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“Prepare to rise!” the echoed call kept repeating throughout the nuclear submarine U.S.S. Fantasy. “Ballast tanks emptying!” cried the red haired Tactical Officer, Skip Taylor. “Captain!” he called. “Yeah! What?!” cried Dexter Stevenson, captain of the ship. “One of the tanks won’t empty!” said the T.O. “Use emergency tank emptying system!” The helmsman, who was new to the ship, Joseph Kane, pulled the red lever to the right of his controls. He took hold of the helm, awaiting new heading orders. “45 degrees up, heading three-one-five!”  called Stevenson. “45 degrees up, heading three-one-five!” responded Taylor. “Depth!” Stevenson said. “72 meters and rising fast!” said Kane. Amidst all the excitement, a muffled “Sir!” came from the sonar room. “What is it Jones?”  cried Stevenson. “Multiple contacts from passive sonar array bearing one-one-oh on contact one, three-two seven on contact two sir.” said the short but strong, Bill Jones, chief sonar man. “What are they, any identification?” “No captain! Wait…. I hear cavitation… single screw…sounds like one of our sisters, the 688 class Dallas…the other has twin screws, but it’s a surface ship.” “IS IT ONE OF OURS OR NOT JONES!??!?!?!?” “Yes, screw sounds match one of our maintenance ships.”  “Hmmmmm…. Mike, send a quick message to the surface ships about our situation, emergency surfacing for necessities.” said Stevenson. “Right!” exclaimed Mike Brady, the tall, brown haired communications officer for this run.  “Depth!” Stevenson screamed. “Surfaced!” yelled Kane, who was busy holding the helm controls steady. “Good. Does the maintenance ship know we are coming in for a restock before the next mission?” “Aye!”cried Mike. “We’re docked, captain,” Taylor stated in a matter-of-fact way. “Sigh. Good,” said Stevenson.


“Sigh…” Stevenson was walking the halls of his 668-Los Angeles class nuclear attack submarine. This sub was number 777, the U.S.S. Fantasy. Posted in the Pacific between Hawaii and Japan, Stevenson and his crew were there to patrol and perform a few general missions to clean up the ocean around Hawaii. The ship now was abandoned, save himself, and was lit by standby lamps that made the hallway between the bridge and the meeting room a soft, white ceramic color. The ship was constantly kept a nice 75 to 85; right now it was a little cold. But this was normal when none were in the ship. He was looking for solitude. He was tired of the constant talk and chatter and sub talk. “Sighhh…” Soon he would have to go and find out what he had to do next. Sighh…” He looked at his watch. Time to go…. he told himself. He walked back to the main hall, climbed the cold, steel ladder, opened the hatch, and stepped out into the warm air. He looked out at the calm rolling of the ocean waves. In the distance he saw a dolphin jump in the air as if wanting to play a game to see who could go the highest. He walked up the ramp onto the ship. The dark gray steel didn’t look right against the deep, navy blue color of the ocean. He opened the door to the ship. He got to the meeting room, where there were a few officials that he didn’t care about knowing, and his boss. He didn’t care about him much either. He sat down. His boss, Jay Gridley, who was in his mid fifties, stood 6’7”, and was one of the strongest people you could ever see, even at 56. “Dexter!” he cried. “How are you doing, man?” “Fine…” Stevenson replied coldly. “Okay, we need you to go a little toward Japan and clean the area. We have rumors of a force mounting there. We are sending you, Dallas, and Cheyenne on this mission.” “Ok, when do we start?” asked Stevenson, no hint of the anxiety in his tone. He wanted to get it over with, so he could go home. But then again, he had no home. He was from a tough neighborhood, where he had lived in a foster home until the age of 18. He left to join the 

Navy sub training school, where he showed enough promise to be a sub captain before most people were worthy of being helmsmen. He was relief captain on the 688 USS Los Angeles, the first of the 688-Los Angeles class nuclear subs. He then was named commander, but then he declined so he could get his own boat. Five years after he started, he got control of the boat he has now, and has remained there for three years now.  “Three days from now, oh-eight-hundred hours.” Jay responded. “Ok,” Dexter said, bored with this already. “Well, I’ll let you to your quarters. You are dismissed.” He walked out the door and out to the deck. He leaned against the cold railing. He looked out and sighed. “Hey!” Stevenson whirled around and saw Bill Jones. “Hey Jones. What do you need?”  “Nothing. Just looking around. How is everything?” Jones asked. “Okay.” replied Stevenson. “Something on you mind?” “No.” “Really?” “Yeah, I’m cool.” “Hmm. Ok. Later!” Jones said as he walked back down the ship and through the door.


After three days of rest and boredom, the crew was ready to get back to work. Everything was running perfectly. The crew boarded their vessel and got ready to go. “Ok!” Stevenson called. “I want a thirty-degree down angle heading three-five-oh, engines at one hundred percent running power and heading at 5 knots speed on my mark!” The chorus of replies came from their respective voices. “Thirty degree down angle heading three-five-oh aye!” “Engines at one hundred percent running power, aye!” “Good,” said Stevenson. “Fill ballast tanks now!” “Fill tanks, aye!” called Taylor. “Sonar, do we have any contacts?” said Stevenson. “No sir, no more than the confirmed contacts that are close to us. Towed array is picking up nothing,” Jones responded quickly. “Helm! I want depth to be 1200 meters! Now!” Stevenson yelled. “Twelve hundred meters, aye!”  Kane replied. “Make speed 15 knots now!” said Stevenson. “Fifteen knots, aye!” “Good. Lets go.”


Just a half hour into the trip, Stevenson was reading a book when all of a sudden Jones’s voice came at him at a panicked rate. “Six contacts captain! All of them sound like Chinese Kilos, one or two at the surface cooling off their diesel engines. Wait! One of them is an Alfa!” Stevenson ran through the now crowded hall to the bridge. “Jones! Can they hear us?” “No captain!” “Jones, what is the range?” “Closest is 600 meters, sir. The two surfacing are at 831 meters, and the other three are at 888 meters,” Jones said quickly. “Load Mk48s in tubes 1, 2, 3, and 4, flood all tubes, and make tubes 1 and 2 ready including opening outer doors,” Stevenson barked. The weapons officer was new because the normal officer was sick. Marco Sanchez was a short man but strong enough to do most of the heavy stuff himself if it was possible. “Mk48s loaded in all tubes, all tubes flooded, tubes one and two ready in all aspects with outer doors open, aye!” said Sanchez. “Fire one and two, reload one and two once the wires are cut,” Stevenson said. “Targets acquired!” Sanchez exclaimed. “Cut the wires!” Stevenson ordered. What the new Mk48s had was a wire guidance system so you can find your target. Once acquired, you cut the wires and the missile will find the target on active sonar. This way the enemy would never know where the missile came from. “Wires cut, captain!” Sanchez exclaimed. “Targets hit!” Jones called. “They know we’re here, sir! Dallas and Cheyenne are firing also, 2 Mk48s, only one hit though!” exclaimed Jones in a panicked and hurried way.  “Sir!” “What Jones?” “They’ve got our location! Sounds like the Alfa is flooding its tubes! The kilos we hit are down, and one more is out, wait, sounds like Cheyenne just fired, they got the last kilo!” Jones said, short of breath at his console. “Fifty degree down angle, twenty-nine knots! Now!” Stevenson ordered. “Fifty degree down angle, aye!” “Twenty nine knots, aye!”  came the responses. “Heading Three-Oh-seven, on my mark!” Stevenson yelled. “But sir, that’s in the path of the torpedo if they fire!” Jones said. “I know, Jones. Give me the distance between us and that Alfa.” “Four hundred meters sir!” “Full stop now!” “What!!!!!??????” Taylor yelled.

“You’ll see.” Stevenson responded. “Ten seconds to impact captain!” Jones exclaimed.  Taylor stood in the center of the bridge near the periscopes. The look on his face was extremely 

panicked. “FIVE! FOUR! THREE! TWO!” Jones called, extreme tremors of fear in his voice. THUD!!! “A dud!” Taylor said. “No, if the missile is within five hundred meters of the ship that 

fired it, it will not detonate,” Stevenson replied coolly like anyone in the world should know something like this. “Heading one-two-oh now, 40 knots, depth 400 meters now! Sixty degree up angle!” Stevenson said, with a look of concentration. “Heading one-two-oh, sixty degree up angle, aye!” said Kane. “Forty knots, aye captain!” said Taylor. “Four hundred meters, aye captain!” Kane yelled. “Sir, Dallas shot off 2 Mk48s and got the Alfa, we’re done. “Yes!” said Stevenson. “Let’s get outta here!”



It was night on the ship, even though this deep they had no clue whether the sun was up or not. It didn’t matter, on the Fantasy, shift changes happened when necessary. He wasn’t asleep, for the engine noise never allowed him to sleep easily. The cabin he was in was nice and warm with lots of room (for a sub) and his own bathroom and shower. There was a little computer stowed off in the corner because he liked to play games every now and then. He sat with his hand dangling off the side of the bed, as he read Tom Clancy’s The Sum of All Fears. It was a good book, but he had nothing else to do. He could call someone, but no one he could call would listen. He marked his place and stood up, tossing the book on his bed. He opened the door to his cabin and walked back through the dark hall. “Sigh.” He found the door marked “Galley” and walked in. He found a bag of chips lying around from lunch. It wasn’t opened, so he took it.  He sat down as he opened the bag. As he ate, thinking about the battle, the door swung open in a fury. Startled out of his seat, he climbed back up asking “What? Whaddya need? Who is it?” “Me, sir,” said Kane, as he looked in the kitchen for something to eat. “Why aren’t you asleep?” Stevenson said, faking the authority in his voice. “No reason. Can’t sleep. What are you doing here?” Kane said, also showing fake authority. “Bored,” said Stevenson. Kane walked toward the table that Stevenson had seated himself. “Oh. Hmmm…” Kane replied. “All right. Later,” Kane said, as he walked out of the room. Picking up the bag, Stevenson walked over to the trash can and tossed the bag into it. He opened the door into the dark hallway, and walked out. He sighed slowly as he looked down each end of the hall. He went toward Jones’ cabin. He knocked on the door. From within came a muffled “come on in.” “Hey, captain.” “Hey, Jones. Hey, are you sure there were six contacts on that mission?” “Yeah, cap’n, I got one faint noise of a single screw, but it wasn’t loud enough to designate a sign to.” “Really? ‘Cause why would there be five diesel Kilos, but one Alfa with them?” “…” “Jones, did you tape that mission?” “…Yes, sir.” “Good. May I hear it?”


It reminded him of hearing a washing machine through a wall. “Jones, what is it?” “It’s an Alfa, sir, but there are one or two more behind it,” Jones replied. “But then why did they not attack us head…on? …Oh, no… Get everyone up and to their post… NOW!” “Why sir? What ar…” “NOT NOW JONES! This could be bad. Get everyone up NOW!!!”


“Mike! Tell Dallas and Cheyenne to get up to communication depth!!!” Stevenson yelled, panic and sweat visible on his face. “Message sent captain, but what are we…?” “It does not matter right now, Mike, and that’s the same for all of you! Just do what I ask and don’t ask me any questions! This needs to be done as fast as possible!!!” Stevenson said, cutting Mike off with the slightest hint of anxiety in his voice. “Aye, captain,” Mike responded, fear and confusion mixed in with anger with his tone. “Communication depth, captain,” said Taylor. “Are Cheyenne and Dallas up as well?” asked Stevenson. “Aye,” Taylor responded slowly. “Mike, send this message. ‘I possibly think that there are Alfas following us. I can’t get any contacts. If you do, send emergency message immediately,’” Stevenson ordered, his voice back to its normal, monotone pattern. “Aye, captain,” Mike said, his voice also empty of any and all emotion. “Taylor. I want one ping on active sonar on my mark. Descend to 1000 meters, 3 knots, 80 degree down angle, rig ship for depth charge.”  “Three knots, thirty degree down angle, aye.” 

Kane said. “Good. Ping now, keep descending.” Stevenson exclaimed. Knowing that the active sonar ping would give away their location, he kept the descent going. This way, they might find a fake target sitting there, and they could shoot the underside of both ships. The loud pinging of the sonar echoed throughout the ship. The ping returned to sonar seconds later. “Captain, there are two of them, the closer at eight hundred meters, next at eight hundred twenty meters,” Jones said, checking the readings from the sonar. “Load all tubes with Mk48s, flood tubes, and open outer doors,” Stevenson said. “Tubes loaded, flooded, all doors open, aye!” Sanchez exclaimed. “Fire tubes one and two at target one, tubes 3 and 4 at target two,” Stevenson ordered, sweat dripping off of his face. “One and two away, locked to target one, three and four away, locked to target 2,” Sanchez said. “Captain! They’re flooding their tubes, sir! Target one is ready to fire, with doors open, target two is opening its doors now!” Jones yelled, knowing that you can hear what your enemy is going to do when firing. “Descend to seventeen-hundred meters, now!” called Stevenson. “Cut wires, reload all tubes, flood them, and open outer doors.” Sanchez started to say, “Sir, the wires shouldn’t be cut yet…” “The torpedoes will do fine. Let them be. Now cut the wires, reload all tubes and flood them. Then open the outer doors, cause we need to be ready,” Stevenson said, cutting of Sanchez. “Aye, captain.” Sanchez responded. “Sir, all torpedoes hit and destroyed the targets. I hear metal cracking and water filling,” Jones had called. “…Good. Close tubes, drain them, and unload the Mk48s,” Stevenson said, his voice relaxed. “Lets go. Tell Dallas and Cheyenne that we are done here.”

Heading back to the maintenance ship, now known as the Crescent, was a long one. There had been a contact on a small convoy containing 3 Akula class nuclear subs, 2 Alfas, and one Typhoon SBM, or a missile sub, as it is known for carrying a rather large amount of nuclear missiles. This Russian sub was one of the greatest fears of the U.S. Navy. This thing was big, one and a half times the size of a football field, carried twenty or so nuclear armed vertically launched missiles, not to forget that it still has torpedoes. But since they had nothing to fight over, no shots were fired. Back at the conn, Stevenson was there only to make sure that everyone else did what they needed to, and that they did it the way that the were supposed to do it. He wanted to notify the Crescent about the convoy as soon as possible. “Conn, radio, raise floating wire array,” Stevenson ordered. “Raise floating wire array, aye sir.” Mike responded. “Radio, send this to the Crescent: ‘Convoy of nuclear subs with a typhoon recorded at 1234 hours, heading three-five-one at twenty knots,’” Stevenson said. “Message sent, sir,” Mike said.

After an hour or so, they arrived at the Crescent. The crew had left by the time Stevenson was ready to go. He left the conn room, and found the ladder up the conn tower. He climbed it, opened the hatch, and stood on top. It was about 2:00 a.m., and he wasn’t at all tired. The warm breeze swept over him as he looked out at the water. He found the ladder down off of the tower, and stood on the top of the boat. He looked down at the black titanium. He sighed, wondering what mysteries to the ocean are there besides nuclear submarines, missiles and ships. He walked up the ramp to the deck of the Crescent. He put his hand on the cold steel handrail that kept people from stupidly flinging themselves into the frigid waters during a possible battle. He walked through the door. He shut it behind him as he walked through the dimly lit hallway. He went down the stairs to the left and kept walking. A minute later he found his cabin. He opened the door and walked inside. Not wanting to do anything, he fell backwards on his bed. Oh, well, 

He thought to himself. My next mission will be told tomorrow, and then I can do this all over again. About twenty minutes later, he fell asleep, and didn’t wake up for a long time.


“Get up! Come on! Get up, for Christ’s sake!” Stevenson looked through his half opened eyes. “Captain! Come on. The briefing is in three hours!!” Jones was yelling. Hearing this, Stevenson flung himself out of bed and into his bathroom. As Jones walked off with a smile on his face, he heard a muffled “Thanks” through the door and running water. He quickly went 

through the routine of getting ready, including running to the kitchen and stealing some coffee and a few pieces of bacon. About thirty seconds before the briefing was about to start, Stevenson 

ran in, out of breath. “Am…I…late?” he huffed. “No, you are exactly on time.”  Gridley said, disapproval in his voice. “I’m not going to tell you anything stupid now. That convoy, had a missile boat, right?” he asked. “Yes, sir,” Stevenson replied. “Well, that Russian sub isn’t out to get the United States. They’re planning to get rid of the Chinese. We got word that all the Chinese boats that were there were Russian commanded. It was a payment to the Russian navy, but apparently they still owe something. You and I both know that typhoons have 26 nukes in them. You could send all of those at one large target, and that would cause hell to any neighboring countries. Think. You know what happened in Japan. You would need to remove the top half mile of the earth to get rid of all that contamination,” Gridley said. “And you want us to blow up the convoy?” Stevenson said, his voice amazingly blank of emotion. “I think so. We can’t afford to let half the planet get mutated,” Jay exclaimed. “But the nukes would detonate! You’d get a tidal wave going in all directions!” Stevenson yelled. “I know that, man! Would rather lose half a planet, or have some crap washed away in the ocean?!” Jay exclaimed. “But there is NO reason to lose a $5,000,000 submarine on a convoy! Blow up the escort ships, and no one will mess with you!” “Look Stevenson, I don’t want to lose a sub. I don’t want to make a major war here, but we have no choice!” “Yes we do! There is always a choice! Do you not understand negotiation!?” “I do! What you need to understand is that we are talking about a group of renegade Russians who don’t care what is gonna happen to the escorts. I want you to go in there, launch a missile through VLS, and if you do it RIGHT, you can hit it from about one hundred and fifty nautical miles. That should be out of the way of the explosion. I will warn all coastal cities in Japan, Hawaii, California, China, and any other city that could be hit. Ok?” Stevenson had nothing to say. His face that rarely showed emotion was visibly stressed and distraught. “They plan to launch in 10 weeks. You would be out there for a long time. You start in one week, giving you plenty of time to launch a missile or two a good distance away. Good luck,” Jay said. “Dismissed.” “Sir?” Stevenson said, his voice weak. “What is it now?!?” Jay said, also visibly stressed and annoyed. “Does my crew know?” “Yes Stevenson, your crew knows. I told them the minute they got here. I wanted them to know before you. That way, they could prepare for any reaction toward them you may give.”  Stevenson was stunned. Was he saying that he might take out his frustrations on his crew? Against judgment, he decided to question it. “What do you mean?”  Stevenson said, his face becoming red. “You may… er… utilize… the fact that they are your crew and you tell them what to do,” Jay responded, in a way that said that he knew all about everyone he talked to. “What? Bull. I don’t have power trips! I don’t abuse my authority! In fact, all I do here is tell the crew what they need to do! They make the ship run! I just give the orders! Every now and then, I just sit at the conn and let the guys do their jobs! They know this ship just as well as I do! I don’t need to tell them which way to turn, or move, or whatever. They know all of this. I was hired to deal with combat situations, and command my crew accordingly. If you believe that I am here to control people, you’re wrong. I don’t know what you are talking about, but I’m sick of it!” Stevenson yelled. “Get out,” Jay hissed. “Now. Or I will relive you of all of your naval duties. If you stay, you will never be needed in naval work again. Now get out of here. Now!” But it was too late. Stevenson was already walking out the door by the time Jay got done. He slammed the door behind him, and returned to his cabin.


The cabin aboard the Crescent was much different from that of the cabin of the Fantasy. Here, the color was all around a dark gray. The bed looked as if it was taken from the oldest cell in Alkatraz, and it very well could have been. The steel frame was bent, and two of the legs looked as if they had to be welded back on. In fact they were discolored, as if they were made of 

a different material. There was no mattress, just a few layers of sheets, then the actual sheets used to keep one warm. A dark blue table sat in the upper corner. It held a computer, but it was an old terminal computer. The only programs on it were a calculator and a primitive e-mail system for people on the boat. He could read…if he had his book. He looked at some printer paper lying around. Odd, since he had no printer with this computer. He grabbed a few pencils and sat down. He started to draw long, flowing lines. They had no true shape, yet they looked like they were perfect. For the next fifteen minutes he drew more and more flowing lines. He looked at how it reminded him of something you’d see under a microscope. He stood up. He turned the cold handle on his door. The hallway made his room look like an expensive hotel room. It was almost black, with the exception of a long outdoor light string. It seemed that this ship wasn’t fitted for anything but fixing subs. He walked back through the door to get to the deck. He looked at the blue, pink, and red in the sky as the sun set. The weapons crew was loading missiles on the sub. The VLS tube doors were open, and you could see the exposed launch systems. He walked down the ramp and got on the deck of the ship. “HEY!” said a voice. “Get out of here! Unless you’re the captain, get off the boat!” Stevenson sighed as he pulled out the identification he needed to prove that he ran the ship. “Oh, sorry man.” the man replied. “Mm hmm,” Stevenson said, not really caring. He watched as they lowered six Tomahawk anti-shipping missiles in the VLS (vertical launch system). He also observed that they would be carrying 20 Mk 48s, ten harpoon missiles ready for launch from a torpedo tube. He still didn’t know what to do about the situation. If he bombed a nuke boat, it would cause extreme damage to anything within a one hundred mile radius. Wildlife would be mutated and destroyed. This could wipe out large amounts of ocean life. He sighed as he walked back up the ramp to the ship. He headed to his quarters and looked around. Not knowing what to do, he went to bed.


One week later, the crew boarded the Fantasy well rested and happy. They got to their positions, and prepared the diving sequence. “Flood all tanks!” Stevenson ordered. “Tanks flooding, sir!” Kane replied. “Thirty five degree down angle heading oh-oh-one, fifteen knots, depth 400 meters!” Stevenson yelled. “Thirty five degree down angle heading oh-oh-one, fifteen knots, aye!” Kane responded. He looked around the bridge. Various consoles sat at each side of the room. In the center there were two periscopes. The largest was for 20 meters, and one for communication depth (6 meters). “Deploy the towed SB-23 array!” Stevenson said. This would allow Jones a good listen to anyone that might be lurking in the shadows. “SB-23 away!” Taylor said. “Hear anything, Jones?” Stevenson called. “No captain, I don’t have anything except the Crescent.” Jones replied, listening for any tonal patterns in the water. “Good. Retrieve the SB-23!” Stevenson said. “SB-23 retrieved, captain!” Taylor called. “Good. Make way at 10 knots bearing three-three-oh!” Stevenson called out. “Bearing three-three-oh at ten knots, aye sir!” Kane said. Stevenson found himself a chair next to the helm controls. His mind wandered off in space as he stared at the readings at Kane’s console. “Sir? Sir. Sir!” “Huh? What? Wha…?” “Captain, you nodded off over there. You ok?” Kane said. “Huh… Oh, oh right. Yeah. I’m fine.” 

Stevenson replied. “Whatever, captain.” Stevenson stood up and looked around. He saw several officers looking in his direction as if he was a witness at a trial.

~ To be continued! ~
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