



INTRODUCING A FRIEND
When I was asked to introduce Kurt Austin, Joe Zavala, and their friends who serve the National Underwater & Marine Agency, I accepted with great pleasure and enthusiasm. I’ve had the privilege of knowing Kurt and Joe for many years. We first met when they joined NUMA at Admiral Sandecker’s invitation not long after Al Giordino and I came on board. Although we’ve never had the opportunity to work on the same project together, Kurt and Joe’s escapades above and underwater have often fired my imagination and left me wishing I’d done that.
In some ways Kurt and I are similar. He’s a few years younger, and we hardly look alike, but he lives in an old remodeled boathouse on the Potomac River and collects antique dueling pistols, a wise choice when you consider how much simpler they are to maintain and store than the old cars in my aircraft hangar. He’s also into rowing and sailing, which sends me into exhaustion just thinking about it.
Kurt is resourceful and shrewd, and he has more guts than a white shark on steroids. He’s also a genuine nice guy with two tons of integrity who believes in the flag, mothers, and apple pie. To my chagrin, the ladies find him very attractive, even more attractive than they find me. The only obscure conclusion I can reach—it pains me deeply to say so—is that of the two of us, he’s better looking.
I’m happy that Kurt and Joe’s exploits are finally being chronicled from the NUMA Files. There is not the slightest doubt that you will find them both entertaining and an intriguing way to while away the time. I know that I have.
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PRAISE FOR CLIVE CUSSLER AND SERPENT
“In the tradition of Pitt, there’s a lot of underwater excitement.”
—The Plain Dealer (Cleveland)
“Great fun . . . Plenty of hair-raising derring-do.”
—Publishers Weekly
“Simply terrific fun.”
—Kirkus Reviews
“SERPENT is a typical Clive Cussler novel, as the plot is filled with endless excitement, nonstop action, and quite a degree of entertainment. . . . A pleasurable thriller that will entice fans of action tales to want many more novels from the NUMA files.”
—Welcome to Books ’N’ Bytes
“Many twists and turns . . . [and a] devious plot that certainly will delight mystery fans.”
—The Cape Codder



FLOOD TIDE
“Pure Cussler, pure fun . . . The action just keeps accelerating.”
—San Francisco Examiner
“Marvelously entertaining . . . Full of action, intrigue, and beautiful women.”
—San Antonio Express-News
“For pure entertainment, Flood Tide proves as reliable as Pitt’s trusty Colt .45.”
—People
“Pitt confronts one of his most vicious adversaries to date. . . . Cussler’s riveting style, combined with historical fact and legends, make for some of the best adventure reading available.”
—Copley News Service
“Cussler spins his tale with such seamless ease that you’re left breathless. . . . Cussler is just about the best storyteller in the business.”
—New York Post
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PROLOGUE
July 25, 1956
South of Nantucket Island

SO QUICKLY DID THE PALE SHIP APPEAR, SHE SEEMED TO SPRING whole from the depths, gliding like a ghost across the silver pool of luminescence cast by the near full moon. Tiaras of porthole lights glittered along her bone-white sides as she raced eastward in the warm night, her sharply raked bow knifing through the flat seas as easily as a stiletto cutting through black satin.
High in the darkened bridge of the Swedish-American liner Stockholm, seven hours and 130 miles east of New York City, Second Mate Gunnar Nillson scanned the moonlit ocean. The big rectangular windows that wrapped around the wheelhouse gave him a panoramic view as far as he could see. The surface was calm except for a ragged swell here and there. The temperature was in the seventies, a pleasant change from the heavy humid air that weighed over the Stockholm that morning as the liner left its berth at the Fifty-seventh Street pier and headed down the Hudson River. Remains of the woolly overcast drifted in tattered shrouds across the porcelain moon. Visibility was a half dozen miles to starboard.
Nillson swept his eyes to port, where the thin, dark horizon line became lost behind a hazy murkiness that veiled the stars and welded the sky and sea.
For a moment he was lost in the drama of the scene, sobered by the thought of the vast and trackless emptiness yet to be crossed. It was a common feeling among mariners, and it would have lasted longer if not for the tingling in the soles of his feet. The power produced by the massive twin 14,600-horsepower diesels seemed to flow up from the engine room through the vibrating deck and into his body, which swayed almost imperceptibly to adjust for the slight roll. Dread and wonder ebbed, to be replaced by the omnipotent sensation that comes with being in command of a swift liner racing across the ocean at top speed.
At 525 feet stem-to-stern and 69 feet in the beam, the Stockholm was the smallest liner in the transatlantic trade. Yet she was a special ship, sleek as a yacht, with racy lines that swept back from her long forecastle to a stern as softly rounded as a wine glass. Her gleaming skin was all white except for a single yellow funnel. Nillson luxuriated in the power of command. With a snap of his fingers the three crewmen on watch would jump to his orders. With a flick of a lever on the ship’s telegraphs he could set bells clanging and men scurrying to action.
He chuckled, recognizing his hubris for what it was. His four-hour watch was essentially a series of routine tasks aimed at keeping the ship on an imaginary line that would bring it to an imaginary point near the stubby red lightship that guarded Nantucket’s treacherous shoals. There the Stockholm would make the north-easterly turn onto a course that would take its 534 passengers past Sable Island on a straight shot across the Atlantic to the north of Scotland and, finally, Copenhagen Harbor.
Even though he was only twenty-eight and had joined the Stockholm barely three months earlier, Nillson had been on boats since he could walk. As a teenager he’d worked the Baltic Sea herring boats and later served as an apprentice seaman with a huge shipping company. Then came the Swedish Nautical College and a stint in the Swedish navy. The Stockholm was one more step in achieving his dream, to be master of his own ship.
Nillson was an exception to the common tall blond Scandinavian stereotype. There was more of Venice than Viking in him. He had inherited his mother’s Italian genes, along with her chestnut hair, olive skin, small-boned stature, and sunny temperament. Dark-haired Swedes were not unusual. At times Nillson wondered if the Mediterranean warmth lurking in his large brown eyes had anything to do with his captain’s frostiness. More likely it was a combination of Scandinavian reserve and the rigid Swedish maritime tradition of strict discipline. Nevertheless, Nillson worked harder than he had to. He didn’t want to give the captain a single reason to find fault. Even on this peaceful night, with no traffic, near flat seas, and perfect weather, Nillson paced from one wing of the bridge to the other as if the ship were in the teeth of a hurricane.
The Stockholm’s bridge was divided into two spaces, the twenty-foot-wide wheelhouse in front and the separate chartroom behind it. The doors leading out to the wings were left open to the light southwest breeze. At each side of the bridge was an RCA radar set and a ship’s telegraph. At the center of the wheelhouse the helmsman stood on a wooden platform a few inches off the polished deck, his back to the dividing wall, hands gripping the steering wheel, eyes on the face of a gyrocompass to his left. Directly in front of the helm, below the center window, was a course box. The three wooden blocks in the box were printed with numbers to keep the helmsman’s mind focused on the heading.
The blocks were set at 090.
Nillson had come up a few minutes before his eight-thirty watch to look at the weather reports. Fog was forecast for the area near the Nantucket lightship. No surprise there. The warm waters of the Nantucket shoals were a virtual fog factory. The officer going off duty told him the Stockholm was just north of the course set by the captain. How far north he couldn’t tell. The radio positioning beacons were too far away to get a fix.
Nillson smiled. No surprise here, either. The captain always took the same course, twenty miles north of the eastbound sea-lane recommended by international agreement. The route wasn’t mandatory, and the captain preferred the more northerly track because it saved time and fuel.
Scandinavian captains did not do bridge watch, customarily leaving the ship in charge of a single officer. Nillson quickly settled into a series of tasks. Pace the bridge. Check the right-hand radar. Glance at the engine telegraphs on each wing of the bridge to make sure they were set Full Speed Ahead. Scan the sea from a wing. Make sure the two white masthead navigation lights were on. Stroll back into the wheelhouse. Study the gyrocompass. Keep the helmsman on his toes. Pace some more.
The captain came up around nine after having dinner in his cabin directly below the bridge. A taciturn man in his late fifties, he looked older, his craggy profile worn around the edges like a rocky promontory ground smooth by the unrelenting sea. His posture was still ramrod straight, his uniform razor-creased. Iceberg-blue eyes glinted alertly from the weathered ruins of his ruddy face. For ten minutes he paced behind the bridge, gazing at the ocean and sniffing the warm air like a bird dog catching the scent of pheasant. Then he went into the wheelhouse and studied the navigation chart as if in search of an omen.
After a moment he said, “Change course to eighty-seven degrees.”
Nillson turned the oversized dice in the course box to read 087. The captain stayed long enough to watch the helmsman adjust the wheel, then returned to his cabin.
Back in the chartroom Nillson erased the ninety-degree line, penciled in the captain’s new course, and figured the ship’s position by dead reckoning. He extended the track line according to speed and time elapsed and drew in an X. The new line would take them about five miles from the lightship. Nillson figured strong northerly currents would push the ship as close as two miles.
Nillson went over to the radar set near the right door and switched the range from fifteen miles to fifty miles. The thin yellow sweep hand highlighted the slender arm of Cape Cod and the islands of Nantucket and Martha’s Vineyard. Ships were too small for the radar to pick up at that range. He returned the range to its original setting and resumed his pacing.
Around ten the captain returned to the bridge. “I’ll be in my cabin doing paperwork,” he announced. “I’ll make the course change north in two hours. Call me to the bridge if you see the lightship before then.” He squinted out a window as if he sensed something he couldn’t see. “Or if there is fog or other bad weather.”
The Stockholm was now forty miles west of the lightship, close enough to pick up its radio beacon. The radio direction finder indicated that the Stockholm was more than two miles north of the captain’s course. Currents must be pushing the Stockholm north, Nillson concluded.
Another RDF fix minutes later showed the ship nearly three miles north of the course. Still nothing to be alarmed about; he’d simply keep a close eye on it. Standing orders were to call the captain in case of drift off course. Nillson pictured the expression on the captain’s seamed face, the hardly veiled contempt in those sea-bitten eyes. You called me up here from my cabin for this? Nillson scratched his chin in thought. Maybe the problem was with the direction finder. The radio beacons still might be too far away for an accurate fix.
Nillson knew he was a creature of the captain’s will. Yet he was, after all, the officer in command of the bridge. He made his decision.
“Steer eighty-nine,” he ordered the helmsman.
The wheel moved to the right, taking the ship slightly south, closer to the original course.
The bridge crew changed posts as it did every eighty minutes. Lars Hansen came in from standby and took over the helm.
Nillson grimaced, not altogether pleased with the change. He never felt comfortable sharing a shift with the man. The Swedish navy was all business. Officers talked to the crewmen only to give orders. Pleasantries simply were not exchanged. Nillson sometimes broke the rule, quietly sharing a joke or wry observation with a crewman. Never with Hansen.
This was Hansen’s first voyage on the Stockholm. He came on board as a last-minute replacement when the man who signed on hadn’t shown up. According to Hansen’s papers he’d kicked around on a number of ships. Yet nobody could place him, which was hard to believe. Hansen was lantern-jawed, tall, broad-shouldered, and his blond hair was cropped close to the scalp. The same description could apply to a few million other Scandinavian men in their early twenties. It would be hard to forget Hansen’s face. A fierce white scar ran from his prominent cheekbone nearly to the right-hand corner of his mouth, so his lips seemed turned up on one side in a grotesque smile. Hansen had served mostly on freighters, which might explain his anonymity. Nillson suspected it was more likely the man’s behavior. He kept to himself, spoke only when he was spoken to, and then not very much. Nobody ever asked him about his scar.
He turned out to be a good crewman, Nillson had to admit, jumping smartly to orders and carrying them out without a question. Which was why Nillson was puzzled as he checked the compass. On past shifts Hansen had shown himself to be a competent helmsman. Tonight he was letting the ship drift as if his attention were wandering. Nillson understood that it took a while to get the feel of the helm. Except for the current, though, steering was undemanding. No howling wind. No giant seas breaking over the deck. Just move the wheel a little this way, a little that way.
Nillson checked the gyrocompass. No doubt about it. The ship was yawing slightly. He stood close to the helmsman’s shoulder. “Keep a tight line, Hansen,” he said with gentle humor. “This isn’t a warship, you know.”
Hansen’s head swiveled on the muscular neck. The reflected glow from the compass imparted an animal glitter to his eyes and accentuated the deepness of the scar. Heat seemed to radiate from his glare. Sensing a quiet aggressiveness, Nillson almost stepped backward in reflex. He stubbornly held his ground, though, and gestured at the course box numerals.
The helmsman stared at him without expression for a few seconds, then nodded almost imperceptibly.
Nillson made sure the course was steady, mumbled his approval, then escaped into the chartroom.
Hansen gave him the creeps, he thought, shivering as he took another radio fix to see the effect of the drift. Something didn’t make sense. Even with the two-degree correction to the south, the Stockholm was north of the course by three miles.
He went back into the wheelhouse, and without looking at Hansen he ordered,“Two degrees to the right.”
Hansen eased the wheel to ninety-one degrees.
Nillson changed the course box numbers and stayed by the compass until he was satisfied Hansen had brought the ship onto the new tack. Then he bent over the radar, the yellow glow from the scope giving his dark skin a jaundiced tinge. The sweep hand illuminated a blip off to the left side of the screen, about twelve miles away. Nillson raised an eyebrow.
The Stockholm had company.

Unknown to Nillson, the Stockholm’s hull and superstructure were being washed by unseen electronic waves that rippled back to the revolving radar antenna high atop the bridge of a ship speeding toward it from the opposite direction. Minutes earlier, inside the spacious bridge of the Italian Line passenger ship Andrea Doria, the officer manning the radar scope called out to a stocky man wearing a navy beret and a uniform of evening blue.
“Captain, I see a ship, seventeen miles, four degrees to starboard.”
The radar had been monitored constantly at twenty-mile range since three o’clock, when Superior Captain Piero Calamai walked onto the bridge wing and saw gray wisps hovering over the western sea like the souls of drowned men.
Immediately the captain had ordered the ship rigged for running in the fog. The 572-man crew had been on full alert. The foghorn was blowing automatically at hundred-second intervals. The crow’s nest lookout was reassigned to the bow where he’d have a clearer view. The engine-room crew was put on standby, primed to react instantly in an emergency. The doors between the ship’s eleven watertight compartments were sealed.
The Andrea Doria was on the last leg of a 4,000-mile, nine-day voyage from its home port of Genoa carrying 1,134 passengers and 401 tons of freight. Despite the dense fog pressing down on its decks, the Doria cruised at close to its full speed, its massive 35,000-horsepower twin-turbine engines pushing the big ship through the sea at twenty-two knots.
The Italian Line did not gamble with its ships and passengers. Nor did it pay captains to arrive behind schedule. Time was money. No one knew this any better than Captain Calamai, who had commanded the ship on all its transatlantic crossings. He was determined that the ship would arrive in New York not one second beyond the hour it had lost in a storm two nights earlier.
When the Doria had rolled by the lightship at ten-twenty P.M., the bridge could pick the vessel up on radar and hear the lonely moan of its foghorn, but it was invisible at less than a mile away. With the lightship behind them, the Doria’s captain ordered a course due west to New York.
The radar pip was heading east, directly at the Doria. Calamai bent over the radar screen, his brow furrowed, watching the blip’s progress. The radar couldn’t tell the captain what kind of ship he was looking at or how big it was. He didn’t know he was looking at a fast ocean liner. With a combined speed of forty knots, the two ships were closing on each other at the rate of two miles every three minutes.
The ship’s position was puzzling. Eastbound ships were supposed to follow a route twenty miles to the south. Fishing boat, maybe.
Under the rules of the road, ships coming directly at each other on the open sea are supposed to pass port-to-port, left side to left side, like cars approaching from opposite directions. If ships maneuvering to comply with this rule are forced into a dangerous cross-over, they may instead pass starboard-to-starboard.
From the look of the radar, the other vessel would pass safely to the right of the Doria if the two vessels held their same course. Like autos on an English highway, where drivers stay to the left.
Calamai ordered his crew to keep a close eye on the other ship. It never hurt to be cautious.

The ships were about ten miles apart when Nillson switched on the light underneath the Bial maneuvering board next to the radar set and prepared to transfer the blip’s changing position to paper.
He called out, “What’s our heading, Hansen?”
“Ninety degrees,” the helmsman replied evenly.
Nillson marked X’s on the plotting board and drew lines between them, checked the blip again, then ordered the stand-by lookout to keep watch from the port bridge wing. His plot line had shown the other ship speeding in their direction on a parallel course, slightly to the left. He went out onto the wing and probed the night with binoculars. No sign of another vessel. He paced back and forth from wing to wing, stopping at the radar with each pass. He called for another heading report.
“Still ninety degrees, sir,” Hansen said.
Nillson started over to check the gyrocompass. Even the slightest deviation could be critical, and he wanted to make certain the course was true. Hansen reached up and pulled the lanyard over his head. The ship’s bell rang out six times. Eleven o’clock. Nillson loved hearing ship’s time. On a late shift, when loneliness and boredom combined, the pealing of the ship’s bell embodied the romantic attachment he had felt for the sea as a youngster. Later he would remember that clanging as the sound of doom.
Distracted from his intended chore, Nillson peered into the radar scope and made another mark on the plotting board.
Eleven o’clock. Seven miles separated the two ships.
Nillson calculated that the ships would pass each other port-to-port with more than enough distance in between. He went out on the wing again and peered through binoculars off to the left. Maddening. There was only darkness where radar showed a ship to be. Maybe the running lights were broken. Or it was a navy ship on maneuvers.
He looked off to the right. The moon was shining brightly on the water. Back to the left. Still nothing. Could the ship be in a fog bank? Unlikely. No ship would move that fast in dense fog. He considered decreasing the Stockholm’s speed. No. The captain would hear the jangle of the ship’s telegraph and come running. He’d call that frosty-assed bastard after the ships had safely passed.
At 11:03 radar on both vessels showed them four miles apart.
Still no lights.
Nillson again considered calling the captain, and again dismissed the idea. Nor did he give the order to sound warning signals as required by international law. A waste of time. They were on open ocean, the moon was out, and visibility must be five miles.
The Stockholm continued to cut through the night at eighteen knots.
The man in the crow’s nest called out, “Lights to port!”
Finally.
Later, analysts would shake their heads in puzzlement, wondering how two radar-equipped ships could be drawn together like magnets on the open ocean.
Nillson strode onto the left bridge wing and read the other ship’s lights. Two white pinpoints, one high, one low, glowed in darkness. Good. The position of the lights indicated that the ship would pass off to the left. The red portside light came into view, confirming that the ship was heading away from the Stockholm. The ships would pass port-to-port. Radar put the distance at more than two miles. He glanced at the clock. It was 11:06 P.M.

From what the Andrea Doria’s captain could see on the radar screen, the ships should pass each other safely on the right. When the ships were less than three and a half miles apart, Calamai ordered a four-degree turn to the left to open up the gap between them. Soon a spectral glow appeared in the fog, and gradually white running lights became visible. Captain Calamai expected to see the green light on the other ship’s starboard side. Any time now.
One mile apart.
Nillson remembered how an observer said the Stockholm could turn on a dime and give you eight cents change. It was time to put that nimbleness to use.
“Starboard two points,” he ordered the helm. Like Calamai, he wanted more breathing room.
Hansen brought the wheel two complete turns to the right. The ship’s bow went twenty degrees to starboard.
“Straighten out to midships and keep her steady.”
The telephone rang on the wall. Nillson went over to answer it.
“Bridge,” Nillson said. Confident of a safe passing, he faced the wall, his back to the windows.
The crow’s nest lookout was calling. “Lights twenty degrees to port.”
“Thank you,” Nillson replied, and hung up. He went over and checked the radar, unaware of the Doria’s new trajectory. The blips were now so close to each other the reading didn’t make any sense to him. He went to the port wing and, without any urgency, raised his binoculars to his eyes and focused on the lights.
Calmness deserted him.
“My God.” He gasped, seeing the change in the masthead lights for the first time.
The high and low lights had reversed themselves. The ship no longer had its red portside light to him. The light was green. Starboard side. Since he’d last looked, the other ship seemed to have made a sharp turn to its left.
Now the blazing deck lights of a huge black ship loomed from the thick fog bank that had kept it hidden and presented its right side directly in the path of the speeding Stockholm
He shouted a course change. “Hard a-starboard!”
Spinning around, he gripped the levers of the ship’s telegraph with both hands, yanked them to Stop, then all the way down as if he could bring the ship to a halt by sheer determination. An insane jangle filled the air.
Full Speed Astern.
Nillson turned back to the helm. Hansen stood there like a stone guardian outside a pagan temple.
“Damn it, I said hard a-starboard!” Nillson shouted, his voice hoarse.
Hansen began to turn the wheel. Nillson couldn’t believe his eyes. Hansen wasn’t rotating the wheel to starboard, which would have given them a chance, even a slight one, to avoid a collision. He spun it slowly and deliberately to the left.
The Stockholm’s bow swung into a deadly turn.
Nillson heard a foghorn, knew it must belong to the other ship.
The engine room was in chaos. The crew was frantically turning the wheel that would stop the starboard engine. They scrambled to open the valves that would reverse power and stop the port engine. The ship shuddered as braking took hold. Too late. The Stockholm flew like an arrow at the unprotected ship.
In the port wing Nillson hung on grimly to the ship’s telegraph.

Like Nillson, Captain Calamai had watched the masthead lights materialize, reverse themselves, saw the red portside light glowing like a ruby on black velvet. Realized the other ship had made a sharp right turn directly into the Doria’s path.
No warning. No foghorn or whistle.
Stopping was out of the question at this speed. The ship would need miles of room to skid to a halt.
Calamai had seconds to act. He could order a right turn, directly toward the danger, hoping that the ships would brush each other. Maybe the speeding Doria could outrun the attacking ship.
Calamai made a desperate decision.
“All left,” he barked.
A bridge officer called out. Did the captain want the engines shut down? Calamai shook his head. “Maintain full speed.” He knew the Doria turned better at higher velocity.
In a blur of spokes the helmsman whipped the wheel around to port using both hands. The whistle shrieked twice to signal the left turn. The big ship struggled against its forward momentum for a half mile before it heeled into the start of the turn.
The captain knew he was taking a big risk in exposing the Doria’s broad side. He prayed that the other vessel would bear off while there was still time. He still couldn’t believe the ships were on a collision course. The whole thing seemed like a dream.
A shout from one of his officers snapped him back to reality. “She’s coming right at us!”
The oncoming ship was pointed at the starboard wing where Calamai watched in horror. The sharp upturned bow seemed to be aimed directly at him.
The Doria’s skipper had a reputation for being tough and in control. But at that moment he did what any sane man would have done in his position. He ran for his life.

The Swedish ship’s reinforced bow pierced the metal skin of the speeding Andrea Doria as easily as a bayonet, penetrating almost a third of the liner’s ninety-foot width before it came to rest.
With a weight of 29,100 tons, more than twice that of the Stockholm, the Italian liner dragged the vessel with it, pivoting around the point of impact below and aft of the starboard bridge wing. As the stricken Doria plunged ahead, the Stockholm’s crumpled prow pulled free, ripping open seven of the liner’s ten passenger decks like a raptor’s beak tearing into the flesh of its victim. It scraped along the long black hull in a bright shower of sparks.
The gaping wedge-shaped hole that yawned in the Doria’s side was forty feet at the top and narrowed to seven feet below sea level at the bottom.
Thousands of gallons of seawater rushed into the massive wound and filled empty outboard fuel tanks torn open in the collision. The ship tilted to the right under the weight of five hundred tons of seawater that flooded into the generator room. An oily river poured through an access tunnel and manholes and began to rise through the floor gratings of the engine room. The struggling engine crew slid on the oil-slicked decks like circus clowns taking pratfalls.
More water gushed in, surged around the undamaged empty fuel tanks on the port side, and buoyed them up like soap bubbles.
Within minutes of being hit, the Doria had heeled over into a severe list.

Nillson expected to be flung to the floor by the impact. The jolt was surprisingly soft yet strong enough to jar him from his paralysis. He dashed from the wheelhouse into the chartroom and lunged for the alarm button that would close the Stockholm’s watertight doors.
The captain roared onto the bridge. “What in God’s name happened?”
Nillson tried to mouth an answer. The words stuck in his throat. He was at a loss to describe the scene. Hansen ignoring his order to go to starboard. The blurred spin of the wheel to port. Hansen leaning forward into the wheel, hands tightly clutching the spokes as if frozen in time. No fear, no horror in his eyes. Only a glacial blue coldness. Nillson thought it was a trick of the light at first, the illumination from the gyrocompass housing catching the ugly scar. There was no mistake. As the ships hurtled toward certain disaster, the man was smiling.
There was no doubt in his mind. Hansen had deliberately rammed the other ship, aiming the Stockholm as if he were riding a torpedo. No doubt, too, that nobody, not the captain or anyone else on the ship, would ever believe such a thing could happen.
Nillson’s anguished eyes shifted from the captain’s angry face to the helm as if the answer lay there. The deserted wheel spun madly out of control.
In all the confusion Hansen had vanished.

Jake Carey was shocked from his slumber by a doomful metallic thunderclap. The hollow boom lasted only an instant before it was followed by the tortured shriek of steel against steel and a terrifying crumple and crunch as if the upper deck cabin were imploding. Carey’s eyes blinked open, and he stared fearfully at what looked to be a moving grayish-white wall, only a few feet away.
Carey had drifted off to sleep minutes before. He had kissed his wife, Myra, good night and slipped beneath the cool sheets of a twin bed in their first-class cabin. Myra read a few pages of her novel until her eyelids drooped. She switched off the light, pulled the blanket close around her neck, and sighed, with pleasant memories of the sun-baked Tuscan vineyards still in her head.
Earlier, she and Jake had toasted the success of their Italian sojourn with champagne in the first-class dining room. Carey had suggested a nightcap in the Belvedere Lounge, but Myra replied that if she heard the band play “Arrivederci Roma” one more time, she’d swear off spaghetti forever. They retired shortly before ten-thirty P.M.
After strolling hand-in-hand past the shops in the foyer deck, they took the elevator one level up and walked forward to their large upper-deck cabin on the starboard side. They put their luggage out in the corridor, where the stewards would collect it in anticipation of the ship’s arrival in New York the next day. There was a slight roll to the ship because the vessel had become more top-heavy as fuel in the big hull tanks was used up. The motion was like being rocked in a giant cradle, and before long Myra Carey, too, fell asleep.
Now her husband’s bed lurched violently. He was catapulted into the air as if he’d been launched from a siege machine. He floated in free fall for several lifetimes before splashing into a deep pool of darkness.

Death stalked the decks of the Andrea Doria.
It roamed from the posh cabins on the higher levels to the tourist-class accommodations below the waterline. Fifty-two people lay dead or dying in the wake of the crash. Ten cabins were demolished in the first-class deck where the hole was at its widest. The hole was at its narrowest at the bottom, but the cabins below the waterline were smaller and more crowded, so the effect was even more devastating.
Passengers died or lived according to the whims of fate. A first-class passenger who’d been brushing his teeth ran back to the bedroom to find the wall gone, his wife vanished. On the deluxe foyer deck two people were killed instantly. Twenty-six Italian immigrants in the smaller, cheaper cabins of the lowermost deck were right in line with the collision and died in a mass of crushed steel. Among them were a woman and her four young children. There were miracles as well. A young girl scooped out of a first-class cabin woke up in the Stockholm’s crumpled bow. In another cabin the ceiling crashed down on a couple, but they managed to crawl out into the corridor.
Those from the two lowest decks had the toughest struggle, fighting their way up the slanting smoke-filled passageways against a stream of oil-slicked black water. Gradually people began to work their way to the muster stations and waited for instructions.
Captain Calamai was at the far side of the undamaged bridge when the ships hit. Recovering from his initial shock, he pulled the ship’s telegraph lever to Stop. The ship eventually came to a halt in the deep fog.
The second officer strode to the inclinometer, the instrument that measured the ship’s angle.
“Eighteen degrees,” he said. A few minutes later he said, “Nineteen degrees.”
Cold fingers brushed the captain’s heart. The list should be no more than fifteen degrees, even with two compartments flooded. A tilt of more than twenty degrees would overwhelm the watertight compartments.
Logic was telling him the situation was impossible. The designers guaranteed that the ship would remain on an even keel with any group of two compartments flooded. He called for damage reports from each deck, especially on the status of the watertight doors, and ordered an SOS sent out with the ship’s position.
Officers rushed back to the bridge with damage reports. The engine-room crew was pumping the starboard compartments, but water was coming in faster than they could get it out. The boiler room was flooded, and water was flowing into two more compartments.
The problem was at A Deck, supposed to serve as a steel lid over the transverse bulkheads that divided the ship into compartments. Water was flowing down those passenger stairways into the other compartments.
The officer called out the new reading. “Twenty-two degrees.”
Captain Calamai didn’t have to look at the inclinometer to know the list had passed the point where it could be corrected. The evidence was in the slant of the chart-littered floor right at his feet.
The ship was dying.
He was numb with grief. The Andrea Doria was not just any ship. The twenty-nine-million-dollar Queen of the Italian Line was the most magnificent and luxurious passenger vessel afloat. Barely four years old, it was launched to show the world that the Italian merchant marine was back in business after the war. With its graceful black hull and white superstructure, the rakish red, white, and green funnel, the liner looked more like the work of a sculptor than a marine architect.
Moreover, this was his ship. He had commanded the Doria on her trial runs and on a hundred Atlantic crossings. He knew her decks better than the rooms of his own home. He never tired of strolling from one end to the other, like a spectator in a museum, breathing in the work of thirty-one of Italy’s finest artists and artisans, glorying in the Renaissance beauty of the mirrors, gilt, crystal, rare woods, fine tapestries, and mosaics. Surrounded by the massive mural that lionized Michelangelo and other Italian masters, he would pause in the first-class lounge before the massive bronze statue of Andrea Doria, second only to Columbus in greatness. The old Genoese admiral stood ready as always to draw his sword at the first sign of a Barbary pirate.
All this was about to be lost.
The passengers were the captain’s first responsibility. He was about to give the order to abandon ship when an officer reported on the lifeboat situation. The lifeboats on the port side were unlaunchable. That left eight boats on the starboard side. They were hanging far out over the water. Even if they could be launched, there was room enough for only half the passengers. He didn’t dare give the order to abandon ship. Panic-stricken passengers would rush to the port side, and there’d be chaos.
He prayed that passing ships had heard their SOS and could find them in the fog.
There was nothing he could do but wait.

Angelo Donatelli had just delivered a trayful of martinis to a raucous table of New Yorkers celebrating their last night aboard the Doria when he glanced toward one of the draped windows that took up three walls of the elegant Belvedere Lounge. Something, a flicker of movement, had caught his eye.
The lounge was on the front of the boat deck, with its open promenade, and in the daytime or on clear nights first-class passengers normally had a wide view of the sea. Most passengers had given up trying to see anything through the soft gray wall that enclosed the lounge. It was only dumb luck that Angelo looked up and saw the lights and rails of a big white ship moving through the fog.
“Dios mio,” he murmured.
The words had barely left his lips when there was an explosion that sounded like a monster firecracker. The lounge was plunged into darkness.
The deck shifted violently. Angelo lost his balance, fought to regain it, and, with the circular tray clutched in one hand, did a tolerable imitation of the famous Greek statue of a discus thrower. The handsome Sicilian from Palermo was a natural athlete who’d kept his agility tuned to a fine edge weaving in and out of tables and balancing drinks.
The emergency lights kicked in as he scrambled to his feet. The three couples at his table had been thrown from their chairs onto the floor. He helped the women up first. No one seemed seriously hurt. He looked around.
The beautiful lounge, with its softly lit tapestries, paintings, and wood carvings and its glossy blond paneling, was in a turmoil. The shiny dance floor, where seconds before couples had been gliding to the strains of “Arrivederci Roma,” was a jumble of squirming bodies. The music had stopped abruptly, to be replaced by cries of pain and dismay. Band members extricated themselves from the tangle of instruments. There were broken bottles and glasses everywhere, and the air reeked with the smell of alcohol. Vases of fresh flowers had spilled onto the floor.
“What in God’s name was that?” one of the men said.
Angelo held his tongue, not sure even now of what he had seen. He looked at the window again and saw only the fog.
“Maybe we hit an iceberg,” the man’s wife ventured tentatively.
“An iceberg? For Chrissakes, Connie, you’re talking the coast of Massachusetts. In July.”
The woman pouted. “Well, then, maybe it was a mine.”
He looked over at the band and grinned. “Whatever it was, it got them to stop playing that goddamn song.”
They all laughed at the joke. Dancers were brushing their clothes off, the musicians inspecting their instruments for damage. Bartenders and waiters rushed about.
“We’ve got nothing to worry about,” another man said. “One of the officers told me they built this ship to be unsinkable.”
His wife stopped checking her makeup in the mirror of her compact. “That’s what they said about the Titanic,” she said with alarm.
Tense silence. Then a quick exchange of fearful glances. As if they’d heard a silent signal, the three couples hastily made for the nearest exit like birds flying off a clothesline.
Angelo’s first instinct was to clear the table of glasses and wipe it down. He laughed softly. “You’ve been a waiter too long,” he said under his breath.
Most of the people in the room were back on their feet, and they were using them to move toward the exits. The lounge was quickly emptying out. If Angelo didn’t leave, he’d be all alone. He shrugged, tossed his dish towel on the floor, then headed for the nearest doorway to find out what was going on.

Black waves threatened to drag Jake Carey under for good. He fought against the dark current tugging at his body, crawled onto the slippery edge of consciousness, and hung on grimly. He heard a moan and realized it was coming from his own lips. He moaned again, this time on purpose. Good. Dead men don’t moan. His next thought was of his wife.
“Myra!” he called out.
He heard a faint stirring in the gray darkness. Hope surged in his breast. He called his wife’s name again.
“Over here.” Myra’s voice was muffled as if coming from a distance.
“Thank God! Are you all right?”
A pause. “Yes. What happened? I was asleep—”
“I don’t know. Can you move?”
“No.”
“I’ll come help you,” Carey said. He lay on his left side, arm pinned under his body, a weight pressing on his right side. His legs were locked tight. Icy fear gripped him. Maybe his back was broken. He tried again. Harder. The jagged pain that shot up from his ankle to his thigh brought tears to his eyes, but it meant he wasn’t paralyzed. He stopped struggling. He’d have to think this thing through. Carey was an engineer who’d made a fortune building bridges. This was no different from any other problem that could be solved by applications of logic and persistence. And lots of luck.
He pushed with his right elbow and felt soft fabric. He was under the mattress. He shoved harder, angling his body for leverage. The mattress gave, then would move no more. Christ, the whole bloody ceiling could be on top of him. Carey took a deep breath, and, using every ounce of strength in his muscular arm, he pushed again. The mattress slid off onto the floor.
With both arms free he reached down and felt something solid on top of his ankle. Exploring the surface with his fingers, he figured out it was the chest of drawers that had been between the twin beds. The mattress must have shielded him from pieces of the wall and ceiling. With two hands free, he lifted the dresser a few inches and slid his legs out one at a time. He rubbed circulation gently back into his ankles. They were bruised and painful but not broken. He slowly got up on his hands and knees.
“Jake.” Myra’s voice again. Weaker.
“I’m coming, sweetheart. Hold on.”
Something was wrong. Myra’s voice seemed to issue from the other side of the cabin wall. He flicked on a light switch. The cabin remained in darkness. Disoriented, he crawled through the wreckage. His groping fingers found a door. He cocked his head, listening to what sounded like surf against the shore and gulls screaming in the background. He staggered to his feet, cleared rubble from around the door, and opened it on a nightmare.
The corridor was crowded with pushing and shoving passengers who were cast in an amber hue by the emergency lighting. Men, women, and children, some fully dressed, some in their nightclothes under their coats, some bare-handed, others lugging bags, pushed, shoved, walked, or crawled as they fought their way toward the upper deck. The hallway was filled with dust and smoke and tilted like the floor of a fun house. A few passengers trying to get to their cabins struggled against the human river like salmon swimming against the current.
Carey glanced back at the door he had just come through and realized from the numbers that he’d crawled out of the cabin adjoining his. He must have been thrown from one cabin to the other. That night in the lounge he and Myra had talked to the cabin’s occupants, an older Italian-American couple returning from a family reunion. He prayed that they hadn’t followed their usual practice of retiring early.
Carey muscled his way through the throng to his cabin door. It was locked. He went back into the cabin he’d just come out of and pushed through the debris toward the wall. Several times he stopped to move furniture and push pieces of ceiling or wall aside. Sometimes he crawled over the wreckage, sometimes he wriggled under it, driven by a new urgency. The tilted deck meant the ship was taking on water. He got to the wall and called out his wife’s name again. She replied from the other side. Frantic now, he groped for any opening in the barrier, found the bottom was loose, and pulled until he made a hole big enough for him to squeeze through on his belly.
His cabin was in semidarkness, shapes and objects awash in a faint light. He stood up and looked toward the source of the illumination. A cool salty breeze blew against his sweaty face. He couldn’t believe his eyes. The outside cabin wall was gone! In its place was a gigantic hole through which he could see moonlight reflected on the ocean. He worked feverishly, and minutes later he was at his wife’s side. He wiped the blood off her forehead and cheeks with a corner of his pajama top and tenderly kissed her.
“I can’t move,” she said almost apologetically.
Whatever it was that had sent him hurling into the next cabin had ripped the steel frame of Myra’s bed from the floor and pushed it against the wall like the spring in a mousetrap. Myra was in a near upright position, luckily cushioned from the pressure of the tangle of bedsprings by the mattress but jammed against the wall by the frame. To her back was the steel shaft of a ship’s elevator. Her one free arm dangled at her right side.
Carey wrapped his fingers around the edge of the frame. He was in his mid-fifties but still strong from his days as a laborer. He pulled with the considerable power of his big body. The frame yielded slightly only to spring back in place soon as he let go. He tried to pry the frame with a length of wood but stopped when Myra called out in pain. He tossed the wood aside in disgust.
“Darling,” he said, trying to keep his voice calm,“I’m going to get help. I’ll have to leave you. Just a little while. I’ll be back. I promise.”
“Jake, you have to save yourself. The ship—”
“You’re not getting rid of me that easily, my love.”
“Don’t be stubborn, for Godsakes.”
He kissed her face again. Her skin, normally so warm to the touch, felt clammy. “Think about sunshine in Tuscany while you’re waiting. I’ll be back soon. Promise.” He squeezed her hand and, unlocking the door from the inside, went out into the corridor without the slightest idea what he was going to do. A strong-looking heavyset man came toward him. Jake grabbed the man’s shoulder and started to ask for help.
“Outtamyway!” With a white-eyed stare the man shouldered Jake aside despite Carey’s size.
He tried frantically to recruit a couple more men before giving up. No Samaritans here. It was like trying to snag a steer out of a thirst-crazed herd of cattle stampeding for a water hole. He couldn’t blame them for running for their lives. He’d be dragging Myra for high ground if she were free. He decided his fellow passengers would be useless. He had to find someone from the crew. Struggling to keep his footing against the slant of the deck, he joined the throng heading for the higher decks.

Angelo had made a quick survey of the ship and didn’t like what he saw, especially on the starboard side, which was dipping ever lower toward the sea.
Five lifeboats had been launched, and all were filled with crew. Dozens of frightened waiters and kitchen help were jumping into the dangerously overloaded boats and pulling toward a white ship. One look at the ship’s crumpled bow and the gaping hole in the side of the Doria told Angelo what had happened. Angelo thanked God that many of the passengers were out of their cabins celebrating the last night aboard when the boats hit.
He headed for the port side. It was tough climbing up the slanted deck whose surface was slicked with oil and water from the shoes of passengers and crew. He pulled himself up inch by inch along a passageway by holding on to handrails and door jambs, and finally made it to the promenade deck. Most of the passengers had instinctively gravitated to the side farther from the water. There they awaited instructions. In the glare of emergency lighting they clung to deck chairs that were bolted to the floor or huddled apprehensively among the piles of baggage placed there earlier in preparation for docking. The crew did their best to tend to broken arms and legs. Bumps and bruises would have to wait.
Some people were dressed in evening wear, others in the clothes they wore to bed. They were amazingly calm except for those times when the ship shuddered. Then cries of anguish and anger filled the damp air. Angelo knew that composure would quickly change to hysteria if word spread that some crewmen were taking the only lifeboats and leaving the passengers behind on a sinking ship.
The promenade deck was designed so passengers could step through the sliding windows into the lifeboats that hung down from the boat deck. The ship’s officers and what was left of the crew worked fruitlessly to unhook the lifeboats. The davits hadn’t been made to work at a steep angle, and it was impossible to release the boats. Angelo’s heart fell. That’s why the passengers hadn’t been instructed to abandon ship. The captain was afraid of a panic!
With one half of the lifeboats carrying off the ship’s crew and the other half useless, there weren’t enough for the passengers. Not even enough life jackets to go around from the look of it. There was no escape for the passengers if the boat sank. For a fleeting moment he considered sliding back to the starboard side and jumping ship with the other crewmen. He shook the thought away and instead grabbed a pile of life jackets from another crewman and started passing them out. Damned Sicilian code of honor. One of these days it was going to kill him.
“Angelo!”
A bloody apparition elbowed its way through the milling crowd, calling out his name.
“Angelo, it’s me, Jake Carey.”
The tall American with the pretty wife. Mrs. Carey was old enough to be his mother, but mamma mia, those big beautiful eyes and the way her middle-aged pounds had added a ripe voluptuousness to her once-youthful curves. Angelo had fallen in love with her instantly, a young man’s innocent lust. The Careys had tipped him generously and, more important, treated him with respect. Others, even fellow Italians, looked down on his dark Sicilian skin.
That Jake Carey had been the picture of American prosperity, still fit in his mid-fifties, wide shoulders filling out his sports jacket, trim gray hair, tanned face. The well-dressed passenger he’d seen earlier that evening was gone. The wild-eyed man rushing toward him wore ripped pajamas caked with dust and dirt, the front smeared with a big red stain. He came over and grabbed Angelo, gripping his arm so hard that it hurt.
“Thank God, someone I know,” he said wearily.
Angelo searched the crowd with his eyes. “Where is Signora Carey?”
“Trapped in our cabin. I need your help.” Fire burned in his eyes.
“I come,” Angelo replied without a moment’s hesitation.
He caught the attention of a steward and shoved the life jackets at him, then followed Carey toward the nearest stair-way. Carey put his head down and bulled his way through the tide of humanity streaming onto the deck. Angelo clutched the back of Carey’s soiled pajama top so he wouldn’t lose him. They dashed down one staircase to the upper deck, where most of the first-class cabins were. By then only a few oil-covered stragglers were making their way along the hallways.
Angelo was shocked when he saw Mrs. Carey. She looked as if she were in a medieval torture rack. Her eyes were closed, and for an instant he thought she was dead. But at her husband’s gentle touch her eyelids fluttered.
“Told you I’d be back, darling,” Carey said. “Look, Angelo here has come to help.”
Angelo took her hand and gallantly kissed it. She gave him a melting smile.
Both men grabbed the bed frame and pulled, grunting more with frustration than exertion, ignoring the pain from the sharp metal edge cutting into the flesh of their palms. The frame gave a few inches more than it had earlier. As soon as they let go, it sprang back into place. With each attempt, Mrs. Carey clamped her eyes and lips tight. Carey cursed. He’d gotten his way so often with simple strength, he’d become used to winning. But not this time.
“We need more men,” he said, panting.
Angelo shrugged with embarrassment. “Most of the crew is already on the lifeboats.”
“Jeezus,” Carey whispered. It had been hard enough finding Angelo. Carey thought for a moment, looking at the problem from an engineer’s point of view.
“We could do it, just the two of us,” he said finally. “If we had a jack.”
“What?” The waiter looked puzzled.
“A jack.” Carey struggled for the right word, gave up, and made pumping motions with his hand. “For an automobile.”
Angelo’s dark eyes brightened with understanding. “Ah,” he said. “A lever. For an auto.”
“That’s right,” Carey said with growing excitement. “Look, we could put it here and pry the frame away from the wall so we’ll have space to pull Myra out.”
“Si. The garage. I come back.”
“Yes, that’s right, the garage.” Carey glanced at his wife’s stricken face. “But you must hurry.”
Carey was never a man to take things for granted. Angelo might bolt for the nearest lifeboat as soon as he left the cabin. Carey wouldn’t blame him. He gripped Angelo’s elbow.
“I can’t tell you how much I appreciate this, Angelo. When we get back to New York, I’ll make sure you’re rewarded.”
“Hey, Signor. I don’t do this for money.” He grinned, blew a kiss at Mrs. Carey, and disappeared from the cabin, grabbing a life jacket on the way out.
He ran down the hallway, descended a staircase to the foyer deck, and got no farther. The Stockholm’s bow had penetrated almost to the chapel, leaving the foyer a mess of twisted metal and shattered glass. He moved away from the main damage area and followed a central corridor that took him toward the stern, then went down another set of stairs to A Deck. Again, many of the starboard cabins had simply vanished. Once more he made his way down to the next deck using a circuitous route.
Angelo stopped and crossed himself each time before he descended to another deck. The gesture gave him comfort even though he knew it was futile. Not even God would be crazy enough to follow him down to the bowels of a sinking ship.
He paused to get his bearings. He was on B Deck, where the garage and many of the smaller cabins were located. The fifty-car Grande Autorimessa was sandwiched between the forward tourist-class cabins. The air-conditioned garage stretched the width of the ship. Doors on both sides allowed cars to drive directly onto the pier. Angelo had only been below once before. One of the garage men, a fellow Sicilian, wanted to show him the wonder car Chrysler was shipping back from Italy. The streamlined Norseman had taken a year to design, and Ghia of Turin had spent another fifteen months hand-building the hundred-thousand-dollar machine. He could see the breathtakingly beautiful modern lines through openings in the crate that protected it. The two men were more interested in a Rolls-Royce that a rich American from Miami Beach was shipping home from his Paris honeymoon. Angelo and his friend took turns pretending they were the Rolls’s chauffeur and passenger.
Angelo remembered being told that there were nine cars in the garage. Maybe one would have a jack he could get at. He wasn’t hopeful after seeing the extent of the starboard damage. The other ship would have ripped right through the garage wall. He paused in the gloom to catch his breath and wipe the sweat from his eyes. Now what? Flight? Mamma mia. What if the lights go out? He’d never find his way. Fear tugged at his legs, tried to set them in motion.
Wait.
The day he visited the garage his friend showed him another vehicle, an oversized armored truck, in a far corner away from the impact side. No markings had been visible on the shiny black metal body. When Angelo asked about it, his friend simply rolled his eyes and shrugged. Gold maybe. He only knew that it was guarded day and night. Even as they talked, Angelo had seen a man in a dark gray uniform watching them until they left the cargo space.
The deck trembled under his feet. The ship listed another degree or so. Angelo went beyond fear and was now in the throes of genuine terror.
His heartbeat ratcheted up several notches. Slowed as the ship settled. He wondered how close it was to rolling over. He looked at the life jacket he’d been carrying and laughed. The vest would not do much good if the ship capsized and sank with him deep in its belly. Five minutes. That’s all he’d give it. Then it was up to the top deck as quick as a rabbit. He and Carey would work something out. They had to. He found the entrance to the garage. He took a deep breath, opened the door, and stepped through.
The cavernous space was black except for yellow puddles from the emergency lights in the high ceilings. He glanced toward the starboard side and saw rippling reflections on the floor where the garage was taking on water. Water surged around his ankles. Seawater must be pouring in, and if the garage weren’t filled yet, it would be so in minutes. Chances were that any cars in the way would have been crushed by the knifing bow. He wouldn’t have much time. He started along a wall toward the far corner. He could see the boxy shape in the shadows and the glint of light off its dark windows. Logic was telling him it would be a dangerous waste of time to go any farther. Get out of the hold and to the top deck. Pronto. Before the garage became a fish tank.
The image came to him of Mrs. Carey, pinned against the wall like a butterfly. The truck was her last chance, yet no chance at all. Most likely the jack would be locked inside. He had convinced himself he would have to leave empty-handed and stopped to take one last longing look at the truck. That’s when he discovered he wasn’t alone.
A pencil-thin beam split the darkness near the truck. Then another. Flashlights. Then portable lamps flared and were placed on the floor so as to illuminate the truck. In their light he could see people moving around. There appeared to be several men. Some wore gray uniforms, others black business suits. They had the side and back door of the truck open. He couldn’t see what they were doing, except that they seemed to be very intent on their work. He was about two-thirds of the way across the garage and opened his mouth to call out “Signores.” The word never left his lips.
Something was moving in the shadows. Gray-clad figures appeared suddenly like actors on a darkened stage. Vanished into the darkness. Appeared again. Four of them, all wearing engine-room coveralls, moving across the breadth of the hold. Something about their furtiveness, like the stealth of a cat stalking a bird, told Angelo to remain quiet. A guard turned, saw the approaching figures, shouted a warning, and reached for the holstered gun at his hip.
The men in coveralls dropped to one knee with military precision and raised the objects they’d been carrying to their shoulders. That smooth and deliberate motion told Angelo he’d been mistaken about the tools. You didn’t grow up in the home of the Mafia not knowing what a machine gun looked like and how it was aimed.
Four muzzle barrels opened fire simultaneously, concentrating on the immediate threat, the guard, who had his gun out and was aiming it. The fusillade ripped into him, and his gun went flying. His body virtually disintegrated in a scarlet cloud of blood, flesh, and clothing from the impact of hundreds of soft-nosed bullets. The guard gyrated, caught in a grotesque slow-motion death dance by the stroboscopic effect of the white-hot muzzle blasts.
The others tried to scramble for cover, only to be brought down by the merciless hail of lead before they could take a step. The metal walls echoed and reechoed with the ugly chatter and the mad whine of bullets ricocheting off the armored truck and the wall behind it. Even after it was quite clear that no one could have survived, the men with the guns continued to move forward, firing at the supine bodies.
Suddenly all was silent.
A purple pall of smoke hung in the air, which was thick with the smell of cordite and death.
The killers methodically turned over each body. Angelo thought he would go mad. He stood flat against the bulkhead frozen with fear, cursing his luck. He must have stumbled onto a robbery! He expected the killers to start removing sacks of money from the truck. Instead they did a peculiar thing. They lifted the bleeding bodies out of the rising water, dragged them one by one around to the back of the truck. Then they stuffed them inside, slammed the door, and bolted it shut.
Angelo felt a coldness at his feet that had nothing to do with fear. The water had risen to where he stood. He backed away from the truck, staying in the shadows. As he neared the door he’d come through, the water rose to his knees. Before long it was up to his armpits. He put on the life jacket he’d been clutching like a child’s security blanket. Quietly breaststroking, he made his way to the door. He turned around in the water for one last look. One of the killers stared briefly in Angelo’s direction. Then he and the others cast their weapons aside, waded into the water, and began to swim. Angelo slipped out of the garage, praying they hadn’t seen him. The corridor was inundated, and he kept swimming until he felt steps under his feet. His shoes and clothes were leaden with water. With a strength born of unbridled terror, he vaulted up the stairs as if the dark, thin-faced killer who seemed to sense Angelo’s presence were right on his heels.
Moments later he burst into the Careys’ cabin. “I couldn’t get a lever,” he sputtered breathlessly. “The garage—” He stopped short.
The bed frame had been pried away from the wall, and Carey was gently easing his wife out with the help of the ship’s doctor and another crewman. Carey saw the waiter.
“Angelo, I was worried about you.”
“She’s gonna be all right?” Angelo said with concern. Mrs.Carey’s eyes were shut. Her nightgown was wet with blood.
The doctor was taking the woman’s pulse. “She passed out, but she’s still alive. There may be internal injuries.”
Carey noticed the dripping clothes and empty hands. “These guys found me. I got a jack sent over from one of the rescue ships. Guess you didn’t find anything in the garage.”
Angelo shook his head.
“My God, man, you’re soaked. I’m sorry you went through all that.”
Angelo shook his head. “It was nothing.”
The doctor jabbed a hypodermic needle into the woman’s arm. “Morphine for the pain,” he explained. He tried to hide the worry in his eyes. “We’ve got to get her off the ship as soon as possible.”
They wrapped the unconscious woman in a blanket and carried her up to the promenade deck on the lower side. The fog had miraculously disappeared, and a small flotilla surrounded the ship, blazing lights reflected in the sea. Coast Guard helicopters hovered above like dragonflies. A steady stream of lifeboats plodded back and forth between the stricken liner and rescue ships.
Most of the lifeboat traffic was between the Doria and a huge passenger ship with the words Ile de France on its bow. Searchlights from the Ile were trained on the Doria. Word to abandon ship had never come down. After waiting for two hours, passengers simply went over the side on their own. Women and children and older people were being taken off first. Progress was slow because the only way they could get off the boat was with ropes and nets.
Mrs. Carey was strapped onto a stretcher that was carefully lowered with lines down the side of the ship to a waiting lifeboat, where friendly hands reached up to receive her.
Carey leaned over the rail watching until his wife was safe, then turned to Angelo.
“Better get your butt off this ship, my friend. She’s gonna go down.”
Angelo looked sadly around him. “Pretty soon, Mr. Carey. I help a few more passengers first.” Smiling, he said, “Remember what I say about my name.” When Angelo first met the Careys he’d joked that his name meant “angel,” someone who serves others.
“I remember.” Carey enveloped the waiter’s hand in his. “Thanks. I can never repay you. If you ever need anything, I want you to come to me. Understand?”
Angelo nodded. “Grazie. I understand. Please say good-bye to the bella signora.”
Carey nodded, heaved himself over the side, and slid down a rope into the lifeboat. Angelo waved good-bye. He hadn’t told Carey or anybody about the wild scene in the garage. This wasn’t the time. There might never be a right time. Nobody would believe a fantastic story told by a lowly waiter. He remembered a Sicilian saying: The bird who sings in the tree ends up in the cooking pot.
The death watch was almost over.
The last survivors had been taken off the ship in the pinkish light of dawn. The captain and a standby crew stayed on the ship until the last minute to keep the liner from being claimed as salvage. Now they, too, slid down ropes into lifeboats.
As the warm morning sun climbed into a cloudless sky, the ship’s list became ever sharper. By 9:50 A.M. she lay on her starboard side at a forty-five-degree angle. The bow was partially submerged.
The Stockholm hove to about three miles away, her prow a twisted mass of metal. Debris littered the oily water. Two destroyer escorts and four Coast Guard cutters stood by. Planes and helicopters circled overhead.
The end came around ten o’clock. Eleven hours after the collision, the Doria rolled completely onto her right side. The empty lifeboats that had defied all the crew’s efforts to launch them floated away on their own, free of their davits at last. Foamy geysers exploded around the perimeter of the ship as air trapped in the hull blew out under pressure through the portholes.
Sunlight glinted on the huge rudder and the wet blades of the twin nineteen-foot propellers that had sent her steaming proudly across the ocean. Within minutes water engulfed the bow, the stern lifted at a steep angle, and the ship slid beneath the sea as if she’d been sucked under by the powerful tentacles of a gigantic sea monster.
As she sank, more seawater rushed into the hull and filled compartments and staterooms. The pressure tearing apart metal and rivets produced that spooky, almost human moaning that used to send chills up the spines of submariners who had just sunk a ship.
The ship plunged toward the bottom in almost the same angle and position at which she sank. Two hundred twenty-five feet below, she came to a jarring stop, then settled levelly onto her sandy bier on her starboard side. Bubbles seething from hundreds of openings transformed the normally dark water around the wreck to a light blue.
Rubbish whirled around a tremendous vortex for at least fifteen minutes. As the water returned to normal, a Coast Guard boat moved in and dropped a marker buoy where the ship had been.
Gone from the world’s sight was the two-million-dollar cargo of wines, fine fabrics, furniture, and olive oil.
Gone, too, was the incredible artwork—the murals and tapestries, the bronze statue of the old admiral.
And locked deep in the ship’s interior was the black armored truck with the bullet-riddled bodies and the deadly secret they had died for.

The tall blond man came down the gangplank of the Ile de France onto Pier 84 and made his way to the customs shed. Wearing a black wool sailor’s cap and a long overcoat, he was indistinguishable from the hundreds of passengers who swarmed onto the deck.
Discharging its humanitarian duty had put the French liner thirty-six hours behind schedule. It arrived in New York on Thursday afternoon to a tumultuous welcome, stayed long enough to unload seven hundred thirty-three Doria survivors. After accomplishing its historic rescue, the ship did a quick turnaround, steamed back up the Hudson River and out to sea. Time was money, after all.
“Next,” the customs officer said as he looked up from his table.
The officer wondered for a second if the man in front of him had been injured in the collision and decided the scar had healed long ago.
“State Department’s waiving passports for survivors. Just sign this blank declaration card. All I need is your name and U.S. address,” the customs inspector said.
“Yes, thank you. They told us on the ship.” The blond man smiled. Or maybe it was just the scar. “I’m afraid my passport is at the bottom of the Atlantic Ocean.” He said his name was Johnson and that he was going to Milwaukee.
The officer pointed. “Follow that line, Mr. Johnson. The Public Health Service has got to check you for communicable diseases. Shouldn’t take long. Next, please.”
The health inspection was brief, as promised. Moments later the blond man was through the gate. The crowd of survivors, relatives, and friends had surged from the steamship dock onto the street. There was a traffic jam of slow-moving, horn-honking traffic—cars, buses, and taxis. He stopped at the curb and scanned the faces around him until a pair of eyes met his. Then two more and another. He nodded to acknowledge that he had seen his comrades, before they headed off in different directions.
He moved away from the crowd toward Forty-fourth Street and flagged down a taxi. He was weary from the night’s exertions and looked forward to the chance to rest.
Their work was done. For now.
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