catching his breath, he 
looked around. The two boats were close.

“Have we got everyone?”
“Yes, Sir,” said Andy, “all present.”
Miraculously, no one was badly injured. The M.T.B. was 

gone. The submarine was making off due north at 6 knots. 
The sun was going down.
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—•—

On board the Signet, Evans was asleep in his bunk.
“Sir, wake up, Sir!”
Evans opened his eyes.
“What’s the matter chief?”
C.P.O. Lightfoot was leaning over James, his expressive face 

showing concern.
“It’s Saracen, she’s on fi re.”
The Signet had got going after some quick repairs, and 

made up time. Evans grabbed his uniform coat, putting it 
over his pyjamas – the tropical nights struck chilly after 
warm days.

He scrambled to the bridge.
All that he could see in the moments before the last rays 

of the sun went down was a pall of smoke on the horizon. 
A lookout shouted. “Two small boats in the water,” he said 
pointing.

“Prepare to pick up survivors.”
Scrambling nets were lowered and each man was hauled 

aboard. Lt. Barton and Andy were taken to Evan’s cabin.
“You were lucky we arrived when we did; tell me about 

what happened?”
Evans listened, he was just about to order a course to chase 

after the submarine when his phone buzzed.
“This is D.N.I. Darwin Captain Brown here, return to 

Base.”
“Very good, Sir.”
Evans contacted the Bridge.
“Coxswain, steer 180° SE, we’re gong home.”
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CHAPTER I I I

Two days later, Darwin 0100, the Conference room of Direc-
tor of Naval Intelligence. Seated at the head of the table was 
Rear Admiral Talbot with Captain Brown R.A.N., Cmdr. Ev-
ans, Lt. Barton and Air Commodore James, R.A.A.F.

“Well gentlemen, we’ve got to fi nd that sub. In your report, 
Lt. Barton, you say there were no markings on it. It was a 
similar type to the one that was lost whilst under tow on its 
way to the breakers yard. A year or so ago.”

“Where could it be,” said the Rear Admiral. “Any sugges-
tions gentlemen?”

Captain Brown got to his feet and went to the wall map. 
“From the point of the sinking of the Saracen the sub went 

due north,” he said. “The nearest land is a group of islands 
here.” Again he pointed to the map.

There was a knock at the door. In walked an Army Major.
“Come in Major Green,” said the Admiral. “Take a seat.”
The soldier saluted, removed his hat and nodded to the 

others present as they were introduced.
“Your entry was timely. Captain Brown was just suggest-

ing the submarine was probably hiding up in one of these 
islands. We want you to fi nd it for us.”

Major Green got to his feet; walked to the wall map.
“As you know, I’m from the Special Air Services and what 

I propose is this…”
—•—

Arafura Sea, North Australia, contains a series of islands 
called Tanimbar. Amongst these islands are a number of un-
inhabited stretches of landmass too small to maintain popu-
lations, but often a haven for passing boats. It was to this area 
Major Green’s party was heading.

As this was a clandestine activity, the mode of transport 
was important. Captain Brown, in his discussions, suggested 

Sea Terror - book.indd   Sec:13Sea Terror - book.indd   Sec:13 17/10/06   3:11:41 PM17/10/06   3:11:41 PM



14

Green’s party was to be helped ashore from an Australian 
submarine. The terrain to be reconnoitered was outside Aus-
tralian waters and if anything was found, H.Q. Canberra was 
to be informed before any action was contemplated.

The Royal Australian Navy submarine of the Oberon class 
carrying Green’s small party dropped anchor 0200 hours off 
the Tanimbar Islands.

“I don’t know what you are up to, but good luck,” said the 
skipper of the Oberon submarine. The party of S.A.S. men 
moved quickly inshore in their rubber boat.

There was no sound of voices, the night was still except 
for the sound of the wind blowing through the foliage of 
the stunted trees. Major Green guided the boat to the shore-
line where they went aground. Hiding the boat in the un-
dergrowth, they sat in a group and made their plans. Major 
Green decided it would be light enough to start searching 
the island in about one hour, so they spent the time check-
ing equipment. The well-trained men split up in groups of 
two and made their way in different directions and agreed 
to keep in contact over the radio.

From the map, this island was only ten miles in length and 
three miles in width with a small hill near the center where 
Major Green was to make his H.Q. Major Green set up his 
radio and waited. It was getting lighter now. He surveyed 
the view from his vantage point, looking over the surround-
ing area. All appeared still, he could see no sign of his small 
party.

After an hours wait, he made contact with his Sergeant. 
“Nothing to report, Sir’ said the Sergeant.

“No sign of anyone,” came another report. Soon, all reports 
were in. Negative. Not a sign of life anywhere.

The S.A.S. party regrouped at the rubber boat and climbing 
aboard, put to sea. After encircling the island, Major Green 
contacted Base at Darwin and then began a detailed visit to 
the remaining islands in the vicinity. For the next fi ve days, 
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fi nding only a few fi shing boats and seeing high-fl ying air-
craft, they drew a complete blank. On the sixth day they were 
reunited with R.A.N. submarine and returned to Australia. 
Major Green was disappointed.

—•—

Rear Admiral Talbot sat in his offi ce staring at the map show-
ing territories north of Australia. There had been no more 
reports of the mysterious submarine, no more pirate attacks. 
Everything had gone quiet.

“What next I wonder?” he murmured. He was startled out 
of his muse by the ringing of his telephone. He picked up the 
receiver. The voice at the other end spoke. “Captain Brown to 
see you Sir.”

“Wheel him in.”
“Very good, Sir.”
Brown entered with a grim expression he only used if ma-

jor disasters were at hand, like Australia losing a cricket test 
match to England. 

“Take a seat,” said the Admiral, indicating a leather chair 
in the corner of his ample offi ce.

“What do you make of Green’s abortive trip?”
“Our bird has fl own, but where?” said Brown. “My guess 

he is in Papua New Guinea,” he added. The Japanese during 
World War II had many hidden bases in the numerous caves 
which abound the coastline of that country.”

“But that’s fantastic…you mean our renegade sub could be 
hiding in a cave which was used over thirty years ago?”

“Well,” went on Brown, “there was a the story of a Jap Pa-
trol Boat being found intact hidden in the jungle a few years 
ago. A real museum piece. We have only been guessing about 
the history of that submarine to think there could still be a 
workshop suitable to support and maintain a submarine left-
over after the war and now someone has reactivated it.”

“Someone must certainly know of it,” said the Admiral. 
“I was up in the Northern part of New Guinea in the 1950’s 
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around Wewak just after the war and heard stories about the 
Japanese having bases in remote areas during the war.”

“By the way,” the Admiral said, “there are reports of many 
Vietnamese refugee boats arriving, but no reports of pirates 
or a mystery sub.” 

Captain Brown said, “We should get Major Green and his 
team to recy the Northern coastline of P.N.G.”

Talbot spoke. “It’s time we went to see the Minister of De-
fence and the Defence Committee. Leave Cmdr. Evans here, 
you come with me.”

Later that day, Talbot and Brown arrived in Canberra.
—•—

“The Minister will see you now,” said the secretary, “come 
this way”. The two naval offi cers entered the offi ce, a large 
airy room at the Ministry of Defence overlooking the Lake 
Burley Griffi n. Through the window was the new High 
Court Building and Parliament House. 

“Sit down gentlemen.”
The Admiral gave a résumé of the story of the pirates and 

the sinking of the Saracen.
The Minister said “You leave it with me… I will be in touch 

during the day. Return to your hotel, keep in touch with my 
Secretary.”

—•—

Back at the hotel, they ate and visited the bar. Captain Brown 
was browsing through the morning paper, when his eyes 
spotted an article on drugs. He though yet another story on 
heroin addiction or a marijuana haul, but he read on. ‘Cocaine 
is the drug of choice of many of our people. In America, 25% 
of the population are using cocaine, believing in the general 
misconception that cocaine is non-addictive.’

“Hm, people never learn,” he said aloud to no one in par-
ticular. Admiral Talbot, who sat dozing in the chair opposite, 
didn’t hear him. A Hotel-Page entered. “Admiral Talbot, Cap-
tain Brown, your car is waiting,” he said.
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On arrival at the Minister’s offi ce, they were quickly ush-
ered into the Minister’s presence.

Quickly he spoke. “The decision has been made. You will 
fl y to P.N.G. where you and your opposite people in Port 
Moresby, under a defence treaty between our two countries, 
will join a joint effort to investigate your theories. If there are 
any activities as you outlined and in light of the loss of the 
Saracen and Vietnamese refugees, efforts must be made to 
safeguard the people of the area. You will both leave from 
Fairburn R.A.A.F. Base in 24 hours. Thank you gentlemen, 
and good luck.” 

The two offi cers returned to their hotel. Both men were in 
high spirits, looking forward to the next part of their inves-
tigation.

“Better if we look like tourists,” said the Admiral.
They were met at Fairburn’s Offi cers’ Mess by a Flight Lieu-

tenant.
“Good evening, Sir,” he said and saluted.
“Evening,” grunted the Admiral. He led them to a wait-

ing car. Arriving at the R.A.A.F. Hercules they were given 
their travel documents. The offi cers found seats at the rear of 
the Hercules, the only seats. A fl ying offi cer crewman came 
back to apologise for the discomfort. “We’ll be taking off in a 
few minutes. Your E.T.A. is about midnight. Coffee and sand-
wiches in these containers.” He indicated with the fl ourish of 
a hand. The noise in the aircraft was intense.

“If you need anything, press the buzzer,” pointing to a no-
tice marked ‘To Alert the Flight Deck, press where indicated’. 
The crewman smiled and returned to the forward part of the 
aircraft. 

“All mod-cons,” muttered Captain Brown as they sat back 
in their seats and felt the Hercules gather speed.

“I hope it gets quieter,” thought the Admiral, “when we are 
airborne”. 

He had never been keen on fl ying.
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CHAPTER IV

In the foreign affairs offi ce in Canberra, all was quiet. The 
telex machines were silent. The two duty offi cers were drink-
ing coffee. The shift had been exceptionally slow. Bob Ryan 
sucked on his ballpoint pen and considered the next clue to 
his crossword puzzle. Then the telex came to life. Ryan re-
moved the message, looked at it and read aloud.

‘Qantas jet carrying 300 crashed soon after take-off from 
Hong Kong Airport, details following.’

“Inform the Minister,” said Ryan.
There was a pause of some minutes and the machine spat 

out the following news.
‘Qantas jet appears to have been destroyed by ground to air 

missile fi red at it from the sea. Reports confi rmed. Eyewit-
ness says aircraft had gained height only momentarily when 
explosion occurred in one of the wings of 747 jet. No survi-
vors at the moment.’

Following a pause the telex machine wrote ‘Aircraft was 
carrying $10 million dollars in Gold Bullion; crashed in sea 
at Hong Kong’.

—•—

On board Flt. Q199 it happened quickly. The passengers were 
still strapped in their seats when the explosion occurred, a 
fl ash followed by a noise. The aircraft nose-dived straight 
into the sea. Minutes later the rescue ships were on the scene, 
but apart from a few bits of wreckage there was nothing to 
be seen. The passengers and crew all dead. The plane was in 
50 feet of water.

Unknown to the outside world, just a mile away and mak-
ing towards the point of impact, was the black painted sub-
marine. Amongst those on board were frogmen watching 
pulsating dots on a visual display screen, indicating the close 
proximity of the crashed aircraft.
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LeChein gave the orders. “You know what to do.” The 
ex-navy divers nodded. “There is $100,000 each for your 
troubles,” he said.

The frogmen made their way to the air-lock. The subma-
rine came in close until it was some 100 metres away. The 
crashed 747 was lying on its side, but the hull wasn’t bad-
ly damaged. They had barely 60 minutes of air left in their 
equipment whilst above on the surface, rescue boats would 
soon be arriving.

Leaving the submarine, the frogmen began to swim their 
way into the cargo-bay of the aircraft. After cutting a hole, 
they gained entrance. The two boxes of gold bullion were 
there for all to see by the light of their torches. They had 
two nets into which they would place the two large boxes 
and then place each net into a fl otation bag. With both the 
boxes attached to a cable which in turn was secured to the 
submarine. Having completed the task they returned to the 
sub which then made its way away from the scene, the gold 
safely in tow. 

Above, daylight was fading rapidly and the salvage boats 
were unable to fi nd any survivors. There was intense activ-
ity, the doomed aircraft had gone in a few miles from Tikai 
Airport which juts out into the sea. The Royal Naval divers 
were quickly on the scene, but owing to the onset of dark-
ness and the state of the sea, they were slow in getting to the 
crashed aircraft.

The fi rst diver to examine the wreck was CP/O Reg Cox, 
R.N.. The Chief Petty Offi cer was astonished at the picture 
which unfolded. The aircraft had a large hole in its nose. He 
could make out the unfortunate fi gures in the cockpit, still 
strapped in their seats, slowly swaying to and fro like danc-
ers in an underwater ballet. Cox went around to the under-
neath of the plane and was surprised to see in the cargo hold 
and realised there was something amiss. He examined the 
wrecked aircraft.
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He quickly regained the surface and the deck of the salvage 
ship. 

“What did you fi nd, chief?” asked the salvage offi cer.
“Someone’s been there before me, Sir!”
“Come to the cabin and explain, the Captain will want to 

know.”
“What makes you so certain?”
“Sir, this!” He produced a part of an Argun underwater 

cutting torch.
“There’s a large man-made hole in the cargo-bay.”

Sea Terror - book.indd   Sec:20Sea Terror - book.indd   Sec:20 17/10/06   3:11:42 PM17/10/06   3:11:42 PM



21

CHAPTER V

The Hercules touched down at Port Moresby and the two 
naval offi cers were met by representatives of the Papua New 
Guinea Government and taken to Naval Headquarters where 
they heard of the Qantas disaster. Next morning they were 
joined by other members of the team, and then boarded a 
plane which would take them to a small airstrip in the north 
where a briefi ng would take place.

The P.N.G. representatives explained the features of the 
area they would encounter and discussed the possibili-
ties of fi nding a disused W.W.II Japanese Base on the coast. 
The briefi ng was interrupted by a message for the Admiral, 
which informed him that the aircraft which was shot down 
was carrying gold bullion worth $10 million and that it was 
missing from the wreck. The most interesting aspect was 
that a submarine was thought to be in the vicinity and was 
responsible for fi ring a missile at the aircraft.

The Admiral said, “It certainly sounds like our tin-fi sh, and 
it appears to have no logistical problems!”

The Admiral, Captain Brown and the investigation team 
boarded a helicopter to commence their search. The helicop-
ter, a Sky-king of P.N.G. Defence Forces, fl ew near the coast 
of the island. They decided to head for a disused airstrip a 
few miles inland and make their way towards the coast on 
foot. The pilot was telling the passengers that they would be 
landing in a few minutes when the helicopter gave a sudden 
lurch. “I’m having diffi culty in maintain height,” said the pi-
lot. He tried to use the radio. 

“MAYDAY, MAYDAY,” he called into his microphone. “I’ve 
tried to put her down!” By this time it was out of control and 
had lost height rapidly. The terrain over which they were fl y-
ing was dense jungle, stretching for miles in three directions, 
but there was a fl ash of blue sea to the right. Captain Brown 
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gripped his seat as the helicopter plunged on in ever-increas-
ing descent.

Its rotor blades were slowing faltering and then suddenly, 
they caught the treetops, spinning the chopper into the trees. 
The helicopter shuddered and catapulted ending upside 
down. Captain Brown’s seat belt broke and he was thrown 
through the open door onto the ground. He was bruised but 
otherwise unhurt. He picked himself up and called out.

“Admiral Talbot,” he shouted. There was no reply. There 
was a heavy smell of escaping fuel. Captain Brown, sensing 
the new danger, tried to fl ee just as there was an explosion 
and the wrecked chopper burst into a raging ball of fl ames.

Captain Brown was blown off his feet and struck his head 
on a tree. His head began to swim, daylight faded as he lapsed 
into unconsciousness. A while later he regained his senses 
and was surprised to see that the fi re had subsided, leaving 
the helicopter practically a burnt-out wreck. The subsidence 
of the fi re was due to an inbuilt fi re retardant. He managed 
to stumble over to the wreckage, saw as he expected – the 
burnt fi gures of Admiral Talbot and the other members of 
the crew; he felt quite sick. His own clothes were all torn. 
He was about to make a closer inspection of the wreckage to 
see what could be salvaged when he heard the sound of ap-
proaching voices. Something instinctively made him suspi-
cious. The voices sounded English, who or what were they? 
He crouched in the undergrowth and awaited events. Then 
he observed several fi gures wearing jungle-green uniforms, 
but they did not appear to be armed.

One man, who appeared to be their leader, spoke. “It’s a 
P.N.G. Chopper, looks as if they are all dead. I wonder what 
they were after.” He spoke English with an accent. He looked 
Asian.

Another man stooped and picked up a service identifi ca-
tion tag. Examining it he read aloud. “‘Talbot J.A., R.A.N.’. I 
wonder who he was?” he said.
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“There’s nothing we can do here, we’ve gotta tell the boss. 
Anyway there may be some news of the sub.”

The party made a move away from the wreck. “The sub,” 
mused Captain Brown. “God what I would give for a radio 
just now.” 

“C’mon laddie, get on your feet, let’s get walking,” he said 
aloud to himself.

Brown kept the group of men insight for about 2 hours. 
They stopped for 15 minutes rest, allowing Brown to get near 
enough to hear some of the conversation. A sickly smell per-
meated the still air.

“Hashish, if I’m not mistaken,” thought Brown. Bits of a 
conversation reached him.

“Gold Bullion – Jumbo – LeChein.”
“LeChein – sounds like someone’s name,” thought Brown.
The party made off making noisy progress through the 

moonlit jungle. 
“Must be sure of themselves,” said Brown to himself as he 

followed.
An hour later, Brown realized that the sea was near and he 

could see an old derelict bungalow coming into view. The 
party of men was heading in that direction. Arriving at the 
building, they entered and disappeared.

Brown made his way cautiously up to the derelict building, 
becoming more puzzled by every passing minute. He peered 
through a window devoid of glass, his eyes searching the 
room’s interior. There was a shaft of light coming up from 
the fl oor. He heard a noise. The light was getting brighter 
when the fl oor opened and a fi gure, with his back towards 
Captain Brown, was silhouetted in the open hatch-way. The 
fi gure picked up something from the fl oor. Brown drew a 
quick breath. It was a pistol. There was another noise, the 
sound of a diesel generator in the background.

The fi gure, gun in hand, dropped out of view and the trap-
door clicked in place leaving Brown mystifi ed as the sound 
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of the generator faded. If he approached the trapdoor and 
made an attempt to open it… what then!

He felt certain that it was not the only way to gain entry. Un-
derground perhaps? From the sea? That was the most logical 
answer. He made his way past the building towards the ocean. 
He found some diffi culty but then came across a pathway 
which led in the general direction to the sea. He soon found 
himself at a rocky ledge overlooking the ocean. On looking 
down there appeared to be an inlet where the sea went between 
the rocks wide enough to take a small ship. Brown looked 
back the way he had come from the bungalow. The distance 
was less than a mile. This could be it. Now to get down to the 
waters edge for a closer examination. He was exulted and 
full of expectation. He was certainly onto something. The 
face of the cliff was very steep. He was 200 feet above the 
swirling water. He peered into the moonlit darkness. Yes, 
there seemed to be a rough track, if narrow. He would have 
to be careful, one slip would be enough to send him falling 
straight into a watery grave.

He gingerly began his descent. There was a sign of a path 
but most of it had crumbled away. It was defi nitely man-
made, there were areas of rock surface made smooth by the 
use of hand tools. The track turned inland following the di-
rection of the water below. Brown had descended around 150 
feet. He pressed on. His thoughts turned to himself. It was 
now about fi ve hours since the helicopter had crashed. He 
knew a search for him would be conducted as soon as day-
break came. He patted his jacket pocket, to feel the reassuring 
bulge of a couple of coloured smoke fl ares he had managed 
to retrieve with the small pack of emergency food from the 
helicopter crash.

He stopped and looked. The path leveled out. He exam-
ined his hands, they were burned and blistered from his ex-
ertions. The path ended near what appeared to be a concrete 
wall with a rusty metal casing in the center of about 3 feet 
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in diameter. He looked around for some cover to get some 
rest. There was a small derelict pillbox used for anti-aircraft 
guns nestling in the side of the rocks. Captain Brown was 
exhausted. He climbed over the rubble and entered the pill-
box. The old gun emplacement had been struck by a shell in 
World War II, the remains of the gun could still be seen. The 
gun barrel was missing. A lump of metal remained. A closer 
inspection revealed the remains of a uniform and a piece of 
human skull with the lower part missing. Captain Brown 
grimaced, not the best place to spend what remained of the 
night. He settled down to eat some of his meager rations.

Dawn rises early in the tropics. Just after four o’clock it be-
came light enough to examine the metal cover on the con-
crete slab. If only he could remove it. The rusty cover, studded 
with equally rusty bolts. He noted the hinge-side was held 
in place by six-inch pins which were also rusty. He looked 
around for something to use as a lever. Finding a piece of the 
broken gun barrel long enough to use as a rod to remove the 
bolt, he picked up a rock to use as a hammer. He removed the 
pin without diffi culty. “So far so good,” thought Brown.

He scraped around the edge of the cover breaking away 
the material used as a sealant, but it didn’t help much. What 
was needed was explosive he thought. He rummaged about 
the gun placement. He pulled rocks over fi nding empty shell 
cases. Suddenly he unearthed a sealed case of 20mm shells. 
He examined it carefully. It appeared safe, no sign of leakage. 
He undid the clasp releasing the lid.

The contents were still wrapped in their original packing. 
It was blank ammunition; live shells without the projectile 
attached. He was able to remove the packing and gain ac-
cess to the cordite fuse. After some time he had rolled the 
explosive into a ball with a piece extruding for a fuse. He 
had once taken a course in explosives many years ago. He 
placed the material over the bolts which disintegrated when 
the explosive took place. He climbed through the opening 
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into the passage beyond which ran back into the cliff-face. 
It was unlit, so he made his way very carefully for a hun-
dred yards. He became aware of a noise of a diesel generator. 
The same sound he had previously heard in the bungalow. 
The pathway suddenly veered to the right and there was a 
chink of light. He reached it only to fi nd his way barred by 
a wooden shutter. He could hear voices. He lay on the rocky 
ground and peered through the opening under the shutter-
ing. He could see an underground workshop with men busy 
on various tasks. Someone was speaking “The submarine 
will return in a few days time to prepare for her next job. The 
seaplane will be arriving today to take you for a few days 
in Moresby for some recreation. Don’t forget you work for a 
mining company, if anyone should ask.”

Captain Brown considered the situation. He would like a 
good look at the complex. But that will have to wait. He had 
to return to the site of the helicopter crash and get help.

Brown quickly made his way back the way he had come 
through the hold at the passage entrance. It took some hours 
before reaching the crash site.
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CHAPTER VI

At Port Moresby the alarm had been given as the helicopter 
had crashed the previous p.m., but owing to darkness the res-
cue attempt had been postponed until daylight the following 
day. Now it was in full swing. A R.A.A.F. Mirage aircraft had 
been put in the air but so far had found nothing.

Captain Brown was dozing in the morning sunshine 
when he heard the sound of a fi ghter aircraft. He quickly 
released a smoke fl are. The orange smoke drifted upwards 
above the trees where up on the Mirage it was seen. The 
Mirage came in sight, fl ying almost at ground level, wag-
gled its wings to indicate recognition, and then climbed to 
a slightly higher altitude. It came past, releasing a canister 
attached to streamers to reduce its speed of descent. Brown 
made his way to it and found a note, a radio transmitter and 
a fl ask of coffee and rations. The note informed him that a 
helicopter would be picking him up.

A little while later the rescue chopper arrived. “Glad to see 
you,” said Brown. “I’m afraid the others are dead.”

“There will be a special pick-up for them,” said the pilot.
Captain Brown climbed aboard the rescue aircraft and 

looked back the burnt-out wreck with a heavy heart.
—•—

Later that day, the co-ordinatory committee met with rep-
resentatives from P.N.G. and Australia. The P.N.G. Brigadier 
was speaking.

“Well that settles that”, he said. “Get Major Green S.A.S. up 
here and let him deal with the sub base and we will support 
him from the seaward side. The police at Moresby have been 
advised of the seaplane, but so far nothing has appeared.”

“Any further news on the sub?” asked Brown.
“No, nothing,” said the Australian Foreign Offi ce represen-

tative.
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“U.S. has been asked to assist. U.S.S. Yukon unconfi rmed 
report is all we have, the sub will need to surface for an ac-
curate position to be found by satellite.”

There was a knock at the door and a Sub.Lt. entered carry-
ing a signal which he gave to the Brigadier.

“Congratulations,” he said as he passed the signal to Cap-
tain Brown.

“I think you should read it out.”
Captain Brown smiled. “Defence Headquarters, Canberra. 

3375 Captain Brown is hereby promoted to the temp Rank 
of Rear Admiral and is to be in full command of the current 
operations.”

“Well gentlemen, lets get on,” said Brown.
—•—

Lt. Cmdr. Evans was seated in Brown’s old offi ce in Darwin. 
The telex machines had been going all day, relaying informa-
tion from P.N.G..

“Sir,” said P/O Betty Smyth as she handed the paper to Ev-
ans.

“By God,” said Evans, “looks as though you will have the 
place to yourself. I’m off to P.N.G., the old buzzard has been 
made a Rear Admiral!”

Beth said “Who will be in charge here?”
“Jimmey Barton,” said Evans. “Get a signal off to him, he’s 

without a boat at the moment. Appointment to take effect 
immediately. Tell him it’s only temporary. By the way, I’m 
afraid our dance date will have to be cancelled.”

“I’ll remind you when you get back,” she grinned.
“I am sorry,” said Evans.

—•—

Meanwhile at sea in the black submarine, LeChein was wor-
ried. The boxes of gold had been under tow for four days and 
fuel was low, the weather deteriorating. They were due to 
rendezvous with a small tanker anytime now, but they had 
only half-a-day’s fuel left.
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SoYen, his sidekick, was worried too. The boat was not in 
good shape. The bulkheads were leaking, men’s moral was 
low.

LeChein looked again at the map. Ten nautical miles to go. 
They were lucky his navigation was better than he thought.

“Up periscope,” he said. There was a tropical storm raging. 
No sign of the tanker. They would not be able to surface yet. 
The less time on the surface, the less likely they would be 
seen by an American spy satellite.

“Try the radio.” SoYen tried, putting on the headphones.
“Nothing yet.”
“Keep trying.” What seemed an age was in fact only min-

utes. Then there it was. Two Morse code dots, a pause, then 
repeated, again and again.

SoYen explained. “They’re here.” He removed the head-
phones.

“Surface,” said LeChein.
The reluctant crew managed to get the boat to the surface, 

but too quickly. The boat rocketed up in an uncontrolled 
way.

“Fools!” said LeChein. “You don’t get paid until we land.” 
He climbed up to the top of the control tower. “Send a sig-

nal.”
SoYen fl ashed a light. From the darkness nearby came the 

answering fl ash.
“Check the boxes,” ordered LeChein.
SoYen made his aft to fi nd the tow still intact. He was re-

lieved. He reported back.
“O.K.,” said LeChein. “They had better be! Steer 180°. Half 

ahead both engines.”
Unmistakably, the shape of an oil tanker loomed up. They 

rigged for dimmed lights only, not wanting to advertise their 
whereabouts.

“All stop,” said LeChein. The two ships came alongside 
each other. 
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The Captains met. “We should be through in fi ve hours, a 
bit quicker if the weather moderates.”

Quickly the fuel lines were passed between the ships.
Meanwhile LeChein and SoYen went aft. With the help of 

the submarine crew, winched the fl otation support contain-
ing the gold into the boat. The contents were removed and 
taken below deck. When all was completed the small crew 
aboard the oil tanker went aboard the submarine, having set 
detonation charges on the oil tanker. The submarine left the 
area, and having hone a few miles away, stopped.

Then came a muffl ed explosion onboard the tanker. There 
was a small fi re and the ship sank, leaving no trace.

By now it was almost light, the rain had stopped.
“Dive, dive, dive!” shouted LeChein.
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CHAPTER VI I

All had gone well, LeChein and SoYen were content. They 
had been at sea for one week since they had refueled, an-
other few days would see them off the coast of P.N.G. where 
they would land transfer the gold, change the identifi cation 
numbers on each bar, before sending it on to be plated on 
the open market to help with the furtherance of the cause of 
freedom of their masters.

“We have propellers coming towards us,” said the sonar 
operator.

LeChein ran to the operator’s side. “A destroyer,” muttered 
LeChein. He grabbed the periscope, looking through the eye 
piece he swiveled the scope around until he had the destroyer 
in his sight. Not wanting to reveal his position he said “Dive 
to 300 feet, rig for silent running”. The submarine had only 
just reached the bottom when the destroyer went overhead.

—•—

On board the U.S.S. Yukon there was a buzz of intense inter-
est. Captain Nathon Jones U.S.N. was speaking. “We have 
found ourselves a fi sh!” Under peacetime regulations, it was 
possible to identify a ship. “Send a message. ‘Submarine con-
tact made, position is Mister Navigator,” said Jones.

“Aye, aye, Sir,” replied the navy Lieutenant who would 
contact pacifi c Area Centre Communications in Hawaii for 
information. A few minutes lapsed when the reply was re-
ceived. “No information regards possible contact. Might be a 
Ruskie,” said Jones. “Let’s get the hell out of here!”

They were making for P.N.G. on a courtesy visit.
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CHAPTER VI I I

The submarine arrived off P.N.G.. LeChein said “Radio the 
base that we are here”.

“All clear,” said SoYen.
LeChein looked through the periscope and surveyed the 

coastline. He could see clearly the narrow inlet that lead into 
the channel and the mouth of the cave to the secret base. No 
sign of anyone.

—•—

Major Green’s party of men was waiting up on the ridge 
above the cliff. The radio operator was speaking. “There is a 
message just being passed by the sub Sir. She’s waiting until 
it gets dark, the she is coming in.”

“Is she by God! Then she is in for a big surprise,” said 
Green.

Major Green had thirty men who had been brought by 
Chinnock helicopter, landed fi ve miles from the bungalow 
and ten men under Lt. Summers had gone to the bungalow. 
The remainder under Green had made their way to the top 
of the cliff to await events. Out at sea, and out of sight, was a 
destroyer and three patrol boats under the command of Lt. 
Cmdr. Evans.

—•—

On board the submarine, SoYen was looking worried.
“There is a great deal of radio traffi c, you don’t think they 

have caught on to us?”
“Take the rubber boat,” LeChein said, pointing to the map 

“and a few men and reconnoiter, see if there’s any sign of 
life.”

The submarine surfaced in the gentle swell of the sea. It 
was dark. SoYen and the rubber boat went quietly over the 
side, and the sub dived to fi fteen feet. LeChein stood by the 
radio.
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—•—

On board the R.A.N. destroyer, the Captain was reading a 
signal just received. ‘U.S.N. Yukon reports unidentifi ed sub 
contact yesterday near your area.’

Lt. Cmdr. Richards R.A.N. was thoughtful.
“Sir,” said a voice.
“Yes Yeoman.”
“Message from Major Green ‘unidentifi ed submarine ap-

proximately three miles off the point, believe will make land 
fall shortly. Intercept and arrest.’

Lt. Cmdr. Richards. “Received and understood.”
He looked at the map. Any minute now, he thought.

—•—

LeChein was listening at the radio.
The agreed message came, it was short.
“The fox is real,” in plain language.
LeChein was angry. They had been spotted.
“Damn, Damn!!”
He could only wait a few minutes for SoYen to return. It 

looked as though the game was up. They would have to move 
out to sea again to consider the next move.

—•—

SoYen had got ashore without diffi culty and made his way to-
wards the cliff installation when he heard voices. He strained 
his eyes and just heard Australian voices. Soldiers! He had to 
get back to the sub. He made the radio call, and with other 
members of his party, regained their boat and mostly rowed 
out to where the sub silhouette was just visible just off shore. 
They climbed aboard the sub. No sooner had they done so 
when LeChein gave the order to dive. They all scrambled 
down into the bowels of the sub, closing the hatch-cover. Le-
Chein was eager for news.

“What happened,” he gasped. SoYen told him. LeChein 
grabbed the radio and made contact with his overseer Luggi 
at the sub base, ordering “Go to ground!” 
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Back at the submarine base, Luggi was at the radio. He 
was alone. The few men who had been with him would be 
returning from their recreation at Moresby in the seaplane. 
Meanwhile the submarine would be docking with the gold 
any moment and he was happy. The radio came alive.

“Go to ground!”
The overseer was stunned. That could mean one thing. 

They had been discovered. “My God!” he said aloud. He 
checked the T.V. monitors. No sign of anyone in the passage-
way linking the bungalow with the underground base. He 
fl icked a switch. A fuzzy picture gave way to a clear view of 
the outside of the cliff-top. Although dark, there was enough 
moonlight to show some detail. “Soldiers!” He switched the 
T.V. back to the connecting passage. Lights moving in the 
darkness. Luggi hesitated no longer. He moved to the side 
wall opening to a box, pressed two switches, grabbed an 
emergency kit and left clutching a torch and a sub-marine 
gun. Making his way through a side passage to a ventila-
tion shaft which came out a 100 yards along the cliff edge, he 
moved in haste. There was no time to spare.

Major Green entered the cliff face through the entrance 
previously discovered by Brown. Meanwhile, Lt. Summer’s 
party was making their way down the underground passage 
from the bungalow, the idea being they reach the center of 
the underground complex at the same time as Green’s men. 
Major Green and Sgt. Bill Watson arrived at the wooden shut-
tered exit in the passageway; they could hear the sound of 
the generator in the background. This sound stopped. They 
paused. Then came a loud explosion from the center of the 
complex. The wooden shutter was blown in by the blast, both 
Green and Watson being knocked off their feet and thrown 
back into the passage way, but luckily not badly injured. On 
the other side of the complex, Lt. Summers and his party 
were not so lucky, being buried alive when the roof fell in.

Meanwhile Luggi had made good his escape.
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Lt. Cmdr. Evans and his three patrol boats came around 
the point toward the explosion. Following was the R.A.N. 
destroyer.

At the periscope in the submarine was LeChein. He 
shouted over his shoulder, “The whole damn place has gone 
up in smoke, the debris is everywhere – there are fl ames 
from the storage tanks and three patrol boats are heading in 
shore.” 

There was a pause, LeChein saw the patrol boats were ac-
companied by a destroyer as the latter came into view. LeCh-
ein decided to attack the destroyer. The patrol boats arrived 
at the shore, but it was not a good place to land for the sheer 
cliff face offered no means of getting men to the cliff top. Lt. 
Cmdr. Evans considered his position.

From the cliff top two fi gures could be seen, then the 
sound of ropes running down the cliff face. The two fi gures 
slid down, they were followed by others. They reached the 
ground alongside the patrol boats.

“Ahoy there, Sgt. Watson, here.”
“How many are you?” shouted Evans through the loud-

speaker system.
“Ten altogether, Major Green is on his way.”
The fi gure of Green came into view as he too slid down 

the rope and reached the ground. He reported to Evans on 
board the patrol boat. On board the destroyer, the Captain 
was viewing the events as they took place. The phone rang.

“W.T. Offi ce here, Sir,” said a voice. “We have submarine 
contact.”

“Alter course – Navigator give me a course on the sub.”
But hardly had he spoken when there came an 

explosion on the destroyer. 
In the submarine there had been chaos, the men on the sub 

were scared. So much so, LeChein had produced a pistol.
“Anybody who moves will be shot!” He peered through 

the periscope.
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“Now fi re one.” The torpedo left the sub, it couldn’t miss 
thought LeChein. When the explosion came, the reluctant 
crew cheered.

LeChein grinned, putting his pistol away. “Now lets get 
out of here; we will got down the coast to the reserve fuel 
dump.” He looked again through the periscope. The patrol 
boat’s crew had their hands full. It was a good time to get out 
of the area.

The reserve fuel dump was a cave a few miles further west. 
If Luggi was still alive, it would take him a while to get there. 
The sub reached the cave in half an hour. The crew quickly 
pumped fuel into the submarine from the limited stocks 
available.
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CHAPTER IX

Meanwhile in the area of the destroyed complex, Major Green 
was talking to Evans. “All Lt. Summer’s party was killed.” At 
that point, he paused. Then came the explosion on board the 
destroyer. The remaining soldiers had been taken aboard the 
patrol boats.

Evans turned the three patrol boats towards the crippled 
destroyer. They came alongside, picking up survivors, in-
cluding her Captain, Lt. Cmdr. Richards, R.A.N..

“The Captain of the submarine is a smart bastard,” he said 
ruefully. Evans, Green and Richards sat around the table in 
Evan’s cabin.

Evans said, “I’ve informed Moresby, Admiral Brown is 
sending up reconnaissance aircraft to try and locate the sub 
and I have dispatched the two patrol boats on a sweep of the 
are. But, so far, no trace of the sub.”

—•—

The submarine completed its refueling. Luggi had just 
joined the sub and was talking to LeChein and SoYen.

“Not a word from the sea-plane, if they arrive now they 
will be picked up by the Navy.”

LeChein nodded. “We can’t radio them,” said SoYen.
“They are expendable,” said LeChein. “We have to watch 

out for the patrol boats and air reconnaissance and to hell 
with the sea-plane. Lets get moving!”

The submarine submerged and moved out to sea. The two 
navy patrol boats made a wide search but failed to locate the 
sub and withdrew. 

On board Signet were Lt. Hastings and Lt. Trumper, skip-
pers of H.M.A.S. Syracuse and Sorcera respectively. The 
three sat around the table in Lt. Cmdr. Evan’s cabin. They 
were joined by Major Green. The phone rang. 

“Yes,” said Evans, picking up the phone. He listened, his 
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ear pressed onto the phone. “I’ll come up. Gentlemen, we’ve 
got a visitor.”

The group made their way up on the bridge as a sail-plane 
fl ew into view. It fl ashed a light.

“Lower a boat,” said Evans. “Boatswain, take six men 
with small arms and arrest the crew of that plane when she 
lands.”

“Aye, aye, Sir.”
The plane made a touchdown on the sea surface, then ap-

peared to hit a submerged piece of wreckage and fl ipped 
nose down and tail up and then broke in half. Before the rub-
ber boat carrying the Boatswain had reached it, the wreckage 
had sunk. The plane had sunk with its passengers and crew 
still strapped in their seats. The Boatswain ordered the rub-
ber boat back to the Signit.

“No sign of survivors, Sir. It was too quick for anyone to 
get clear.”

It was getting light. The sun rises early in the tropics.
“Turn out the diving crew,” said Evans.
Fifteen minutes later the two Navy divers, in frogman out-

fi ts, reported to Lt. Cmdr. Evans.
“Take a look at the plane wreck,” he ordered.
The rubber boat went to the scene of the plane crash carry-

ing frogmen with the Boatswain in charge.
“Down you go, my lucky lads!”
They found the wreck of the seaplane 30 feet below the sur-

face, the eight passengers had all drowned. There were bits 
of luggage strewn about. The divers collected some articles 
and returned to the surface. Evans contacted Port Moresby 
and conferred with Rear Admiral Brown, who arranged for 
a salvage crew to pick up bodies from the destroyed under-
ground complex of the underground submarine base, the 
wounded from the destroyed destroyer and also to bring a 
team of experts to try and salvage the sea-plane. They might 
be able to fi nd answers to some of the questions.
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The Admiral ordered the three patrol boats back to Port 
Moresby.

—•—

LeChein had seen the demise of the seaplane through the 
submarine periscope. “They won’t fi nd much if they do ex-
amine the wreck,” he said to SoYen. He had covered his tracks 
well he thought. They had seen no more sign of activity from 
the patrol boats, no sign of any other aircraft.

It was time to make contact with his masters. LeChein ex-
amined a detailed map of the South China Sea. Four days and 
they would be safe. The crew could relax, he could become a 
normal citizen again. And prepare for the next operation.
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CHAPTER X

The submarine surfaced, the bubbling waves cascaded 
through the vents as LeChein opened the hatch and stepped 
out looking landwards. He gave the orders.

“Slow ahead – steer 95°.” The boat slowly made its way up 
the narrow creek to its resting place. It was safe at last from 
prying eyes. LeChein was relieved. There was much work to 
do before returning again to sea.

Now to see the president. LeChein left the submarine com-
plex walking past a notice board which proclaimed ‘Govern-
ment Research Department – KEEP OUT’.

The president of Ventura was sitting alone in his elegant 
offi ce when LeChein entered. The president looked up and 
said, “Welcome Captain, a successful trip I hear.”

He produced a map of South East Asia. With a pointed 
fi nger hovering above the map, President Fernando spoke. 
“This is what you will do…” 

As LeChein listened his mind wandered, he recalled their 
fi rst meeting when they were both imprisoned by the French 
following the end of World War II, when the French had 
sought to revive their control and the political infl uence over 
what had been French Indo-China, today known as Vietnam. 
They had escaped the country with many other refugees and 
had founded a country on the island of Ventura.

“Cocaine,” droned the president, “is what you will be car-
rying.”

—•—

Betty looked about her in the dim light and touched Evans. 
They had been asleep in each other’s arms for some hours. 
They were both conscious of the noise of wind as it raced 
through the yacht’s rigging , setting up a high-pitched whis-
tle as the rushing air tried to rip the sails apart. Evans stirred, 
kissed Betty on the cheek and leaped from the bunk and 
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made for the upper deck followed by Betty. She was fran-
tically trying to gain a handhold to prevent being washed 
overboard. Evans clipped a safety rope around her waist, 
and around himself. He had to shout to make himself heard 
above the howling wind.

“We will have to reduce sail and turn the boat into the 
wind.”

Following his directions they were able to reduce the 
spread of canvas and get the boat stable. The wind gusts less-
ened, but the sea remained choppy. Betty took the tiller and 
steered the boat into the wind. Evans rigged the navigation 
lights and made a quick turn around the deck to ensure the 
yacht was safe. He considered their position. He looked at 
the map. They were near the island of Ventura. A place of 
instability and shrouded in mystery.

Several months had elapsed since the debacle on the island 
of Papua New Guinea. Evans and Betty had decided to take 
some leave and travel around the islands. He had borrowed 
a yacht from his uncle and had now been at sea for several 
weeks and very soon they would have to return to duty.

He was still deep in thought when he felt the yacht tremor. 
He looked at the sea and the trim sails. The storm was re-
turning. He and Betty checked the boat making adjustments 
to its trim. Then came the full force of the storm, quickly and 
with violence.

Evans had tried to start the yacht’s powerful diesel engine 
but in vain. They were in trouble. The sea heaving – appear-
ing more green than blue, the boat was rolling and pitching, 
the main-mast bending in the gale force winds. The roar of 
winds, the creaking of the rigging, the cascading of sea over 
the bow gave the terrible feeling of sudden disaster. Evans 
looked at Betty. She was very frightened.

“We will be alright,” he said without much conviction. 
Then the main-mast came crashing down, smashing all be-
fore it. The boat was taking in water. Evans and Betty held 
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onto their safety lines. During a momentary lull in the 
weather and through the haze, Evans could see the sight of 
land. The wind and sea was going to force them ashore. The 
next wave was a big one. One moment the boat was wallow-
ing in a trough of boiling sea, then came a great lift in the 
wave which deposited the boat onto shore with a resounding 
crash, the force being enough to smash the yacht into pieces. 
The two helpless sailors ended up with it. The storm sud-
denly ceased. Evans was the fi rst to recover. He moved over 
to Betty who was beginning to regain her senses.

“You alright?”
“I feel I have been run over by a whale,” said Betty.
They collected what they could from the wreck. Evans 

searched through the cabin.
“What’s that you have?” said Betty.
“An I.R.S.B.,” said Evans, picking up a yellow square box. 

“This,” he continued with a grin “is going to get us home!” 
He walked up the sandy beach and in a few moments he 
had unfolded the piece of space-age technology. The Interna-
tional Recovery Satellite Beacon. It began to send out a signal 
to one of the many satellites going around the earth.

“You see,” Evans went on, “the signal is sent from this 
ground station to the satellite, where it bounces off and is 
picked up by an I.R.S.B. received in Australia.

“The newest thing in rescue techniques. Just the thing for 
bush walkers.”

“How will they know it’s us?”
“They’ll know,” grinned Evans.
“Let’s have a look around.”
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CHAPTER XI

At Darwin the news of Betty and Evans had spread. But 
Brown was cautious.

“They have landed on the small island of Ventura,” he said 
to a press briefi ng. I.R.S.B. receiving center had identifi ed as 
the transmission equipment had been issued to the missing 
yacht.

“As you are aware, Ventura is a closed country. We have 
little information. It may be connected with a submarine 
which we are looking for,” said the Admiral. He went on re-
calling the seaplane episode and stated “From what we have 
found by the way of documents and money, it appears to be a 
Ventura connection. Now that Lt. Cmdr. Evans and his com-
panion have got themselves onto the island, we must try and 
get them off.”

—•—

Back on Ventura, Evans and Betty had moved from the scene 
of the shipwreck. They moved inland. The countryside ap-
peared to be deserted and uninteresting, except for a range 
of hills in the distance. Evans estimated that any rescue at-
tempt would take time to unfold.

They journeyed on for a few miles. They came across a 
pathway leading through a small ravine when they came 
face to face with some uniformed and armed men.

Evans thought he recognized Arabic voices and concluded 
these men were possibly Libyan soldiers.

“Stop,” said one pointing a sub-machine gun, “or I’ll 
shoot.”

Evans and Betty stopped, both with some fear and putting 
their arms above their heads.

“Lower your hands, come this way.” They continued to 
move through the sparsely covered landscape. They came 
to a waiting truck, an old fashioned vehicle which Evans 
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thought would fall to bits at any moment. They were ushered 
aboard. No one spoke.

Presently they came to a village of simple buildings where 
a few people could be seen. They appeared to be the local in-
habitants. There was a collection of armed men and women 
as well.

“A frightening bunch of brigands,” muttered Evans.
The truck pulled up outside the only solid looking build-

ing insight. It was a large single storey colonial type, similar 
to many built during the by-gone days of the Dutch East In-
dies Empire.

“Get out,” came the order. “Follow me.”
Evans and Betty followed, closely escorted and were shown 

into the room with the President seated at his desk.
“I am President Fernando.”
“This must be Fernando’s hideaway,” thought Evans.
“We were expecting you. Radio Australia said you were 

here.”
“That’s a relief,” said Evans. The I.R.S.B. had worked and 

Evans spirits rose.
“What are you doing here?”
“Driven ashore by the storm.”
“Very fortunate. You will be kept in protective custody un-

til you’re released. Take them away.”
Evans thought “He could be a nasty piece of work!”
They were taken away to a smaller building behind the 

president’s house and locked in.
“Well at least people at home know we are here,” said Bet-

ty.
“For how long I wonder.” Evans was looking through 

barred glassless windows, and down the hill towards the lit-
tle harbour which contained a few small boats and an armed 
trawler, on which there was no sign of life. A key ratted in 
the door.

It opened to reveal a young man who grinned at them both 

Sea Terror - book.indd   Sec:44Sea Terror - book.indd   Sec:44 17/10/06   3:11:44 PM17/10/06   3:11:44 PM



45

and pushed a bag towards them. The bag contained a hand 
of bananas.

“Not much I’m afraid, but we don’t have many visitors. 
The name’s Ted, late of Sydney Town!”

Evans and Betty showed a look of surprise.
“How did you get here?” said Evans.
“A couple of years ago I jumped ship, wandered around 

the islands, met up with Fernando’s lot and fi nished up on 
Ventura.”

“What goes on, Ted?”
“Not certain, there’s a bit of mystery about a rebuilt sub-

marine which landed here the other day so they say. I have 
not seen it, some connection with that Jumbo crash in Hong 
Kong. $10 million of gold missing too!”

“You think it’s here, Ted?” asked Evans.
“A bunch of fellows down at the Hotel are part of the crew. 

They seem to think so.” 
“Got any money?” he quickly added.
“Why?” said Evans.
“You’ll need food and clothes.” They agreed.
“What will Fernando do with us?” asked Betty.
“Smart fella, Fernando. He could shoot you or he could ask 

you to join him,” said Ted without a change of expression in 
his face.

“Cheerful bloke,” said Evans.
“I’m off,” said Ted, “see you.”
He assured them he would be back.
The light was fading fast and they settled down for the 

night.
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CHAPTER XI I

H.M.A.S. Osbourne, a Royal Australian Navy guided missile 
destroyer headed towards Ventura with instructions to res-
cue Evans and his companion. On board was S.A.S. Group 
under Major Green.

Osbourne came in sight of the harbour as the sun was ris-
ing. The ship headed towards the quay.

“Stop engines,” came the order when the destroyer had 
tied up at the deck. The hangers on the afterdeck opened, 
and two sky-king helicopters rolled out and were soon air-
borne and made for the shore. A crowd had formed to see 
what the excitement was about. Further away on the hillside 
Evans and Betty were awakened by the noise. Evans looked 
out of the window at the commotion.

“Good heavens, it’s the Navy!” 
“Well, I’m damned,” said Evans and ran to the door bang-

ing it for a full minute.
He ran back to the glassless window catching sight of Aus-

tralian soldiers. He called out until he attracted their atten-
tion. There was a scuffl e outside the door and the sound of 
raised voices.

“Stand back, I’m going to shoot the lock.”
The gunshot vibrated around the room. The door opened 

with a jubilant Sgt. Watson and others appearing. Evans 
shouted.

“Evans, Royal Australian Navy … Oh! It’s you.”
Watson replied with a salute. The two men shook hands.
“Lets go, Sergeant.”
The shooting had become intensifi ed as many more uni-

formed men appeared.
“C’mon!” Watson urged.
The party ran towards the Osbourne, keeping a low profi le. 

Betty was helped along by the Sergeant. 
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On board the Osbourne preparations for leaving were un-
derway.

Evans was running from cover to cover but became sep-
arated from the main party when he received a wound in 
his right leg. His step faltered and he fell. He examined his 
wound. It was bleeding profusely. A soldier appeared and 
shouted, “Hold it just there!” Evans looked and found he 
was staring at the tip of a sub-machine gun, inches from his 
nose.

He was placed on a stretcher and carried away.
H.M.A.S. Osbourne pulled out to sea. The Captain and Ma-

jor Green were talking.
“More activity than we expected, a pity we had to leave 

Evans, but the girl is safe.”
“Libyan soldiers right enough. Gaddafi ’s behind this little 

lot.”
Colonel Gaddafi  of Libya had gained a reputation in the 

Western World for acts of terrorism. This looked like another 
episode of meddling in a small country’s affairs.

“What about Evans, we have to get him out.”
On Ventura, Evans was relieved to hear his wound was 

not serious. He was able to get about in a few days. He was 
guarded day and night and was able to fi nd out the soldiers 
had been sent to Ventura by Gaddafi  in response to a call for 
help by Fernando. 

“But what’s the real purpose?” thought Evans.
In Canberra the Foreign Affairs Department had received 

a message, Evans was in good health and would be kept in 
protective custody until an apology was received for the vio-
lation of Ventura’s sovereignty. As Australia did not recog-
nize Ventura as a stable country, other avenues would need 
to be considered.

Evans was anxious. He was back in his original cell when 
his leg improved. It had been several weeks since the opera-
tion with H.M.A.S. Osbourne to free him and Betty. He hopes 
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she was O.K., but he had no way of knowing. A key rattled in 
the door. Two guards entered.

“Come,” said the voice of a soldier, and Evans was taken 
away.

They did not say where they were going. A short drive and 
he found himself gazing at a black diesel submarine! He was 
directed onto the ship and hastily removed below into the 
bowels of the submarine. He was securely handcuffed to a 
seaman’s bunk.

Evans looked about him. The sub was pretty ancient, but 
was in good condition. It had obviously been refurbished 
with loving care. He wondered if it was as good as it ap-
peared.

A few days later when the submarine was at sea, there was 
a sudden burst of activity within the boat. In his cabin, Le-
Chein was consulting a few papers at his desk when a hand-
cuffed Evans was taken to him.

“Welcome Commander,” said LeChein.
Evans was told he was to be held as a hostage against the 

time authorities prevented activities of the submarine. He 
would be shot.

“By me personally,” said LeChein, or terrorist action would 
be taken against any Australian installation in the world if 
any attempt to rescue him was made.

“We have the support of Colonel Gaddafi  in our enter-
prise.”

Evans was left in no doubt that LeChein would carry out 
his threat!

“Now get out.”
During this interview Evans had become aware of the map 

on the wall of the cabin. It showed various points taking in 
most of South East Asia, marked with little fl ags. Ventura 
was marked. The submarine complex in Papua New Guinea 
was also marked, along with several other points. “Must be 
other fuel depots,” thought Evans, “about six in all.”
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He was aware of the enormity of what he could see, and the 
size of Libyan backed organizations.

“What would Canberra make of it?” he thought. “What can 
I do myself?”

Whilst he pondered on these problems he found himself, 
despite his handcuffed hands, expected to assist in moving 
large plastic bags into the torpedo room.

One of the bags fell to the fl oor and burst open, revealing 
its contents. Evans was startled when he realized that what 
he was seeing was marked Cocaine.

Evans was looking at millions of dollars! So that was LeCh-
ein’s game. That’s why the submarine! Even today, subma-
rines are more diffi cult to track when under water. However 
it was only a matter of time before it was discovered. LeChein 
was prepared to take the risk, the fi nancial gain outweighed 
the problems.

Evans muttered to himself.
“The bloody cheek!”
He would just have to keep his head down, not cause any 

trouble and take advantage of any opportunity he could fi nd 
to escape.

He might even gain LeChein’s confi dence. He felt elated at 
the prospect of a battle of wits with his adversary.
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CHAPTER XI I I

The submarine’s fi rst call was off the coast of China. It hap-
pened late one evening as the sun was settling. The boat was 
on the surface and Evans was helping the cook dispose of 
rubbish over the side. There was increased activity as the 
submarine’s crew became aware of a ship appearing some 
distance from the submarine.

Higgins, who manned the gun, swung it around to take 
aim at the oncoming vessel. Evans watched with curiosity 
as the object became clear. He realized it was a motorised 
junk. A type of vessel often seen in the area. There was an ex-
change of fl ashing lights between the two vessels. The junk 
pulled alongside the submarine. It was all over very quickly. 

The cargo of cocaine was transferred from the submarine 
to the junk. It was now quite dark. The junk sailed away, leav-
ing the submarine on the surface charging the batteries. The 
sub then dived to a safe depth and continued on its journey, 
calling at various points along South Asian land masses over 
the next few weeks. 

Evans was impressed with the organization. The sub was 
refueled by Libyan oil tankers. The submarine was supplied 
with further cargo of cocaine on one of these contacts. It now 
made its way south, towards Australia.

—•—

At a meeting held in Sydney by the United Nations Author-
ity against Dangerous Drugs, delegates heard of the increase 
of the use of cocaine and a substance call “crack”. A com-
pressed form of cocaine which was beginning to appear on 
the streets of several countries in the area, and was available 
at a few dollars, especially directed at the young.

The conference was told that to combat the new menace 
a United Nations Anti-Drug Seaforce would be formed in 
the area, using ships from many nations. The head of such 
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a force would be an Australian, Rear Admiral Brown of the 
Royal Australian Navy. It was to go into action immediately.

—•—

Brown looked at himself in the mirror. He had exchanged 
his R.A.N. peaked cap for the light blue beret of the United 
Nations. It looked out of place with his white navy uniform.

“Now perhaps we will get somewhere,” he said aloud.
He had authority, power and resources. He had been allo-

cated some new patrol boats to replace the old M.T.B.’s
He looked at the report on his desk. He re-read it for the 

third time.
“Cocaine,” he read, “had reached massive proportions in 

the area”. The report gave details of massive hauls of the 
drug in almost every country in the region.

Brown thought for a while, tapping his fi ngers on his desk 
as he pondered his next move. The source? Air and sea 
searches had raised little in the way or result. The cocaine 
that had been found was on land. Little had been found at 
airports or seaports. What he needed to determine was by 
what means was it getting into the country? The submarine 
was the answer. “Where the devil is it?” said Brown absent-
mindedly.

—•—

A small yacht, Lunna Maid, had left a small Queensland har-
bour north of Cairns on Australia’s northeast coast on a fi sh-
ing trip. However, it was to keep a rendezvous with the black 
submarine. Later that night the submarine made contact and 
its cargo of cocaine was duly transferred to the yacht, which 
then took it ashore to awaiting transport. The submarine 
then made good its escape.

Meanwhile at the awaiting truck the driver slammed the 
rear doors. “Thanks a lot,” he muttered, and drove away to 
begin his long journey south. The yacht went back to sea and 
later returned to its harbour as though it had never been away. 
The customs offi cer made the usual examination of incoming 
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vessels, but found nothing, Meanwhile the truck picked up its 
normal freight cargo to camoufl age its journey south. It picked 
up mining equipment and spare machinery parts from isolat-
ed workings in that part of Queensland. “This is the quickest 
quid you will ever make!” said the driver to his mate. 

“We are not there yet. I’ll be glad to see the back of the 
stuff,” he replied.

They travelled the many miles down to Brisbane and some 
12 hours later pulled into a transport park for a break. Leav-
ing the truck they went into the café. As soon as they had 
disappeared, a blue van drove up to the truck. Three people 
alighted and gained access to the rear of the vehicle. Having 
found what they were looking for and transferred it to the 
van, they sped off into darkness. The truck driver and his 
mate returned, climbed into the truck and drove away.

Later that day they pulled into the mining Company’s 
yard. They off-loaded the legitimate gear. The driver’s mate 
was surprised to see that the cocaine was missing. The driver 
laughed.

“Take a look under your seat in the cab.”
He did and found an envelope, which he opened. $1,000. 

The driver smiled.
“I told you it was easy money.”
It was well into the night when the blue van drew up at 

the homestead not far from Sydney. It was an old building 
dating from the turn of the century. The home belonged to a 
manufacturing chemist, who now appeared at the dimly lit 
doorway. He was a little man, wearing a white coat in keep-
ing with his profession.

“Through here,” he said, pointing his right thumb behind 
him. The men from the van carried in the bags of cocaine.

“Be back at the end of the week for the stuff,” said the 
chemist. The ‘stuff’ he referred to was ‘crack’: a substance 
made from cocaine by a simple and inexpensive method and 
easy to market. It resembles sliced soap when prepared. By 
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the end of the week, crack would be on the Sydney streets, 
selling for a few dollars. Any child could buy it. 

“Just one dose and you can be hooked,” was the chemist’s 
favourite saying.
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CHAPTER XIV

Captain Brown read the letter over again. “Dear Father, are 
you able to attend the school Commemoration Day next 
Thursday? Lunch will be provided. Love, Peter.”

“A free lunch, I’ll be there for that!” he said.
His son was completing his fi nal school year and was ex-

pected to do well in his Higher School Certifi cate and to 
go on to University. Thursday morning, the Admiral’s car 
turned into the school drive. He directed his driver to the 
main building. The car arrived at the steps to the entrance. A 
fi gure appeared. “The headmaster himself,” thought Brown. 
His old friend Dr. Deane. The headmaster’s face was expres-
sionless as he walked down the steps to the car. Before Brown 
could alight from the car or speak, the headmaster spoke. 

“Admiral, I am sorry to have to tell you that Peter has been 
taken ill, he is unconscious”. Brown felt sick.

“Peter’s ill, it can’t be true. Where is he?”
The headmaster explained that he had been taken to hos-

pital only minutes before. The Admiral’s car conveyed them 
o the hospital. 

They were met by a doctor.
“I’m afraid you’re too late. Peter is dead.”
“What killed him?” Brown asked.
“Crack,” said the doctor. “Even one dose can be fatal. It 

stimulates the heart to such a degree it will fail in some peo-
ple. There was nothing we could do. I’m sorry”

“I blame myself, I could have been a better father,” Brown 
later told his friend.

A Sydney newspaper was to report that Peter’s death from 
crack would not be the last.

—•—

The submarine having discharged it’s deadly cargo made for 
another rendezvous.
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Evans had been allowed some freedom on board, although 
he still had his wrists chained together. He was on deck when 
the sub entered her next port of call. All he could see was a 
small island covered in trees. An order was given.

“Everyone below!”
Evans and members of the crew went into the conning tow-

er, shutting the hatch behind them as the sub disappeared 
below the waves. It moved forward at a slow speed. It sud-
denly surfaced into an underground cavern.

Evans was allowed up on deck and a cheerful LeChein said 
“Well, Mr Evans. What do you think of that?” He pointed to a 
massive area of equipment. “The Japanese used this in World 
War II. I found it a few years ago. It’s almost bomb proof, and 
is much bigger than the one in Papua New Guinea.”

“But what’s if for?” LeChein, the fox, looked straight at 
Evans. “The East is moving forwards, the west is fi nished. 
It will destroy itself by its decadent ways, drugs will help 
complete their destruction. “So that’s where we come in,” he 
rambled, muttering to himself. Evans realised LeChein was 
in his own world.

“It must take a great deal of money, is that why you crashed 
the jumbo jet at Hong Kong?” asked Evans.

“I’m not admitting to anything,” replied LeChein.
—•—

Darwin was the scene of much expectation. Rear Admiral 
Brown had moved the centre of the United Nations Anti-
drug Sea and Land Forces there because of the existing infra-
structure. He was also pleased to have obtained a number of 
new, fast patrol boats to replace the ageing M.T.B.’s. He looked 
at the list before him on his desk and muttered to himself.

“There’s enough hardware here to start World War III.” He 
also had British and United States ships and personnel un-
der his command. For once, the United Nations would not be 
only a peace-keeping force. It would be a search-and-destroy 
operation.
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He felt that he needed to fi nd Evans who would be a great 
help. Jimmy Barton, who was doing Eva’s odd jobs at Dar-
win, was shown into Brown’s offi ce.

“Admiral, here’s some more information from the Yanks. 
Intelligence is coming in fairly slowly Sir.” He went on. “Oh, 
by the way, there’s a Police Offi cer to see you.” 

The Police Superintendent said ”I’m afraid I’ve some dis-
turbing news for you. Your son was a dealer in cocaine. It 
appears he couldn’t get a job to help support himself and was 
augmenting his income. He was building quite a reputation 
for himself.”

“He always got an allowance from me,” said Brown.
“It appears that he’d been fi nding life diffi cult this year and 

getting into debt,” replied the Superintendent. 
“He was hardly 18 years of age, what could he have pos-

sibly been doing?”
The police offi cer told the Admiral that during the previ-

ous three months prior to his death, Peter had been betting 
at a Sydney Racecourse and loosing heavily. One night he 
had taken a friend’s car and crashed it. The school had only 
discovered this recently. Brown was visibly upset. The boy’s 
funeral had not been long over and he had just been begin-
ning to accept it.

Brown felt angry. There was nothing he could do, but to 
make sure he and the forces under his command stamped 
out the source of supply.
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CHAPTER XV

The conning tower of Her Majesty’s Australian Navy Sub-
marine Alliance was painted white to denote it was under 
the direction of the United Nations. She surfaced a few miles 
from the coast. The rubber boat was lowered in silence. The 
six men aboard sat huddled up and were paddling the boat 
towards the coast. Their aim was to land fall to the right of 
the harbour in Ventura. It took some time before they reached 
the shore.

After hiding the boat in the undergrowth, they made their 
way inland till they were at the rear of the President’s house. 
They stopped. The leader, who was using infra-red binoc-
ulars, which turned night into day, surveyed the scene. He 
could see some movement about out-buildings. Clearly there 
was a sentry who was smoking a cigarette and appeared to 
be alone.

“He’s all yours, Sgt. Watson.”
The fi gure of Watson slunk away in the darkness. Green 

kept him in view through the infra-red glasses, which 
showed up the area as clearly as though it was daylight.

“He’s got him. C’mon!” he said.
The fi ve remaining soldiers moved forward and were able 

to gain access to the cell, which contained Evans/
“Oh, it’s you again, Watson,” exclaimed Evans.
“Yes, Sir! And please, don’t get yourself bloody well lost 

this time.” 
They met up with the rest of the party and made off back to 

where they left the boat and got aboard. This time they raced 
back to the waiting Alliance with the help of an outboard 
motor. They scrambled aboard the sub, which disappeared 
into the night. President Fernando was furious.

At sunrise, the unfortunate Sentry who had recovered from 
his ordeal, found himself facing the fi ring squad.
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What have you to tell us?” asked Brown.
Evans told the Admiral what had transpired. He was able 

to inform him of the points of interest he had seen on LeCh-
ein’s map. He pointed out the submarine bases he had been 
taken to and the points the submarine had made its cocaine 
drops.

“So far it’s looking promising,” said Brown. “By the way, 
you’ve got a friend outside who wants to see you,” grinned 
Brown.

“Thank you, Sir,” said Evans.
He met up with Betty, they embraced.
They walked hand-in-hand for awhile.
“I’ve got to write the Admiral a report, I’ll see you later at 

your place,” said Evans.
“Don’t be late,” replied Betty.

—•—

The dog’s name was Mittzi. She was a police sniffer dog. 
The dog’s handler, a police constable, was walking along the 
small quay when Mittzi became restless and pulled at her 
lead, straining to leave her master.

“Steady girl!” He tried to hold onto the dog. They came 
abreast of a boat moored close to the quay. With a short jump 
Mittzi, followed by the surprised handler, found themselves 
aboard. Immediately the dog insisted on going below. She 
found a piece of material, which was lying on a wooden seat 
that ran down the side of the cabin. 

Her master grabbed the cloth.
“What have you got there Mittzi? Stay, keep still.”
The police constable examined the material and noticed 

white powder. “My word, this may be what we are after. 
C’mon. We must fi nd a phone.”

Twenty minutes later the material was collected for labora-
tory tests. Mittzi and the police constable fi nished their walk. 
“You’re a good girl, Mittzi!”

He looked at the name on the boat. It read Lunna Maid.
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—•—

When next Lunna Maid went to sea, it was shadowed by 
a fi shing boat containing police, a customs offi cer and Lt. 
Cmdr. Evans.

Following the fi rst delivery of cocaine in Australia, the 
LeChein submarine returned to Ventura. It underwent mod-
ifi cations to carry extra fuel. Owing to its notoriety, there was 
a good chance the rendezvous with Libyan oil-tankers could 
be impeded by the stalking U.N. forces. With a new cargo of 
cocaine, the submarine rendezvoused with the Lunna Maid 
off the Australian mainland.

However, on this occasion it was witnessed by Evans and 
the crew aboard the shadowing fi shing boat. It had shad-
owed the Lunna Maid, keeping in close to the shore line so 
as not to be seen. 

The yacht and the submarine were alongside each other 
just long enough to transfer the sub’s cargo. The submarine 
submerged and left the yacht to make land fall. 

Evans was put ashore with a motorcycle supplied by the 
Customs Offi cers from the fi shing boat. The yacht was seen 
to make land fall about a mile from where Evans was put 
ashore. He quickly mounted the bike and stopped a little dis-
tance from the yacht. He watched as the bags of drugs were 
placed in the waiting mining truck. 

Evans spoke into his radio telephone.
“TALLY HOY!”
Back on board the fi shing boat, the Customs Offi cers were 

full of anticipation as they prepared to arrest the yacht Lun-
na Maid.

Meanwhile the chase was on. Evans followed the mining 
truck on his motorbike. He too was soon followed by alerted 
police.

The mining truck stopped at an all-night roadhouse where 
the driver and his made had a break. They left the truck and 
went inside the building.
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Almost at once the blue van appeared. It drove up to the 
waiting truck; a number of men appeared. They gained ac-
cess to the rear of the truck and soon transferred the con-
tents to the van and drove away, unaware they were being 
watched by the police.

Here Evans transferred to an unmarked police car. The 
policeman said, “You want to be at the death?”

The idea was to follow the blue van. It was to be kept under 
surveillance using different vehicles to disguise the fact it 
was being followed. They used a variety of cars, a motor-
cycle, even a bus. The van appeared unaware of the tail!

They travelled all through the night, leaving Qld and into 
New South Wales when the blue van stopped for fuel. The fol-
lowing vehicle just drove past and a new one took its place.

They eventually arrived near Sydney. By this time, Evans 
had been transferred back to the police motorcycle as a pil-
lion passenger. They lost sight of the blue van when a voice 
on the police radio called – “This is Police Helicopter PO-
LAIR 1. Suspect vehicle has turned into gateway of a house.” 
There was a pause. “The van has stopped.”

There was a roar of car engines as police cars overtook the 
police motorbike. Then they took up the chase, arriving at 
the scene a minute later than the rest. There was organised 
confusion. Apparently the police had exchanged shots with 
suspects in the homestead. 

Evans leaped from the bike and raced around to the back 
of the building. There was the sound of breaking glass and 
running footsteps. He recognised the moving fi gure as one 
of the people from the van. In a fl ash, Evans moved. With 
agility like a cheetah’s his arms outstretched, he wrapped 
himself around the legs of the fl eeing fi gure, bringing him 
to the ground.

“Got you!” he shouted.
“Thank you Commander,” said a voice. Evans looked up. It 

was a policeman. “He’s ours now.”
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“By the way, he went on, “the yacht crew has been arrested, 
so has the two on the mining truck.”

“I think we have smashed the Australian connections. Just 
the submarine to fi x.” He grinned. 

“A job for the Navy!”
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CHAPTER XVI

The ocean liner, The Queen Elizabeth had left Hong Kong 
enroute for Australia carrying, so the dockworkers had 
heard, 25 million dollars. Armed with this knowledge, Fer-
nando had arranged for SoYen and some of his men to go 
aboard to take over the ship and steal its precious cargo.

What he didn’t know was that Major Green and the S.A.S. 
were aboard the ship too.

—•—

LeChein’s submarine was shadowing the Queen Elizabeth.
“It won’t be long now.”
“Down periscope,” he said. He smiled to himself.

—•—

On board the Queen Elizabeth Major Green and Sergeant 
Watson were having a drink with the rest of the S.A.S.

“The task force should be along anytime now,” said Wat-
son, looking at his watch. The trap was set.

The ship gave a shudder and then stopped. The loudspeak-
er crackled. The voice of SoYen was heard.

“This ship has been taken over by the Islamic Defence 
Force; anyone who gives us any trouble will be killed.”

“Quick,” said Green. “The purser’s offi ce.”
There they found two armed guards, who were quickly 

disarmed and tied up. By now the ship was in uproar. There 
was shooting and some isolated shots were fi red, as the men 
appeared. 

Through the confusion, the S.A.S. men let themselves into 
the backroom of the purser’s offi ce where they found the 
purser and his assistant bound and gagged.

As they were releasing them the purser said “They did not 
fi nd your weapons, Sir.”

Soon the S.A.S. men were armed from the purser’s store. 
They had been caught off guard, they had hoped that SoYen 
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would have waited for LeChein’s submarine to make an ap-
pearance before taking over the ship.

Green was about to say something vulgar when the phone 
rang.

“This is SoYen of the Islamic Defence, we have this ship 
under our control. You will leave your weapons and give 
yourselves up.”

“Go to Hell,” said Green, slamming the phone down. He 
then tried to locate the Captain of the ship. He fi nally got 
through to hear the offi cer say over the phone.,

“I’m locked in my quarters with my offi cers.”
Green spoke. “Sgt. Watson, you know what to do, free the 

ship’s offi cers.”
Watson and his party of men skirted around the few armed 

guards, which had been posted by SoYen. Here and there 
they passed a body of a dead passenger. 

“Strewth, they have been busy. Heads down boys!”
They arrived at the door to the Captain’s suite. Watson 

kicked in the door and simultaneously threw in two stun 
grenades and clutching their M16 rifl es the rest of the party 
followed. They sprayed the room with bullets hoping they 
did not hurt the hostages. Luck was on their side. The Cap-
tain and the other offi cers were lying on the fl oor. There were 
no signs of any guards.

“They just locked us in and left. I don’t think there’s many 
of them. But they made off with the strongroom keys,” said 
the Captain. The party had by this time been joined by Green 
who told them they had killed a few guards. His information 
was that there were a few left.

Down in the strongroom SoYen and four men were ripping 
through the boxes looking for portable valuable artefacts and 
American dollars. Their information had been right. They 
had found 25 million dollars packed in boxes.

Green was getting anxious. There was no communications 
with engine room. When they managed to get into that part 
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of the ship, everyone was dead. The ship was immobilised. 
There came a shout from some of the passengers. A subma-
rine was surfacing quite close to the ship. The whole of its 
crew were on the deck and fully armed. Boats were lowered 
and the submarine’s crew climbed up onto the Queen Eliza-
beth. A few shots rang out then more shots were heard. By 
this time LeChein had joined his crew and gradually the pas-
sengers were packed in the ship’s lounges. An armed guard 
stood outside, threatening to shoot.

Green’s men were out-numbered but had managed to get 
near the strong room and shoot it out. They killed SoYen and 
captured a European who told him that SoYen had planted 
a bomb at the water line and it would go off in one hour, but 
he wasn’t certain where it had been placed. He would help 
them look.

The shooting continued and gradually the S.A.S. regained 
control of the ship. But LeChein had had enough. He took a 
half-dozen of his crew and returned to the submarine un-
der cover of some accurate gunnery from the sub’s 20mm 
gun, which was manned by Higgins. He was pouring shells 
into the Queen Elizabeth, setting it on fi re. Green’s men had 
found the radio offi ce and the occupants dead.

“I hope they put a Mayday out.”
Green grabbed the phone. After some delay he spoke.
“Captain, what are you going to do?”
“Have to abandon ship,” said the Captain reluctantly. At 

this time the submarine had disappeared beneath the waves. 
Meanwhile the liner burned. Through the smoke of burning 
plastics, the terrifi ed passengers made for the ship’s boats. 
On deck the crew battled the fl ames. Lengths of fi re hoses 
were strewn across the deck. Then a cheer went up as the 
United Nations Task Force under Rear Admiral Brown came 
into sight. He was horrifi ed at the sight of the ocean liner 
burning in the sunlight.

The ships, American, British, Australian, Canadian, low-
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ered boats and went close to the burning ship to help ex-
tinguish the fl ames. On board one of the Patrol Boats was 
Evans. He was looking across towards the desperate scene 
from the boat’s bridge.

“Got a contact, Sir. Range 1,000 yards.”
The report came from the sonar operator.
“Diesel Submarine.”
“Inform the Admiral ‘Have sub contact’.”
The wireless room relayed the message.
“Message from Admiral. ‘Begin depth charging.’”
The patrol boat had reached the point of contact.
“Fire depth charge.”
The charges rained down on the sea, exploding at different 

levels around the submarine.
LeChein was angry, he had been lead into a trap. He had 

tried to fi re a torpedo but the fi ring mechanism had failed. 
The old sub couldn’t take anymore. As these thoughts went 
through his mind a depth charge exploded almost on top 
of them. He couldn’t stay submerged any longer. Water was 
entering the sub.

Evans looked back at the scene of the last exploding depth 
charges. Then he saw it. The swirling waters bubbled and the 
conning tower of the sub appeared. A cheer went up around 
the ships. The top opened, a white fl ag appeared held by Le-
Chein. The game was up. They took LeChein and his crew 
prisoner and handed them over to Admiral Brown. Evans 
went aboard the Queen Elizabeth where the fi res were out. 
He spotted Major Green and a party of prisoners. He thought 
he recognised one.

“Don’t I know you?” said Evans, running his eyes over the 
assembled company. “You’re Ted from Sydney. You owe me 
some money.”

Major Green spoke. “This chap has been a great help. He’s 
found the bomb LeChein had left aboard.”

—•—
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A few months later Commander and Mrs Evans were pres-
ent at the launching of Australia’s fi rst Nuclear Submarine. 
The wife of the Prime Minister was doing the honours. As 
the traditional ceremony was underway, she crashed the 
champagne bottle against the boat’s bow saying, “I name 
this ship Her Majesty’s Australian ship ‘The Fox”. 

Evans said, “She carries sixteen missiles; can stay under-
water for indefi nite periods and is able to destroy half the 
world!”

Betty said, “Thank God LeChein is not the Captain.”

THE END
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WHO, ME?

‘’Come fi shing,” boomed the voice of my next-door neigh-
bour Bob. 

“Who, me?” I said. “Fishing?” 
My fi shing knowledge began and fi nished at the age of 

eight. My experience was confi ned to the time I, with a small 
net attached to a length of bamboo, went hunting for ‘tid-
dlers’ in one of the many streams in my home country of 
Somerset, England. Having been marginally successful in 
fi nding a few ‘whoppers’ and taking them home in an empty 
jam-tin I found along the riverbank. My mother, shocked and 
horrifi ed, said, ‘’Why bring those things home? You can’t eat 
them!”

I suppose she was right after all – at the time it was halfway 
through World War II; you had to be practical. 

‘’You’re on!” I said getting back to my friend Bob. 
“I’ll pick you up, get your pommy hat on, the fl aming sun 

will give you a headache,” he said. 
Margery – that’s the wife – wasn’t keen on the idea. 
“You know you can’t swim.” 
‘’Bob’s got life-jackets,” I ventured. 
“You want your head examined if you ask me,” she said. 
Bob returned driving a Nissan Patrol Wagon with a boat 

in tow. 
“New boat,” I said. “Got it from one of the blokes at the 

R.A.A.F. Base. Hop in.” 
I stepped into the wagon, popped my Esky behind the front 

seat and put my pommy hat on at an angle. It was a white 
peeked cap I had used in the local production of the “Pirates 
of Penzance”! 

“Where are we going?” I said. ‘’Shoal Harbour, near Wollon-
gong.” It was hot, a typical summer day. “I think I’ll have a 
drink.”
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“Suit yourself,” said Bob. I rummaged about until I got the 
lid off my Esky and located a can of orange drink. “Strewth, 
I thought you meant a proper drink, but perhaps I’ll have one 
after all,” he said, thinking of his driver’s licence.

On we went, passing through the industrial City of Wol-
longong. 

‘’Couple of miles and we’ll be there,” said Bob. 
We arrived at the sea of shimmering sand, which abuts the 

main road. We were not alone. 
Hundreds of cars, each with its own boat and trailer. Some 

large and some small, according to how well the owners 
fared in the credit rating with the fi nancial institutions.

‘’Give us a hand,” said Bob. 
He reversed the boat and trailer into the calm sea. I did 

my bit by pushing the nose of the boat. In a few minutes we 
went aboard. Bob started the engine – we were off! What a 
ride, out to sea at 20 Knots. I’ll stop in a minute”, said Bob. We 
were going, miles out to sea. It was breath taking. The sound 
of the Mercury outboard, the rocking of the boat, the spray of 
the splashing waves striking the boat, we rushed along into 
the blue waters of the Pacifi c Ocean. 

Bob the stopped the engine. He sat in the swivelled chair in 
the boat’s cockpit. “Where’s the fi shing gear?” I said as Bob 
searched through the lockers. 

‘’Never mind the fi shing gear, get hold of one of these” he 
said passing me a can of Swan Lager. 

‘’Cheers,” I said as I downed the beer. Fishing, that’s the 
kind of fi shing I like. He passed me another. I swallowed!

THE END
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