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Author’s Introduction: The Devil’s Net. 

With its theme of a fishing trawler desperately risking one last trip, you can be excused for 
thinking this story was inspired at least in part by Sebastian Junger’s novel The Perfect Storm 
and the subsequent film starring George Clooney. 
But no, the idea for this tale came from a completely different source. In fact, it was the title 
song on Sting’s 1990 Soul Cages album. It’s one of those tunes where it isn’t entirely clear 
what the song is really about, but it has lots of wonderful, dark lyrics about lobster fishermen 
making deals with the King of the Sea, bartering their souls and sealing these pacts by sharing 
cups of wine— “a vintage that blessed every ship in the line, wrung from the blood of the sailors 
who died, young white bodies adrift in the tide” while the reply is “If you lose a wager with the 
King of the Sea, you’ll spend the rest of forever in the cage with me”.  
I always imagined the King of the Sea was this King Neptune-like figure with an impressive 
beard, bare chest and rather impractical trident fork, who was a fairly helpful chap when it came 
to sailors and fishermen. The idea that he was a nasty piece of work brought all kinds of 
possibilities to mind. 
Oh, and I’d better admit to being influenced also by a movie long ago called (I think) The Devil’s 
Triangle where a luxury yacht picks up a man floating adrift in the middle of the Bermuda 
Triangle — with predictable and fatal results for the passengers when the man turns out to be 
the devil. It scared the hell out of me. 
It just goes to prove you never know what might be lurking under the water’s surface, be it the 
ocean, a lake or even your own backyard swimming pool. Evil spirits are supposed to prefer 
water. 
Especially at night. 
  



The Devil’s Net 

ONE 

The harbour water was shifting the anchored boats as if they were uneasy. 

The swell was coming from the wrong direction for good weather. A haze 

washed out the cobalt blue sky to seaward and a breeze, to those men who 

knew, touched the other cheek saying winter was coming.  

It was a scene worthy of a jigsaw puzzle, the fishing fleet with its bright-

coloured hulls and fluttering pennants moored against the arcing backdrop of 

the cliffs. Tourists loved this quaint village above the sea. The locals were more 

pragmatic about their home. Generations of their families had walked up the 

narrow road at the end of a long day cursing the climb as often as being 

thankful for the shelter it provided. 

The subtle change in the air was no surprise. The season was rightfully 

coming to its end. It was only a question of whether it would be days or weeks, 

before the weather broke. 

‘Samson’s stacking his nets, too,’ Hark remarked dully. He was sitting at the 

very stern of the trawler and having a smoke, downwind from the bowser 

refueling their boat. The jetty stank of spilled diesel, gutted fish and seagull 

droppings. When John Boston, the captain and owner of the Cormorant didn’t 

respond, Hark added, ‘They didn’t have a good season either. I would’ve 

thought he’d try one more trip.’ 

‘He doesn’t need to, Norman,’ Boston said, annoyed to be discussing this yet 

again. The decision was made, the crew had agreed and they were going out 

one last time. Sometimes Hark just wouldn’t let things be and shut up. ‘He has 

investments.’ 

‘Investments,’ Hark snorted with disgust. ‘They won’t buy you a damned 

beer and a feed over the bar.’ 

‘You got that right,’ Boston said, though he knew different. He bent his head 

towards a hatchway. ‘George! The gauge up here isn’t worth shit. Says we’re 

still half-empty on the port side.’ 



George Capel’s voice came back. ‘Getting close I reckon, but not there yet. 

Tell that lad to be bloody ready to turn off the pump real fast when I yell.’ 

At the bowser Dan Mallen rolled his eyes. He was the youngest of the crew 

and it was the way of things that he would forever be treated as some kind of 

raw cabin boy until someone new came to the boat and he moved up the 

pecking order. 

Capel called again, ‘He’s not dancing around to that shit, is he?’ 

Looking outraged, Mallen gestured with both hands at his bare ears to show 

he wasn’t listening to his iPod. 

‘No, of course he’s not,’ Boston reported back and gave Mallen a wink. He 

wasn’t a fan of the iPod either, but he thought Mallen wasn’t a fool. 

‘We’ve got a visitor coming, skipper,’ Hark called. 

Boston turned his gaze to the wharf and saw two men approaching. One was 

another crew member, Guy Proctor, hefting his sea bag on one shoulder. The 

other was Father Gilmour, the village padre. His thin black jacket and trousers 

rippled against his body in the breeze. He looked cold. 

‘What the hell does he want?’ Boston muttered. 

‘Hey lads, ready for it?’ Proctor said, nodding a greeting as he dropped down 

onto the deck. 

Gilmour didn’t come aboard, stopping short of the gangplank. Boston didn’t 

invite him on, where he might have sheltered against the wheelhouse. After a 

friendly wave to Hark and Mallen, Gilmour said to Boston, ‘So, Guy tells me 

you’re going.’ 

‘What does it look like?’  

‘It looks like a risk not worth taking.’ 

‘What, God has made you an expert on fishing now? Well, hail Jesus, Mary 

and Joseph, it’s a bloody miracle.’ 

Gilmour flushed. Hark and Mallen looked embarrassed while Proctor hid a 

smile with his hand. The priest said tightly, ‘I was born and raised here like 

the rest of you. I know when it’s time to store the nets.’ 

‘Yes, you’re a man of the sea, no doubt. I’m surprised you’re not puking up 

on the jetty there, Father,’ Boston said. Gilmour’s chronic seasickness was well 

known. 

Gilmour ignored the jibe. ‘Everyone else has called it a day.’  



Boston pulled a face. ‘Everyone else has a bank balance to see them through 

winter. We’ve had a lean year so far. One last trip will help.’ 

The priest didn't give in. ‘You know as well as anyone that the weather could 

turn without warning. You don’t care for the worry and sleepless nights you’ll 

cause these men’s families? Not to mention your own poor wife. She’s not well 

enough to be left alone.’ 

Boston snapped, ‘Madeline’s health is no concern of yours. These men will 

gladly risk a rough trip home for one more catch and not have empty wallets 

and bare pantries for the entire winter.’ 

‘If you get a catch.’ 

‘We will get a decent catch. We’re due.’ 

‘I’ll pray you do,’ Gilmour said and added, ‘I’ll call in on Madeline, too.’ 

Boston glared at him, but he knew it was pointless to protest. His wife still 

embraced the church, even if he didn’t. ‘Why don’t you make better use of 

your time and visit my sister? Make sure she hasn’t been beaten to death by 

that bastard?’ 

Gilmour said soberly, ‘I have that situation in hand. I know you don’t think 

so, but it’s true.’ 

‘The only thing you’ll have on your hands is Jenny’s blood, if you don’t wake 

up to yourself, Father.’ 

‘For better or worse, that was the vow,’ Gilmour said stoically. 

‘How much worse does it have to be? Does he have to kill her before you’ll 

intervene?’ 

‘Of course not.’ 

‘Then why are you sitting back and doing nothing, man? I thought the 

church promised compassion?’ 

Gilmour fumed at him, searching for words. 

Boston’s sister Jenny had found herself married to a violent, worthless man. 

Things had gotten so bad she had begged Gilmour for guidance. In truth, she 

wanted the Father to advise Jenny to leave her husband. But Gilmour 

continued to suggest counselling, contrition and reconciliation, ignoring 

Jenny’s blackened, terrified eyes and bloody lips. Boston had finally taken 

matters with the priest into his own hands and demanded that Gilmour 



allowed Jenny to separate — that he tell her to leave, before it was too late. He 

could protect his sister, but not when he was at sea. Gilmour had refused. 

Infuriated, Boston wanted nothing to do the church or the priest. He was 

disgusted with Gilmour and everything he stood for. He even went so far as to 

drive the Cormorant through the breakwater early on the first day of the 

season without waiting to receive the Father’s annual blessing of the fleet. 

Some villagers whispered it was the reason for the Cormorant’s poor catches. 

John Boston may have sailed his trawler beyond God’s kindly gaze this year. 

The argument was ended by Capel’s yell. ‘Careful, the tank’s topping out!’ 

Mallen hastily slapped at the bowser valve. He waited a moment and called 

anxiously, ‘Okay, George?’ 

‘That’ll do,’ Capel replied, his head appearing in a hatchway. His face was 

lined and stained by decades at sea. He saw Gilmour. ‘Hello Father,’ he said 

carefully, sensing the tension.  

‘Everything ship-shape, George?’ Gilmour asked lightly. 

‘Good as new, Father.’ 

‘I heard you were having engine troubles?’ 

‘No, it’s all fixed.’ Capel looked at him steadily. 

 ‘Here’s Steve, so let’s get moving,’ Boston said, seeing their last crewman 

sprinting onto the end of the jetty. He turned his back to Gilmour and fiddled 

with the controls. 

Steve Morse leapt nimbly onto the bow and disappeared down a forward 

hatch to stow his pack. Mallen avoided Gilmour’s eyes and busied himself 

removing the fuel line and casting off the ropes. Boston thumbed the starter 

and the Cormorant’s diesels burst to life with a throaty growl and a belch of 

blue smoke that wreathed around the priest. 

Gilmour called against the noise, ‘Good luck and God speed to all of you.’ 

When no one responded an angry look briefly crossed his face. A hand half-

raised in a blessing dropped and clenched into a fist at his side. 

As the trawler pulled away from the jetty only Mallen broke and looked back 

to offer Gilmour a half-hearted wave of farewell. Everyone else was absorbed 

in some task. Gilmour didn’t return the gesture.  

Mallen was disturbed by the expression on the Father’s face. He didn’t think 

priests were allowed to be so upset. 



TWO 

As they passed through the breakwater and into the open sea Capel came to 

stand by Boston’s side at the wheel. Without saying a word he lit a cigarette 

and offered one to Boston who took it and accepted a light. They both stared 

thoughtfully at the ocean ahead. 

‘Will the weather hold, d’you think?’ Capel asked after a while. 

‘The forecasters haven’t got a fucking clue,’ Boston said. ‘Hedging their bets 

like they always do this time of year.’ 

‘I was lying about the engine, you know. The cooling system’s still shot. 

We’re going to have to treat it gently. I can strip it down and overhaul 

everything during the winter.’ 

‘I know, George. So you keep telling me.’ 

‘Where are we going?’ 

Every fisherman had their favourite spots, fiercely guarded, that rarely let 

them down for at least a respectable haul. Boston was reluctant to plunder 

these anymore. When such places no longer provided a catch, things would be 

grim indeed and fish stocks needed time to recover. However, times were 

hard. 

Boston conceded, ‘That bastard priest wasn’t entirely wrong. We’ll go out to 

the furthest patch first and work our way back towards home. That way, if the 

weather turns, we’ll be closer to harbour.’ 

Capel nodded slowly, dragging on his cigarette. ‘He must be dancing on his 

pulpit about us when nobody’s watching. We’re a lesson learned, he’ll reckon, 

because we missed the blessing of the fleet.’  

‘It’s superstitious shit we could all do well without.’ 

Capel looked uncomfortable. ‘Go easy, John. Some of us are relying on that 

superstitious shit to get us home in one piece.’ 

Boston grunted his contempt. ‘We’ll be there first light tomorrow. Make a 

night roster for the wheel.’ 

A faded picture of Boston’s wife was stuck to the corner of the windscreen. 

Capel looked at it. ‘Is she going to be all right?’ 

‘Nobody seems to know anything anymore,’ Boston said, adding quietly, 

‘Damned doctors.’ 



Capel touched his shoulder to say he understood and left the wheelhouse. 

Alone, Boston stared grimly at the sea and sky beyond the glass. Something 

was slightly odd about the weather. If a storm was in the air Boston would 

have swallowed his pride and turned around. No, this was something he 

couldn’t put his finger on, but perhaps it was the change he needed? God 

knew, when the conditions were normal the fish had been scarce. 

There wasn’t much to occupy the crew on the outward journey once 

everything had been checked several times. A dull lethargy overcame the boat 

as it chugged relentlessly over a flat ocean towards the horizon. The men tried 

to nap below decks or lay on the hatchways outside for the fresh air. Norman 

Hark ran a fishing line off the stern just for the hell of it and Morse laughed at 

him. He teased Hark a lot, who always obliged by getting offended and turning 

surly. 

Boston didn’t ask for any relief from the wheel. There was nothing better to 

do and it was no taxing effort to steer a straight line. In the late afternoon he 

was the first to notice a line of fog ahead. He frowned and called for Capel, 

who clambered heavily into the wheelhouse. He had been half asleep. 

‘What do you think of that?’ Boston asked him. 

Capel squinted at the fog. ‘I’ll be damned...’ he shrugged. ‘What do you want 

to do?’ 

‘There’s nothing to hit for a thousand miles and for everything else we’ve got 

the radar.’ Boston tapped the small circular screen in front of him with its 

sweeping green line. ‘We might as well keep going. It could only be a few 

minutes before we come out the other side.’ 

Capel cast a doubtful eye up at the rotating element on the mast behind 

them. ‘You know that bloody thing hasn’t worked properly for years. I’m not 

sure it ever did. It’s not showing the fog.’ 

‘Of course not, it’s just bloody fog. But it’ll see anything big enough to dent 

our hull. Nothing else matters.’  

‘So why did you drag me up here to ask my opinion?’ Capel asked dryly. 

‘Because I’m bored and wanted to chat,’ Boston said. ‘Plus I want to take a 

piss. Here, take the wheel and play skipper for a few minutes will you?’ 

Capel noted the course and took over. Boston stepped outside of the wheel 

house, dropped to the deck and stood on an upturned crate against the railing, 



beside a derrick. It let the crew stand high enough to urinate over the side 

while they braced themselves on the upright steel. The crate shifted slightly 

and Boston cursed, grabbing for the rail. A twist of rope keeping it in place had 

snapped and no one had yet replaced it. Muttering, Boston finished and 

zipped up his jeans, then saw they were only a minute away from entering the 

fog and he waited. A good seaman could tell a lot from the feel and smell of a 

mist. 

It swallowed the Cormorant instantly and Boston immediately had second 

thoughts about continuing on. Visibility was down to only a few metres in 

front of the bow. He was about to yell at Capel to slow down, when he heard 

the throttle back off and speed drop away. The mist had a cold, clammy touch 

and an odd smell. 

‘It’s a real pea-souper,’ Boston said, returning to the wheelhouse. 

‘Like no damned soup I’d ever want to eat,’ Capel said, wrinkling his nose. 

They saw the others had wandered out on deck and were staring around. 

Proctor called, ‘What’s that bloody smell, skipper?’ 

‘I thought it was your cooking,’ Boston told him. 

‘Not my turn, skip. Norman’s manning the galley.’ 

‘There’s your mystery solved, then,’ Morse said, making the others laugh. 

Capel quietly asked Boston, ‘Do you still want to keep going?’ 

‘Let’s give it five minutes. I reckon tomorrow’s run will be the best chance 

we’ve got of a good haul. Not many others can be bothered coming out this far 

south. I don’t want to turn around and run away scared, just because of a bit of 

smoke.’  

‘Okay, if you say so.’ 

Without being asked Capel stayed at the wheel. Boston walked to and fro 

behind him, constantly checking the scene ahead from each side of the 

wheelhouse. The five minutes passed and he was reluctantly considering he’d 

have to be true to his word and reverse course, when Boston realised he could 

see the water twenty metres ahead of the bow now.  

‘I think it’s clearing a little,’ he told Capel. 

‘Thank Christ for that.’  

The superstructure of the Cormorant was coated in moisture as if it had 

been raining. Droplets covered the window in front of him and Capel hadn’t 



seen any improvement. A minute later visibility lifted to about fifty metres and 

stayed that way. Boston was breathing easier, it was good enough for him. He 

paused his pacing to light a cigarette. An urgent shout snapped his head back 

up. It was Proctor. 

‘Shit, skipper! Ahead on the starboard bow! Have you seen it?’ 

Capel answered first snarling, ‘Seen bloody what?’ 

Another trawler was looming out of the fog. Capel caught a glimpse through 

the window and spun the wheel to port sending the Cormorant on a hard turn. 

From around the boat came cries of surprise and below was a crashing sound 

and loud cursing. Boston had managed to grab a handhold on the window 

ledge. His instant of panic at the impending collision eased when he saw the 

other boat had no bow wave. It wasn’t moving. 

‘Steady George,’ he said. ‘We’ll be all right. She’s dead in the water.’ He saw 

Capel relax and begin to take some angle off the rudder. ‘No! Keep her going 

around — do a full circle or we’ll lose the bastard in the fog. Take some speed 

off, too.’ 

Capel did as he was told and the Cormorant completed the turn coming 

back into the water where the other trawler must be. 

Proctor had gone to the bow. ‘There she is!’ 

Boston resisted the urge to take over the wheel. Capel knew what he was 

doing. Now the Cormorant idled with barely any steerage way, gently moving 

to less than ten metres away. 

The other trawler was similar to the Cormorant. Most of the fishing fleets on 

that part of the coast used boats of a traditional design and looked the same. A 

name in white lettering on her bow was scarred by a lifetime of scrapes with 

buoys and jetties, but it was legible. She was the Victory. 

‘Never heard of her,’ Capel said. 

‘Nor me, she’s not from our fleet. I can’t see any damage, can you?’ He 

pointed to a bright, blue lifeboat still lashed to the upper deck. ‘If they 

abandoned ship, they jumped in a hurry.’ 

‘I can’t see anything wrong. Her mast has a nasty angle to it, but that’s just 

poor rigging I expect,’ Capel said. 



In the bow Proctor shouted, ‘Ahoy Victory! Are you okay?’ His call sounded 

odd in the fog. No one replied or appeared on deck and after Proctor tried 

again he turned and gestured helplessly at the wheelhouse. 

Capel asked, ‘Give ‘em a blast on the horn?’ 

‘No need at this distance,’ Boston said and went to the side door. His voice 

could be ear-splitting and he roared, ‘Ahoy Victory! This is the Cormorant 

standing off your port side. Are you in distress?’ 

A silence followed. The men on the Cormorant exchanged nervous looks.  

‘Damn it, pull alongside of her,’ Boston said. He had no time for rescue 

missions. They needed to be at the fishing grounds first thing in the morning 

and the mist had already slowed their schedule. ‘Someone can quickly go over 

and take a look.’ 

‘What do you think’s happened?’ Capel said, twirling the wheel and skillfully 

bringing the Cormorant closer. Hark and Proctor began hanging fenders from 

the side. 

‘There’s a bunch of young blokes pissed and stoned below decks, I’d say. 

Hopefully some fool hasn’t drunk himself to death. Steve! Go across and poke 

your head below, will you?’ 

Morse was already preparing to leap the narrowing gap. He stepped deftly 

over onto the Victory as the boats touched. Hark and Proctor used grappling 

poles to hold the craft together. They watched as Morse looked inside the 

wheelhouse, even though it was obviously unmanned, then he disappeared 

down a hatchway, calling hello as he went. A long minute went by and he 

reappeared. Without saying a word he went to one of the holds and heaved 

back the hatch cover, peering inside. Then he straightened and called back to 

the Cormorant. 

‘There’s no one here, skipper. Not a soul. And there’s no catch in the hold 

either. They’ve been running the refrigeration though.’ 

The worried look on Morse’s face was plain. There was nothing really to be 

frightened of, but they had stumbled across that most disturbing of sea 

mysteries — a perfectly seaworthy boat adrift and without a crew. 

Boston knew the others would quickly pick up his mood and told him, ‘Don’t 

be stupid, Steve. There must be someone. Have a proper look!’ 



‘Where the hell else is there to look? This isn’t the fucking Queen Mary, 

skipper. I’m telling you, there’s nobody here.’ 

‘They must be hiding!’ 

Morse spread his arms. The trawlers weren’t big.  

‘For God’s sake,’ Boston growled. ‘Guy! Norman! Rope us securely. It seems 

we’re not going anywhere in a hurry. George, leave the engine running and 

stay here.’ 

Capel said, ‘You don’t have to tell me twice.’ 

Boston glared at him, before calling loudly, ‘All of you listen! I know what 

you’re thinking and I’m telling you to forget it. We’ll figure out what’s 

happened here before long.’ 

No one answered. A tendril of thick fog snaked across the deck and Mallen 

kicked his boot through it.  

Cursing at the stupidity of it all Boston stepped over the railings onto the 

Victory. He called, ‘Dan and Guy, come along, too. I want this boat searched 

from bow to stern in ten minutes flat. Norman, you stay there and hold 

George’s hand.’ 

‘Very bloody funny,’ Capel said dourly. 

Like Morse, Boston went to the wheelhouse first. Inside nothing was wrong. 

Everything was turned off as if the boat was at anchor. On deck, ropes were 

coiled competently, hatches properly closed, tools were secured in place. 

There were no signs of sloppy seamanship, panic or any kind of accident. By 

the time Boston went below decks to the crew area Mallen and Proctor were 

already there, searching through cupboards and drawers. There was nowhere 

for anyone to hide. 

Proctor looked inside the refrigerator. He said unhappily, ‘There’s 

perishables in here, skipper. Still fresh.’ 

Mallen flipped the lid on a freezer and pulled out a frozen steak. ‘Plenty of 

grub here, too.’ 

There was a cooking galley on one side and a cramped table for eating. 

Bunks that would be shared by any crew doubled as extra seating. Blankets 

and clothing were strewn everywhere, a magazine was open and face-down on 

the table, but it was no less of a mess than Boston would find on his own boat. 

‘What do you think happened to them?’ Proctor asked nervously. 



‘I don’t think anything happened at all yet,’ Boston told him, annoyed. 

Mallen said, ‘Maybe there was never anyone on board? She broke her 

moorings and drifted out here?’ 

Boston said to Proctor. ‘See? The lad’s using common sense, not thinking up 

fucking ghost stories.’ 

Proctor scowled. ‘It’s a damned long way to drift and we haven’t heard a 

word about any missing bloody boat. Why is that, then?’ 

‘She’s not from our fleet, which means she probably comes from 

Cannersville. Those bastards wouldn’t tell us if world war three had started. 

You know, there are laws about finding a boat like this.’ 

Proctor took a moment. ‘What? You mean salvage?’ 

The idea was growing on Boston as he explained. It had come to him out of 

the blue. ‘I don’t see why not, do you? 

Mallen said, amazed, ‘So skipper, it’s finders-keepers? If we find a boat 

drifting about the middle of the ocean with no one on board, it’s ours? Just 

like that?’ 

‘Maybe, so before you all start talking about the Mary Celeste and Flying 

fucking Dutchmen and bloody mermaids, consider it might be just some fool 

couldn’t tie a mooring rope properly. There are financial benefits for the 

salvagers, that’s all I’m saying.’ 

Boston was really thinking more in the short term. Morse helped make up 

his mind when he appeared in the doorway. 

‘Skipper, the fuel tanks are almost full. This is bloody weird...’ He fell quiet 

as he saw their faces. ‘What’s happened?’ 

‘Nothing’s happened, that’s the point,’ Boston said. ‘But the three of you go 

over every inch of this tub again, just in case. Look for any evidence that 

somebody got hurt. If you find nothing, we’ve got no reason to go searching 

for survivors. I’m going to try the engines.’ 

He left the three men looking at each other. Morse asked again, ‘What 

happened?’ 

‘Skipper’s talking about salvage,’ Mallen said. ‘You might be part-owner of 

your own trawler.’ He grinned. 

Morse surprised them. ‘Who the hell would want to own this boat? Can’t you 

feel it? Something’s wrong here, if you ask me.’ 



Proctor was already dreaming of claiming the salvage rights and making 

some money. ‘Don’t talk shit, how can anything be wrong? Hell, look — here 

you go.’ He picked up a stained Bible from a shelf and tossed it at Morse. 

‘Read this, you’ll feel better.’ 

Morse caught it and opened the cover to look inside for an inscription 

hoping it might tell him the boat’s owner. ‘I can’t,’ he asked soberly. ‘Half the 

pages have been ripped out.’ He held it up to show them. 

  



THREE 

In the wheelhouse Boston tried the starter and the engines kicked into life 

straight away. He was pleased and disturbed at the same time. Engine failure 

could have been a reason to abandon ship. He stopped them again and 

climbed back onto the Cormorant. In the wheelhouse he explained to Capel 

what they’d found. 

‘It doesn’t make sense this far out. It’d take weeks to drift this distance from 

the coast,’ Capel said. ‘Back then with the season in full swing and some of the 

boats having good radar, how the hell did no one else spot her?’ 

‘That’s exactly how,’ Boston said. ‘What do you do, when you see some other 

crew on your radar? You steer well clear, that’s what. Don’t poach on their 

territory. Nobody looked close enough to see this one’s adrift.’ 

‘Surely we would’ve heard something? A missing boat for God’s sake!’ 

‘Not necessarily one of ours, George. Not if it just lost a mooring and the 

silly bastards are still trying to find it, before anyone else knows.’ 

Capel gave in, shrugging. ‘Okay, so what do you want to do? Call it in and 

wait until somebody gets here? It could take a while.’  

‘Like hell. I’ve got a better idea. That boat’s fully fuelled and rigged to work 

with an empty hold already chilled down. We’ll take her with us. If we hit a 

good shoal of fish, we can fill the Cormorant and the Victory and get double 

the catch. Then, when we get back home we’ve got twice the tonnage of fish to 

sell and we’ll get something from the salvage rights, too.’ Boston rubbed his 

hands together. 

‘But… there could be some blokes out here in trouble and we’re just going to 

take their boat fishing?’ 

‘No one’s in trouble, George. Go and look for yourself. Nothing happened 

over there.’ 

Boston had obviously made up his mind, so Capel said, ‘Who’ll drive her 

tonight?’ 

‘Nobody. Let’s not risk getting separated in this damned fog. Besides, just as 

a precaution let’s wait until morning, before we let the Victory sail under her 

own steam. Rig a tow line. Tonight, everyone stays on board here.’ 



Capel seemed relieved, as if using a tow rope lessened the sin of taking over 

the other trawler. 

In the last light of the day, which had an odd orange glow with the fog, they 

fastened a tow line to the Victory and slowly took up the slack. There was little 

impact on the Cormorant’s passage other than an occasional tug on her stern. 

The calm ocean was a help.  

Boston had the wheel. The rest of the crew gathered on the rear deck and 

watched the Victory. The rope was just long enough that she sometimes 

vanished in the fog in the failing light. 

‘Salvage, aye?’ Hark said. ‘That’ll be a pretty bonus. What do you think she’s 

worth?’ 

‘What’s it to you?’ Morse asked. 

‘I’m just trying to figure out my share.’ 

‘You’re not a part of it. Only the blokes who went aboard her can actually 

claim the salvage money. You miss out, buddy.’ Morse managed a sly smile at 

Capel. 

Hark got angry. ‘What are you talking about? Of course, I get a share! It was 

the skipper who told me to stay here. That’s not my fault!’ 

‘Too bad you don’t know your rights, when you need to. You should have 

said something.’  

‘This is bullshit! What the fuck is going—’ 

‘Calm down, Norman!’ Boston called over his shoulder from the wheel. 

‘You’ll all get a share of whatever is coming.’ 

Hark didn’t look convinced. A seed of suspicion had been planted and it 

wasn’t going away easily. 

*** 

In the morning the Victory was gone. 

Proctor was in the wheelhouse after Boston had finally relinquished control 

and gone below for a sleep. The dawn was an unspectacular transition from a 

black night to a dull and colourless day with a thick, unbroken ceiling of grey 

cloud above. The mist retreated several hundred metres. Even as the sun 

crossed the horizon it only showed briefly as a flare of red, before it 

disappeared above the overcast. Proctor went cold with alarm as the first light 



revealed the other trawler was no longer behind them, the tow rope trailing 

limply over the stern. In the darkness he had long since grown used to feeling 

the slight jerk of the Victory on her rope. So used to it, he didn’t notice when it 

stopped. 

Boston was furious at him. 

‘What the hell did you do, fall asleep?’ Boston shouted. ‘How can you not 

notice a hundred tonne trawler is no longer behind us?’ 

‘It was black as pitch all bloody night and foggy, too. You could hardly see 

our own fucking stern light!’ 

‘Couldn’t you feel she was gone?’ 

‘You could hardly feel she was there in the first place, the sea’s been so flat.’ 

‘Something must have made her lose the line. A rogue wave, a bloody wind 

gust — did you feel that?’ 

‘No, there was nothing,’ Proctor shook his head. 

‘Nothing? Jesus! And you call yourself a seaman?’ 

‘Damn right, I’m a bloody seaman!’ Proctor balled his fists. 

‘All right, you two calm down,’ Capel said, emerging on deck.  

The argument had woken everyone and they all appeared, stretching and 

frowning at the strange daylight and weather. Puzzled and half asleep, they 

stared at the empty ocean behind them. Boston made a noise of disgust and 

stamped away towards the crate to urinate over the side. It wasn’t in place 

again and he angrily kicked it back where it should be. 

‘This reminds me of when I was on a cray boat in the gulf. It’s like the edge 

of a cyclone,’ Capel mused, looking at the sky. ‘Dead flat sea, not a breath of 

wind and a sky like this.’ 

‘A storm’s coming?’ Mallen asked. 

‘I don’t know what to make of it. I’ve never seen it in this part of the world.’ 

Capel didn’t sound concerned. 

Proctor had taken a pair of binoculars from a shelf and was scanning the 

water behind them. ‘Not a bloody sign of her,’ he said bitterly. ‘She could have 

broken off hours ago. Do you want to turn around, skipper? Go looking?’ He 

asked calmly, offering Boston an olive branch. 



Boston replied from the rail. His voice was grating, unwilling to let Proctor 

completely off the hook too easily. ‘Visibility’s still fucked. What’s the point? 

We’ll only waste time, when we should be fishing. Are we there yet?’ 

‘The GPS is busted at the moment. No satellite link, it says.’ Proctor read the 

screen again, but it stayed the same. ‘We’ve kept a good course and speed all 

night. By my reckoning we’re just about there.’ 

‘Then at least something went right, even if all this bloody technology isn’t 

worth a damn,’ Boston said, coming back into the wheelhouse and taking over. 

‘Go and grab a brew, all of you. Twenty minutes for some breakfast and a mug 

of tea, then let’s put a net over and see what we can get.’ 

As they went to move below Mallen asked mildly, ‘Hey, where’s Norman?’ 

They all stopped. 

Morse said, ‘He’ll be in the heads. That bastard always takes forever on the 

can. Go and bash on the door.’ 

‘No, he’s not. I just got out of there,’ Mallen said. ‘He didn’t go in.’ 

Morse shrugged to say he didn’t really care, but he leaned through the 

doorway of the crew area. ‘Hey, Norman! Stop playing with yourself, you’ll go 

blind. We’re all missing your bright, cheery smile out here.’ 

There was no answer. Frowning, Capel pushed past Morse and called, 

‘Norman, are you all right? Where are you?’ 

Again there was only silence. Capel went below decks and they heard him 

moving around for a minute, the toilet door opening and closing. He came 

back up looking deeply worried. ‘Search the rest of boat, lads. He’s not down 

here.’ 

The mood changed and they quickly checked everywhere they could, 

including the unlikely places like the fish holds and engine space. Within a few 

minutes it was clear that Hark wasn’t on the trawler. Back on the rear deck 

Capel stared up at Boston in the wheelhouse. 

‘Christ, John. I think we’ve got a man overboard. God knows how long ago.’ 

Capel’s lack of conviction was because despite the evidence, it still felt 

impossible. The others looked shocked and uncertain. 

Everyone expected to see Boston swing the wheel and reverse their course 

immediately to start a search. Instead he went still and gazed thoughtfully 



over their heads at their wake, keeping them waiting a long time. Finally he 

said softly. ‘That greedy little prick.’ 

Morse understood first. He said in disbelief, ‘Skipper, you don’t think he 

took the Victory?’ 

‘Why not? You’re the one who told Norman he wouldn’t get a share of the 

salvage.’  

‘Yeah, but even he would figure out I was taking the piss—’ Morse fell silent. 

Hark wasn’t the smartest man he’d met.  

Boston’s face was dark. ‘I reckon Norman’s taken her and he’s sailing flat 

out for home to claim the prize all for himself.’  

‘But how’d he get aboard?’ Proctor said, unconvinced. 

‘Along the tow rope.’ 

They stared at the thick hemp line still trailing in the water. Proctor said 

what they all thought.  

‘You’ve got be joking!’ 

‘It wouldn’t be that hard and he was thinking there’s a fortune at the other 

end. So he gets wet? We’re not doing more than eight or ten knots.’ Boston 

said. ‘He could have hung on easily and climbed up onto her bow.’ 

‘But skipper, Norman? He’s just not that… well, fucking brave for a start.’ 

‘He’s a bloody good swimmer,’ Capel said quietly. ‘I know that for a fact. 

Here, someone give me a hand.’ He walked to the stern followed by Mallen 

and together they retrieved the tow rope. Capel examined the line and called 

back to Boston, ‘It’s come undone, not broken. Who fastened it on the 

Victory?’ 

‘Me,’ Morse said carefully. 

 Capel said to Boston, ‘You know Steve can tie a good knot, skipper. He 

wouldn’t have fucked it up.’ He added, telling them all pointedly, ‘If it didn’t 

happen on its own, then someone must have slipped the line.’ 

‘I’ll be damned,’ Proctor said. 

‘Don’t worry, I’m going to skin the bastard alive,’ Boston said. 

‘Are we going after him?’ 

‘No, we’ve got five witnesses who’ll say it isn’t his salvage to claim. The fool 

never thinks too far ahead, when he ever thinks at all. But damn it, I wanted 



her nets and that empty hold.’ Boston’s expression abruptly changed, 

surprising them. ‘Right bloody now, as a matter of fact. Look at that!’ 

He threw up an arm, pointing. Five hundred metres on their starboard side 

a huge shoal of sardines had surfaced, churning the water like some monster 

from the deep. It galvanized the crew of the Cormorant. They hardly needed 

Boston’s shouting to know what had to be done and they rushed about the 

trawler, feverishly working to put a net out. 

It was Capel’s job to take the wheel while Boston tried to predict where a 

shoal was heading using the GPS and the fish-finding sonar. Both refused to 

operate and he raged at them, darting around the tiny wheelhouse hoping to 

keep the shoal in sight instead. 

Capel said unhappily, ‘Skipper, the compass isn’t working either. I don’t 

know what the hell is going on.’ 

Boston didn’t care. For the first time that season a good catch was within his 

grasp. He paused to glance over Capel’s shoulder at the compass. ‘It doesn’t 

matter right now,’ he said. ‘The only course we need is the same as them.’ He 

jabbed a finger at the shoal. 

  



FOUR 

Their first haul was so impressive the crew were whooping with joy as the 

bulging net was lifted from the water and its contents dumped onto the sorting 

tray. The sardine were large and healthy, the best they’d seen for a long time. 

They hurried to get the net out again.  

With the second sweep they knew that the Cormorant wasn’t keeping up 

with the fast-moving shoal. The catch wasn’t as large. When the net came out 

of the water the Cormorant’s stern didn’t dig down as deep at the weight. Still, 

it seemed Boston had been right to travel to these furthest fishing grounds.  

They could easily tell the third trawl was catching even less. Boston had to 

decide whether to stop fishing and try to put them back in front of the shoal 

again. 

Five minutes later he told them, ‘Damn it, bring it in. Let’s get a move on.’ 

Exhausted and soaked, the crew threw levers on the winches and brought 

the net back. Rising from the water it had barely half a tonne of catch, most of 

it weed and trash. They released it onto the sorting tray anyway to pick out the 

few sardines that were there. Mallen reached forward to scoop away a tangle 

of kelp. He came face to face with a pair of dead, human eyes staring out from 

the mess. With a strangled cry Mallen fell backwards. 

Morse laughed saying, ‘Look out, Dan! You’ll break your arse falling about 

like—’ he choked on the words, seeing the pale body too as the rest of the haul 

spread itself across the tray. Proctor cried out in horror. The commotion 

caused Capel and Boston to turn around and look down from the wheelhouse. 

Capel whispered, ‘Jesus Christ,’ and quickly made the sign of the cross. 

Surrounded by the weed and gasping fish Norman Hark lay on his back, 

dead. The exposed flesh, his face and hands, were starkly white, his mouth 

with bloodless lips open in a grimace showing yellow teeth. Water trickled out. 

Boston snatched at the throttle and stopped the engine. In an eerie silence 

the Cormorant began to lose way. The stunned crew could only stand rigid 

with shock and stare at Hark’s corpse. 

Capel croaked, barely audible to the others, ‘How in God’s name did that 

happen? What is he doing there?’ 



No one had an answer. Boston said, ‘Get him out of that shit and onto the 

deck.’ 

Appalled at the task, Proctor and Morse grabbed at Hark’s clothing and 

dragged him to the edge of the tray. He slithered on the slick wood and when 

they tried to hold his legs and arms to lower him to the deck their grip slipped 

and Hark dropped heavily. 

‘Easy!’ Boston called harshly. 

‘You want to fucking do it?’ Morse snarled back at him. 

Boston came down to the deck with Capel behind him. Proctor and Morse 

had backed away from the body. All of them stood at a distance. 

Morse said, ‘Christ, what are the chances? That Norman can fall overboard 

and drown in the middle of the damned ocean, then we catch him in a net the 

next day? The odds are a million to one. I mean, if he went over the side last 

night he shouldn’t even be anywhere near here. The tides, any currents... it’s 

crazy.’ 

‘Strange things happen at sea,’ Capel said absently. 

‘Not this fucking strange,’ Morse said, his voice cracking. 

Proctor began muttering, ‘This is bad — really bad. Something weird is 

going on and I don’t like it one little bit.’ 

‘Settle down all of you!’ Boston said. ‘Jumping at bloody shadows again.’ 

Proctor said, ‘It’s not a bloody shadow, skipper! It’s a fucking drowned man 

and he shouldn’t be here. How the hell did he get in the net?’ He looked 

around fearfully. 

‘How do you think?’ Boston was scathing. 

‘How the fuck should I know? I’m only saying...’ Proctor fell silent. 

Boston told them heavily, his mind working furiously, ‘I’ll tell you how he 

got there. I say he fell over last night taking a piss — I saw the crate was 

moved. Norman hit the water and got pulled under the boat straight away. I 

reckon he’s been wedged against the rudder guard ever since. We’ve been 

dragging him along all the time. Without a change of course or speed there 

was nothing to dislodge him until we started fishing. He broke free when we 

did and then he went straight into the net behind us.’ 

The crew silently considered this, glad to be given a plausible explanation no 

matter how unlikely. 



‘Why didn’t he go into the first net?’ Mallen asked softly. 

Boston said impatiently, ‘Hell, Dan! Why the third run? Why not the next 

one — or next fucking week? Maybe he had the rudder jammed up his arse 

until now? I haven’t got all the answers.’ 

‘I think you’re right, skipper,’ Capel said, nodding. ‘It’s the only thing that 

can explain it.’ 

‘Thank you, George. At least someone else is using their head,’ Boston said. 

‘So what happened to the Victory then?’ Mallen asked. 

It took Boston momentarily by surprise. ‘Steve ties a useless knot, that’s 

what. The tow line came undone.’ 

Morse opened his mouth to protest and thought the better of it. Instead he 

said, ‘It doesn’t matter anymore, does it? This trip’s gone to hell, too.’ He 

waved at the body. ‘What do we do with Norman in the meantime? It’s a long 

way home. We’ll have to put him in with the fish or he’ll go—’ 

‘No,’ Boston cut him off. 

‘What?’ 

‘I said no. We’re not putting him in with the catch.’ 

Morse exchanged a glance with the others. ‘But skipper, we can’t have him 

down with us or leave him on the deck! The sensible place is in with the fish 

where it’s refrigerated.’ 

Boston spoke deliberately. ‘It’s bad enough we’re out late in the season and 

that we’ve had to come so damned far. It’s a tragedy one of our mates has 

drowned and we’ve dragged his sorry bloody corpse back on board by mistake. 

The only good thing to happen on this trip is the beginnings of a decent catch. 

Those sardines are in prime condition and they’ll fetch a top price. If we put 

human remains in with the catch and the fisheries inspector finds out, he’ll 

downgrade the whole lot to fucking cat food not fit for human consumption 

and we won’t make a cent.’ 

The men shifted uneasily, aware that Boston was right and it could cost 

them dearly.  

After a moment Proctor said carefully, ‘It’d be different if he was hurt, but 

Norman’s dead. What the hell difference does it make to him?’ 

‘What difference does what make?’ Morse said. ‘What are we going to do 

with him?’  



‘Bury him out here,’ Boston said flatly. ‘Just put him back over the side as if 

we never saw him again anyway and it can be our little secret. If you like, we 

can tell everyone we did the best we could for a search, but he was gone too 

long. Really, I don’t give a damn as long as we all say the same thing and stick 

to it.’ 

A silence dragged out. Nobody wanted to be the first to agree. 

‘You’ll have to weigh him down,’ Capel said gruffly. ‘Tie something to his 

ankles is the usual thing.’ 

‘Did you keep that Bible?’ Proctor asked Morse. 

‘Yeah, but I wouldn’t have a clue how to use it,’ Morse said. ‘So forget it.’ 

Mallen was still pale and looked sick. ‘Don’t we — don’t we have to wrap him 

in canvas or something?’ 

‘Can you be bothered?’ Proctor said. 

‘Not me!’ 

‘Not anyone,’ Boston said. He was suddenly exhausted and worried. 

Haggard lines creased his face. ‘Look, let’s just get it over and done with. 

There’s nothing else for it.’ 

They looked at each other, but didn’t let their eyes meet for too long. Capel 

got them moving saying, ‘The broken pulley block from last week. That’ll do.’ 

He also took on the task of fastening the heavy pulley with a rope to Hark’s 

legs. Capel cinched the knot tight, the line biting into the dead man’s flesh. 

Then without further ceremony they lifted Hark’s body onto the railing, tossed 

the pulley over and hastily shoved the corpse after it. There was a loud splash 

and a maelstrom of bubbles breaking on the surface. He sank quickly out of 

sight. 

‘May God rest his soul,’ Boston murmured self-consciously, looking down at 

the water. He straightened.  ‘Does anyone else want to say something?’ 

Morse said tiredly, frowning, ‘Is this even legal?’ 

‘It’s a bit late to think of that,’ Boston told him. 

He went back to the wheelhouse and started the engine. Scanning the ocean 

he saw another, smaller shoal of sardines in the distance. Calling this news 

down to the others he added, ‘Come on, let’s make some damned money.’ 

*** 



The weather didn’t break and the Cormorant spent the rest of the day 

chasing elusive shoals of fish across a flat ocean beneath an unbroken layer of 

cloud above. The strange conditions took the colour out of everything until the 

men sweating at the ropes and winches seemed to have grey skin. 

The sardine were frustrating, teasing Boston by appearing just out of reach 

or vanishing as the crew were about to run out a net. Sometimes he went 

doggedly in pursuit with the net in tow or he would order the lines pulled and 

the Cormorant again dashed to try and get in a better position. Often Capel 

had to get into the engine space and nurse the overheating cooling system 

through a crisis. Boston didn’t care. Just another half a dozen good hauls like 

their first would be enough to fill the holds, but they only caught enough to 

remain convinced they were in the right place. All it needed was a change of 

luck. 

With the trawler always twisting and turning towards the latest sighting of 

fish Boston had no idea what direction they were heading in. He hadn’t 

explained to the crew that all their navigation aids were mysteriously 

unusable. As the hours passed and the sky began to darken ending the day’s 

work Boston had to consider breaking the bad news. 

‘Make this the last one,’ he called, seeing a net barely containing a catch 

come dripping out of the water. There was time for another run, but everyone 

was exhausted and he saw their relief. Without Norman Hark the workload 

had been harder and Capel had spent the day on the deck. Now he stepped 

wearily into the wheelhouse and glanced at the compass. 

‘No, it’s not,’ Boston said, before he could ask. 

‘Shit,’ Capel muttered. He looked at Boston and was going to make a 

comment, but something in the far distance caught his eye. ‘At least we’re not 

alone. Maybe we should signal for help, while there’s still enough light?’ 

Boston turned and saw another trawler at the very edge of visibility. He 

frowned, because he hadn’t seen it earlier. ‘Who the hell’s that?’ 

Capel picked up the binoculars. After a moment he said softly, ‘I’ll be 

damned. It’s the Victory again.’ 

‘What? It can’t be!’ Boston took the binoculars and stared through them. 

‘I can’t see her name,’ Capel said. ‘But you can pick that crooked mast. It’s 

her, all right.’ 



Morse called up, pointing, ‘Hey, have you seen that?’ His voice trailed away 

as he saw Boston using the glasses. 

‘It’s the Victory again,’ Capel told him. The men on the deck all stopped. 

‘The Victory?’ Morse answered for them. ‘How can it be? We’re bloody miles 

away from where she must have dropped the tow.’ 

‘Maybe not. I’m not sure where we are,’ Boston admitted. He explained 

about the compass and the GPS equipment, trying to sound unconcerned. He 

went on, ‘We may have sailed a huge circle today and come back to the 

Victory. That’s what it looks like.’ 

‘Just when were you planning to tell us about this?’ Morse said. 

‘When you needed to know,’ Boston said. He gestured impatiently at the 

sky. ‘It’s just this crazy weather fooling with the radio and satellite reception. 

It won’t last forever.’ 

‘What, we don’t have radio either?’ Proctor said. 

‘Not right now. It’ll come back.’ 

Morse said angrily, ‘You’re joking, right? We’re lost! We’re fucking lost and 

don’t have any radio contact — and you didn’t want to mention it sometime?’ 

‘I’m telling you now! Beside, how the hell can we be lost?’ Boston said. ‘As 

soon as the weather clears and we sight the sun, we turn west and make 

landfall — we can’t miss it unless the world’s been turned upside down 

overnight. Then it’s just a matter of sailing north or south along the coast until 

we reach home.’ 

‘What if the weather doesn’t clear?’ 

Capel stood in front of Boston and calmed everyone with a hand. ‘The 

weather always changes. Even if we only get a breeze, at this time of year it’ll 

be from the south. Put it on our starboard side and we’re on the way home.’ 

He tried to sound confident, an old hand who didn’t rely on electronic gadgets. 

Boston added, ‘We’ve got a week’s fuel, more if we’re smart about it. There’s 

nothing to worry about except catching a full load of fish. By the time we’ve 

done that everything else will be fine.’ 

‘We can do better than that,’ Capel reminded him, nodding at the other 

trawler. ‘We get a second chance to double our money. Our luck’s changed.’ 

‘Damned right,’ Boston said, turning to increase the throttle and spinning 

the wheel. ‘Let’s go and get her again before we run out of light. This time I’ll 



tie the bloody tow rope.’ He said this with a wry grin at Morse, hoping to break 

the tension. Morse grimaced and didn’t reply. 

A minute later Capel said, ‘Now what’s going on? She’s turned away! The 

Victory’s running away from us.’ 

‘She can’t be going anywhere, she’s adrift,’ Boston said, but he was unsure. 

‘For God‘s sake, we know there’s nobody on board. Can you see a wake?’ 

Without doubt, the trawler had swung around presenting her stern to the 

Cormorant. 

‘I can hardly see anything, it’s getting too dark,’ Capel said. ‘Dan! Get up 

here, will you? Have a look.’ 

Capel thrust the binoculars in his hands when Mallen squeezed into the 

wheelhouse. He asked, ‘Can you see a wake? Is she moving?’ 

Mallen was pleased to be needed. He focused the binoculars and stared a 

long time. Boston clicked his tongue impatiently, but Mallen refused to hurry. 

He said, ‘I’m not sure about a wake, but I can see someone at the wheel. You 

can see their silhouette against the windows.’ 

‘Now that’s fucking impossible!’ Boston said. ‘Either that or it’s not the same 

boat.’  

Capel took the binoculars back and looked again. He said thoughtfully, ‘I 

think Dan’s right. And you know what? I can see that blue lifeboat now. It’s 

definitely the Victory.’ 

Morse and Proctor were down on the deck behind the wheelhouse waiting. 

They only heard snatches of the conversation. Morse called, ‘What’s going on?’ 

‘We’re not sure,’ Capel answered in an odd voice. ‘Give us a minute. Hey 

John, try something for me, will you? Reverse our course.’  

Boston made a noise. ‘What? Why? We’re running out of light too quickly to 

catch her now.’ He glared out the window at the Victory, judging the distance 

again. 

‘Then just turn away ninety degrees for a minute, that’s all.’ 

Annoyed, Boston flicked the wheel and sent the Cormorant in a sweeping 

turn to port. After a minute he said, ‘Okay, now what? Don’t be long, whatever 

it is.’ 

‘Look for yourself,’ Capel told him. 



The Victory had also changed course to sail parallel to them. Boston was 

speechless. 

‘For some reason she’s shadowing us,’ Capel said. ‘She turns away when we 

try to get close, otherwise they’ll keep the same distance I can guarantee it.’ 

‘That’s insane!’ 

‘It could be. I don’t know what it is, John. But I’ll bet that’s what she’s 

doing.’ 

‘There was no one on board!’ 

‘There is now.’ 

Boston looked about to explode at Capel’s cool assessment. 

‘Maybe it’s pirates after our fish?’ Mallen said meekly. 

‘Don’t be bloody stupid,’ Boston said, making him flinch. ‘Pirates take 

freighters and containers ships with cargo worth millions of dollars. Not 

damned trawlers filled with sardines.’ 

‘Then they’re smugglers or drug runners?’ Mallen said, bravely trying to 

stand his ground. 

‘Drug runners?’ Boston stared at him in disbelief.  

Capel said, ‘John, wait a moment. Dan might have a point. We searched that 

trawler from end to end looking for a crew, but we didn’t look for any secret 

places. Some specially-built place to hide in. Maybe that guy over there hid 

himself when we came aboard, then came out and untied the tow rope when 

he thought we’d not notice. It explains a lot.’ 

‘Really? And now what?’ Boston turned his disdain at Capel. 

‘Now we’ve stumbled across him again and he’s lost, too. But he doesn’t 

know we haven’t got any navigation either — that it’s an atmospheric thing. 

He still doesn’t want us to know who he is or what he’s doing, but by sticking 

close he’s hoping we’ll lead him back to the coast.’ 

The anger drained out of Boston. He said, ‘That’s ridiculous, surely? You’re 

assuming a hell of a lot.’ 

‘I’m just thinking a crazy situation through. Have you got any better ideas?’ 

Capel and Mallen waited while Boston lit a cigarette, closed his eyes and 

blew a plume of smoke at the wheelhouse ceiling. He said quietly, ‘I just 

wanted to catch a load of fish, not have to deal with any of this drug smuggling 



crap or dead men in my nets. Sometimes it's like we're truly cursed. I'll bet 

father fucking Gilmour would be pleased.’ 

 

END SAMPLE 
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