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Author’s Note

U602 last made radio contact with UbD (U-boat Control
Centre) from a position north of Oran, Algeria on the 19t April
1943. Although there are many theories as to her eventualfate
and final resting place, at the time of writing, she is still
officially listed as missing in action.

This book is a work of fiction, and there is no suggestion that
U602 was engaged in anything other than routine patrols at the
time of her disappearance.

Diving, especially deep diving, can be a dangerous activity
without correct training and competent supervision.
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For Cleo and Charley

An ocean of adventure awaits you /



Prologue

Propriano, Corsica

tourists, but his reason for visiting this unglamorous quarter of
Propriano was certainly not to discover its authentic suburban
charm. If it had been, he would have been greatly disappoirted.

Glancing down at the piece of paper in his hand, he comm@red the name
written on it with the one that was painted in fading le tters above the
neglected bar which now stood in front of him. It was un doubtedly the one
which he had been looking for. His discerning taste was more suited to the
chic cocktail bars of Hamburg and the Céte d'Azur, but it was not for the
purpose of entertainment that he was drawn towards this dismal estab-
lishment.

Ignoring the curious stares of two threadbare old men who were sitting
at a plastic table outside, he pushed open a fingerprint smeaed glass door
and was met by the lingering odour of stale tobacco as a tinnychime
announced his entrance. He felt his skin crawl as his eyes seattted the
solemn, dark interior before coming to rest on a serving counter at the
rear. Behind it stood a surly looking man whose disapproving regard
suggested that his intrusion was about as welcome as that of a peniless
beggar. Ignoring the cold reception, the tall German walked confidently
across the room towards him and stood next to the only other customer in
the bar; a thin faced, sly looking character who was busily eyéng his
diamond studded Cartier watch.

‘Bonjour Monsieur, un verre d'Armagnac s'il vous plait.

The thickly bearded proprietor gave the slightest of nods and began to
serve him the glass of Armagnac which he’d asked for.

‘Putain, méme les Bosches muttered the gaunt man to his right.
Having an excellent command of French, the German visitor understood
the racist slur and struggled to control his anger. Not so very long ago, his
father would have had a man shot for such a remark. He calmedhimself as
the proprietor pushed a glass containing a dark yellow spirit towards him.

T he tall German looked much like any of the other summer season



‘Six euros.’

The tall German looked up in surprise at the unusually high price and
seemed ready to protest. Instead, he calmly pulled out a €n Euro note and
appeared amused as he placed it beside the glass.

‘Gardez la monnaie - keep the change.’

The surly proprietor raised his eyebrows, took the banknote without a
word and turned towards the cash register.

‘You are Jean-Claude Santorini, are you not?’

The proprietor froze and placed his hand over the pistol which he kept
loaded and taped beneath the counter.

‘Who wants to know?’ he barked.

The tall German paused, enjoying the sudden psychologicaladvantage
which he had over the man in front of him.

‘Let us just say that a friend of yours is a friend of mine,” he said with an
enigmatic and self-assured smile. The proprietor eyed him warily.

‘What do you want here?’ he challenged.

The tall German visitor took a sip of Armagnac and carefully replaced
the glass on the counter in front of him.

‘My contact has informed me that you and your associates are ery
knowledgeable about the coastline here and that you are also cmpetent
divers. Is that true?’

The proprietor narrowed his eyes. The tall German seemedto know a
little too much about his affairs for his liking.

‘You seem to be well informed. What interest would it be to you if we
were?’

‘If what my contact tells me is true, then | have an interesting
proposition for you,” he said, looking directly into th e proprietor's dark,
intelligent eyes.

‘And what would that be?’

The tall German motioned to the man standing to his right with a
dismissive jerk of the head. ‘Is he a close...how shall we say.comrade, of
yours?’

‘He can be trusted if that's what you mean,” snapped the pragrietor.

‘Good. Then let me get right to the point.’


































































