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Gibraltar: Mid-October 1942. 

‘Jock, yer oan the team, wur baith oan it, c’moan!’ 

‘Me, are you sure, Bobby?’ 

‘Aye, an’ wur playin’ the noo, c’moan!’ 

Jack grabbed his football gear and followed Bobby up off the submarine. They 

raced across to the football pitch. There was a big crowd. The Navy against the 

Army, a grudge replay match after a draw a few days earlier, with Flying Officer 

Phillips as Referee, again. It was well known that Flyboy Phillips’ younger brother 

was the Goalie for the Army.  

‘Right lads, in and get changed. Bonthron, No4, Campbell, No.2. And be bloody 

quick about it, Kick Off is in three minutes.’ 

‘Jock, Ah wis a’ ower the place lookin’ fur ye. Where wiz ye?’ 

‘Just talking to that Wren Officer, Evelyn, you know the fair-haired one, from 

the dancing.’ 

‘Lucky wee bastart! Wish Ah cud dance like yoo. C’moan, we’ll git sent aff afore 

we git sent oan. An’ watch oot fur tha’ big No 10 o’ theirs, he’s a rite durty big 

bastart.’  

Jack’s match was a short one. The No 10 went right through him on the first 

tackle. Jack was stretchered off with a suspected broken leg and taken to the Sick 

Bay on their submarine depot ship, HMS Maidstone. 

     oo0oo 

Later that afternoon, Bobby, still in his football strip, found Jack, his leg in a 

plaster. 

‘Well Bobby, how did we do?’ 

‘Anither fuckin’ draw, two fuckin’ each. That’s twice noo fuckin’ Flyboy Phillips 

huz stitched us up. Two fuckin’ penulties they goat oot a nuthin’, an’ we hid two 

fuckin’ goals chalked aff tha’ Flyboy said wur affside, the big shite.’ 

‘That man there!  Enough of that foul-mouthed talk. This is a Sick Bay not a 

seaman’s mess. On your way sailor, my patient needs his beauty sleep. You can see 

him tomorrow.’  
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‘Eh, Aye-Aye Sir, eh Maam. Sorry Maam. But Ah canny cum back the morra cause 

wur sailin’ at dusk.’  

‘Hold your tongue, man! Do not go about this base blabbing restricted 

information. I could put you on a charge for that. Now get out of my sight, before I 

change my mind.’ 

‘Aye-Aye, Sir, eh Maam.’  

‘Oh, and get your Bosun to have this man’s gear brought here at once.’ 

‘Cheerio Bobby,’ said Jack quietly. 

‘Aye, Jock, see you in the sweet bye and bye.’ 

She closed the door, locked it with a key from her pocket, and sat beside him on 

the bed. 

‘So, how are you feeling Jack?’ 

‘Not too bad, Maam.’ 

‘Evelyn is fine when we are alone, Jack.’ 

‘Eh, how did I get this single room? Is it not reserved for Officers?’  

‘Yes, it is. And I’m an Officer.’ 

‘Oh, but I’m an only an Ordinary Seaman.’ 

‘I have my reasons Jack; several, actually.’ 

‘Is my leg broken, Evelyn, it sure as hell hurts.’  

‘Actually it’s just badly bruised and hopefully… well, we’ll see.’ 

‘Oh, right then.’ 

‘I’ll have to write a signal to your Skipper. How well trained is your Sick Bay 

Attendant?’ 

‘Bobby Campbell, my pal who was just here? They made him SBA because he had 

a badge from the Boys’ Brigade.’ 

‘Ah, how helpful.’ 
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She leaned over and kissed his forehead. He reached up and cupped her head in 

his hands drawing her onto his lips. After a few minutes she eased herself off the 

bed, buttoned her blouse, straightened her uniform and waltzed to the door. 

‘See you after lights out, sailor.’  

     oo0oo 

A week later Jack and Evelyn won First Prize at the monthly Inter-Services Gala 

Dance, moving the Navy to the top of the league.  

The next day Jack was posted to the HMS Sybil, which sailed immediately. 

   oo0oo 

 

French Atlantic coast: Early November, 1942 

They had been at sea for several days. Jack was outside the Skipper’s cabin, a 

cubby hole screened from the rest of the amidships area by a heavy drape of dark 

blue brocade, embroidered with the ship’s emblem in gold.  

Sybil, the Witch, on her broomstick, wearing a tall pointed hat. 

‘Ordinary Seaman Bonthron reporting, Sir.’ 

‘Come.’ 

Jack slipped past the screen and stood to attention. 

‘Stand Easy. Now, Bonthron, do you understand the nature of our assignment? 

‘Yes Sir. Jimmy the One, sorry Sir, the First Lieutenant gave me a briefing when 

I joined.’ 

‘Tell me in your own words.’ 

‘We’re a Special Operations sub, Sir, although that’s a secret. And everything we 

do must be kept secret, never discussed with anyone. And we have to look after 

each other when we have a run ashore. No loose talk.’ 

‘Good man. We’ve all been watching you and I’m sure you’ll fit in. Now Bonthron, 

my information suggests you may have a special talent, one we will need. That is why 

we swapped you for Henderson. He was a very popular man was our Jim Henderson 

and that makes you a target with his messmates, at least for a while. Do you 

understand?’ 
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‘Yes, Sir.’   

‘Now, do you know what your talent is, Bonthron?’ 

‘No, not really, Sir.’ 

‘Oh, I think you do. My cousin Evelyn told me some of it and I think I can guess 

at the rest.’  

‘Ah, d’you mean football, Sir.’ 

‘Try again.’ 

‘Riding my Bike?’ 

‘Cooler.’ 

‘Swimming?’ 

‘Yes and no, but cooler I would say.’ 

‘Dancing?’ 

‘Hotter.’ 

‘I’m sorry Sir, I’m lost here. Perhaps it’s someone else you’ve heard about?’ 

‘No Bonthron, you are definitely ‘it’. Evelyn was very candid. She said that there 

are only sixteen ‘available’ women on the Rock.’  

‘Sorry, Sir?’ 

‘How many you have, eh, “conquered” she did not know precisely, but most, she 

reckoned. Fascinating, actually, because you’re no Adonis, are you?’ 

‘Sorry, Sir?’ 

‘At least you have the good grace to blush. Now look, Bonthron, strange though 

it may seem to you, we have a situation coming up in the next twenty-four hours 

where your ability to, how shall I put it, ‘relax’ women and so gain their trust, could 

prove very important. According to our best information, that is.’ 

‘Sorry, Sir?’ 

‘See the Bosun. He’ll kit you out for your run ashore. Do not use the weapon 

unless you are ordered to by Lieutenant Harding. Understood?’ 

‘Yes, Sir. Eh, where are we docking, sir?’ 
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‘Not for you to know. And we will not be docking. Just do as you are told. No 

chit-chat aboard or ashore. Good luck.’ 

‘Thank you, Sir.’ 

‘Well done Bonthron, Evelyn said you would be happy to volunteer. Dismiss.’ 

     ***** 

HMS Sybil was at periscope depth and at Action Stations. Using the periscope’s 

rangefinder the Skipper was calling out the distances for various features. The 

Navigator repeated his calls as he plotted the information on the chart. The 

Messenger wrote them into the Log. They were near a river mouth and the salinity 

of the water was variable. The dive team were struggling, trying to prevent the 

Sybil from popping up and revealing herself. 

At 800 yards from shore the sub was at Dead Slow Astern, nearly stopped, 

being heaved forwards gently towards the shore by the long slow Atlantic swell. 

Normally Jack would have been at the forward hydroplanes as it was his Watch. 

The chronometer read 01.31 hours. It would be slack water a 02.03 hours when the 

tide turned, making it easier for their return paddle. 

‘Yes, here it comes at last. Signals, take this down and cross check.’ 

The Skipper called out each of the three groups of five mixed letters and 

numbers in turn. These were repeated by Signals and this time the Messenger 

called them back to him as he wrote them into the Log. It took a further minute 

before Signals confirmed it was a “GO!” 

The orders were given. Sybil rose to the surface. The forward hatch opened. 

Jack waited at the foot of the conning tower, checking for the hundredth time 

that the pistol, inside its waterproof glove, was securely fastened to the neck cord 

that suspended the weapon inside his jacket. After his allotted fifty rounds on the 

practice range, during basic training at HMS Raleigh in July 1941, Jack had been 

scored as ‘average’. He had not handled a pistol since.   

Jack stood behind Crispin Harding their Special Ops Royal Marine Lieutenant. 

Both were dressed as French fishermen, wearing heavy dark blue serge jackets. 

They wore dark goggles to induce better night vision. Some of them said Harding 

was also Scottish, a Fettes boy, then Oxford University, a world away from Jack’s 

life. 
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As they waited Jack recalled the whispered briefing from Harding as they had 

sat in the empty Officer’s mess, two hours earlier:  

‘Without the girl their mission will be hopeless, ineffectual. She is their 

translator, a multi-linguist, and also their wireless operator. They say that as a girl 

she was a good swimmer. When she was a teenager she was in a dinghy which 

capsized. She was trapped under the hull, in an air pocket. Her father drowned. 

Now she has a fear of water.’ 

‘Perhaps a little Benzedrine in a Thermos of sweet cocoa, Sir? We had a bad 

accident during training and Bobby and me, well, we had to retrieve the body parts. 

Apparently we were singing as we did it, Sir.’  

‘Good idea, Bonthron. Perhaps I should have thought of that.’ 

‘The Bosun says “READY”, Sir, and that the Forward Hatch is “SECURE”, Sir’, 

said the Bosun’s Mate. 

‘Right Cris, off you go. God Bless you both,’ murmured the Skipper. 

At the top of the conning tower they dropped the goggles back to the Bosun’s 

Mate. The hatch at their feet was pulled shut and secured. The Sybil was settling, 

her tanks blowing. Topsides it was pitch black. The foredeck was awash as they 

clambered down onto it and splashed forward.  

Jack saw the large rubber dinghy, attached to a deck-ring by a long painter on a 

running loop. The craft was streaming out ahead of them in the fluorescent swell. 

He heaved the dinghy along-sides and they jumped together, Jack into the forward 

end and Harding into the aft end.  Jack cast her off and the swell pitched them 

shoreward, taking them quickly clear of the submarine.  Within seconds the Sybil 

had disappeared below the surface.  

The noise of the surf increased. Suddenly they were aground on a steep pebble 

beach. At about thirty yards from waterline there was an almost vertical hillside. 

Jack scrabbled up above the high-water mark, found a rock to secure the painter. 

He took off his lifejacket put it on top of the second lifejacket he had brought for 

the girl. He built a mound of pebbles over them.  

Harding, stooping, scrabbled past. Jack followed. They tracked leftwards 

towards the huge rock which was the agreed meeting point.  
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There was no one there. They saw a path leading into the bushes. Harding 

decided to follow it, and almost at once a tall thin man wearing a light coloured 

trench coat and a pill-box hat stepped out of the darkness.   

‘The hands of you to the high of your head, s’il vous plait.’  

‘Winnie says that the French cannot cook roast beef.’ 

‘Henri say the English make ‘orrible beer.’ 

‘This way please, Colonel.’ 

‘Non, il est impossible, la dame refuse de venir avec nous et on ne peut pas 

partir. Elle est très jeune et fragile. Je vais devoir la renvoyer avec un de mes 

hommes, mais il est maintenant très dangereux, de leur patrouille de la côte est en 

raison d'une minute.’ 

‘Peut-être mon homme peut vous aider, il a une manière avec les femmes, il 

semble,’ said Harding.  

‘Essayez si vous le souhaitez, the tall man shrugged. ‘Nous avons essayé tous les 

moyens mais elle dit qu'elle a trop peur. Marcel, prendre son homme à la jeune fille, 

rapidement.’ 

Harding whispered to Jack, ‘As we thought; the girl is refusing. The Colonel 

intends to send her back with one of his men. But the Coast Patrol is due any 

minute. They are very jittery so I’ll keep them on the move, get them down to the 

dinghy. Do your best with her. You have about ten minutes to work your magic. Else 

leave her with this Marcel chappie and fetch yourself back here. Time is 02.15 

hours, back here at 02.30 hours, or we leave without you. Got that, Bonthron?’ 

‘Yes, sir.’ 

Turning towards the Colonel, Harding said sharply, ‘Bonthron, go with this man 

and have a word with the girl’. 

‘Aye-Aye, Sir.’  

Jack stood aside as three other men followed the Colonel down onto the beach. 

The remaining man, Marcel, who was short and burly, led the way. Jack followed. 

After a few minutes of hard climbing up a narrow winding path, they found the girl. 

She was crouching on her heels under a large bush, a beige cape draped over her 

shoulders, hugging herself with her arms. She was dressed in men’s clothes, her 
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short dark hair under a beret. A man crouched beside her, his pistol pointing at 

them as they approached. 

‘Pierre, vous aller pour être avec le Colonel. Je vous rejoindrai bientôt. Si je 

peux. Bonne chance, mon ami.’ 

Without response Pierre handed the pistol to Marcel then vanished down the 

path towards the beach. 

Jack knelt on the ground beside her. 

‘Hello, you’re Janette, right? I’m Jack, can you understand me?’ 

‘You are Scottish? My Oncle Albert was to Glasgow University for the two 

years. I visit him with Maman. I was but a child. She was very green but cold and 

wet and very foggy sometimes,’ she sobbed.  ‘I am so sorry to make this trouble to 

you. It is true I say I do it, but non, I cannot,’ her tears rolled freely. ’At the 

Control they will say that I am the coward, but they will say it behind the back, and 

it will be the worse.’ 

‘Don’t worry Janette. It’s all right to be afraid. It makes you like the rest of us.’ 

‘Vous, soyez rapide. J'ai besoin de la partir d'ici à la fois!’ hissed Marcel, waving 

the pistol towards the narrow path which snaked upwards into the darkness. 

‘He is want us to go quick. He is in fear.’  

‘See, I told you, he’s afraid too. Here, try some cocoa Janette; it’ll make you 

feel better. I made it myself, sweet and strong.’ 

She held the cup to her lips and took a sip, then a large mouthful.  

‘Do you take, Jack?’  

‘No, Janette, you have it all, I’ve already had some. D’you know I’ve a sister, back 

in Glasgow? And guess what, she’s called Janette same as you, but she’s a bit taller. 

She has brown hair and green eyes. What colour are your eyes, I can’t see them in 

the dark.’ 

‘Blue, dark blue. Mmmm, it is sweet, very sweet. Very nice, merci beaucoup.’ 

‘Have a little more, there’s plenty left.’ 

‘No Jack, you must it have too. J'insiste!’ 



Sybil’s war. 
 

John Bonthron:         for The Writers’ Circus  and for Dad.                        December 2013 Page 9 
 

He took a small sip. It tasted good. He drank what remained, then drained the 

Thermos into the cup and passed it back to her. As she drank he checked the 

watch. It was the Navigator’s. It looked very expensive. It had fluorescent hands 

and numerals. It was waterproof. It read 02.24 hours.  

‘Quelqu'un vient! Nous devons aller!’ 

‘He say someone is come down on us, we have leave at once.’ 

Jack pulled Janette to her feet, keeping a firm grip of her hand.   

‘Come on, Janette, I’ll look after you, as if you are my sister. All right?’ 

He tugged and she followed, leaving the cape behind.  

Marcel pushed past them, began to run, stumbled. His pistol went off.  

"Achtung! Hände hoch!   

‘You go first Janette, as fast as you can. I’ll guard your back.’ 

Jack hauled Marcel to his feet then raced after her. He heard Marcel fall again, 

heard him cursing loudly, searching for his weapon. Jack kept running, Jannette 

just ahead. Feet thundered down the path behind them He hoped this was Marcel. 

Jack and Janette skidded out onto the pebble shore. The surf seemed quieter 

now that the tide was ebbing. Jack searched the water’s edge then saw the dinghy. 

It was already about fifty yards out. He kneeled, pulling Janette down beside him, 

fished the small torch from his jacket and flashed out ‘S-Y-B-I-L’, three times.  

Marcel hurtled off the path onto the pebbles, tripped and fell headlong, firing a 

further shot, luckily into the sea. He scrambled to his feet, wheezing in great gulps 

of air before shouting, ‘Mon Dieu, sans ils vont nous de. Nous sommes pris au piège.‘ 

‘Janette, tell him to pipe down and get behind the big rock, ready to fire as soon 

as he sees anyone. They’ll think twice before coming down onto the beach after us.’  

He heard her speaking rapidly, bubbling her words. The Benzedrine was working 

its magic. 

‘But look Jack! The little boat, she is coming back at us.’ 

‘Right Janette, come with me, I’ve got a lifejacket hidden along there for you. 

Tell Marcel.’ 
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They started moving, Marcel leading, then Janette, Jack last. They stooped to 

reduce their profiles. They found the sloping beach difficult, slipping onto their 

hands and knees as the pebbles rolled away from under their feet.  

The Coastal Patrol fired a short volley which whined over their heads. The three 

targets threw themselves down, lying flat on the steep beach. 

‘Mon dieu, ils nous ont repéré, nous l'avons eu,’ screamed Marcel. 

‘Quiet, stay still,’ hissed Jack. 

After a short interval for re-loading, a second volley arrived. This time the 

bullets pinged off up the beach in front of them. Two separate muzzle flashes 

revealed that the Patrol was still high above them, hidden by the bushes, well out 

of range of a pistol.   

 ‘Salauds, salauds!’ yelled Marcel, as he rose to his knees and emptied his pistol 

wildly into the hillside. Then, powered by the adrenaline of fear, he ran, repeatedly 

falling, picking himself up, careering down towards the dinghy which had almost 

reached the shoreline.  

More shots were fired. Janette screamed, jerked upwards, then fell backwards 

and rolled down to the water’s edge where she lay sobbing, one leg in the water.   

Jack crawled down to her, crouched on his hands and knees, putting himself 

between the girl and the Patrol. He fumbled his pistol from under his jacket and 

freed it from the waterproof glove. He slid the safety to “Off”.  

After a few minutes another round of shots rang out, making him duck, some 

bullets phutting into the water behind them, others cracking off the pebbles 

nearby to hum out into the night. This time the flashes came from near the big 

rock, in range of his pistol.   

‘Mon dieu! They are trapped us!’   

‘Janette, shush now, please.’  

Jack reckoned that the men were standing side by side, close to the end of the 

path, in the bushes, at the spot where the Colonel had been hiding. He thought he 

could hear them talking to each other excitedly. He guessed that they were re-

loading. Their chattering stopped. All that Jack could hear was the sound of the 

waves collapsing and pebbles being rolled around their feet. The old throbbing in his 

damaged left elbow came now as it always did under stress, jagging like a raw tooth 

cavity. 
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During a lull in the waves their quiet voices carried down to them:  

‘Hans, ihn zu schlagen, dann höre ich ihn stöhnen.’ 

‘Wie viele sind es, Wolfie?’ 

‘Nur ihm, denke ich?’ 

‘Sie decken mir, und ich werde gehen und ihn fertig.’ 

‘Ja. Ich warte hier. Jeder bewegt sich Ich werde ihn zu sprengen’ 

‘We are dead to them they are thinking, but they come now to check to us,’ she 

whispered. 

Jack saw the bushes move and took aim. He squeezed gently:  

“Fire”, steady: “Fire”, steady: “Fire”.  

‘Aaah! Wolfie Ich bin getroffen. Es ist schlimm. Wolfie? Wolfie? Oh maman, il 

est si sombre, maman, maman… 

‘You have dead to both of them I am thinking! Come Jack, now it can be possible 

for us to go the little boat.’ 

But Jack pulled her down again. ‘No Janette, wait, in case, I might be a trap.’ 

‘Aaah, mon épaule!’ she said, pulling away from him.  

‘Is it bad?’ 

‘The left shoulder she is hitted. But I am not think the bone of she is broken, 

and the blood of she is small. It is but une mauvaise douleur.’ 

They waited, listening hard, but the only sound was the sough and sigh of the 

sea and the rattling pebbles around their feet.  

Jack raised himself to his knees, still crouching over the girl, put the pistol back 

into its waterproof glove and stuffed it inside his jacket. She was on her knees now 

too, pressing into him, her lips brushing his.  

‘Janette, I think you might be right, that I got lucky. Anyway, we have to risk it, 

all this firing might bring others.’ 

They ran, stumbling side by side, splashing along the waterline towards the spot 

where the dinghy had been. But it had gone, vanished into the blackness of the slow 

heaving waves. Jack stumbled backwards up the slope to the edge of the cliff, 
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scanning the water as he moved. Then he saw it, about a hundred yards out. He 

brought out his torch again: but he lens was cracked, the bulb filament ruptured in 

the action.  

He must risk hailing them. 

‘AHOY SYBIL! AHOY SYBIL!’ AHOY SYBIL!’ 

The dinghy continued to be paddled directly outwards, it was also crabbing 

sideways, to his left.  

From high on the hillside he heard shouting. 

‘Hans, Wolfie, wo bist du?’ 

There was only one option, they must swim for it. It took precious minutes but 

at last he found their lifejackets. 

‘Right Janette, here we are, let’s get this one on you.’ 

She did not complain except for one sharp “Aaah!” as he pulled the webbing as 

tight as he could then made it fast.  

‘They said you’re a good swimmer. Is that true?’  

‘Yes, when I was … But no, not since…’ 

‘Come on, we have to give it a try. There’s quite a strong current and the tide is 

on the ebb, just as the Navigator told us. And it’s true, look at the dinghy. The RV 

is further down the coast, clear of this beach, clear of danger.’ 

‘Jack, non. I want you go alone. You have at last done the best for me.’  

‘No, Janette, trust me. If we go now I can get us out there to the RV before the 

boat surfaces at 03.15 hours. But we must go now.’ 

‘But it is so long since I am the swimming, I will be sink-ed and drown-ed.’ 

‘No, the lifejacket will keep you up. Lie on your back and leave the swimming to 

me. If the worst happens, we’ll swim ashore further along the coast, try to escape 

somehow.’ 

Loud voices and running feet carried down to them. Jack pulled her good arm 

gently and she yielded. They began to wade out. The water was very cold. She 

wanted to turn back but angry shouts could be heard. They looked back to see a 

small group of men near the big rock. 
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‘That’s it, lie on your back. Now, hold your hands out to the side. Yes, that’s 

good. Kick your legs if you can. Good, that’s good, well done Janette.’  

He swam side-stroke and used his weaker left arm to pull on the retrieval loop. 

Almost immediately they were out of their depth, committed. Immediately he could 

feel the current carrying them sideways.  

The swell was about ten feet high and Jack knew they would be hard to see.  

Slowly they pulled away from the shore. They only saw the beach for a few seconds 

at the top of each wave. He sensed that she was kicking her feet in time with his 

strokes. Soon the shore seemed very far away. They were alone in a dark ocean. 

Jack stopped swimming, and treading water, checked the Navigator’s watch. 

‘Well done Janette, I knew you could do it, only a few more minutes until Sybil 

comes up for us.’  

Jack could feel the sub’s presence. He heard the tanks blowing; saw the bubbles 

frothing white on the surface. The conning tower rose out of the water. The Sybil 

was about seventy yards away, at an angle to them, her stern pointing into the 

heave of the waves. They swam towards her, full of energy again. 

The sub disappeared from view as they wallowed down into the trough of the 

next wave, returning to view as they swung up again. On the Forward Deck Jack saw 

six dark shapes, of the Deck Party, moving in silence, like black ghosts.  

He shouted, repeatedly. Janette was shouting too: 

‘Ahoy Sybil!’ 

He caught a glimpse of the dinghy as it rose on the swell on the far side of 

Sybil. They kept shouting. At the crest of the next wave he saw men being dragged 

from the dinghy onto the Forward Deck, hauled across to the open hatch and 

bundled down into the Sybil.  

They kept shouting.  

‘Ahoy Sybil!’  

At the top of the next wave he saw that the dinghy was almost dismantled, 

ready for feeding back down the hatch.  

Jack and Janette were screaming. They were only about thirty yards from the 

Sybil. It seemed impossible that the men on the deck could not hear them. 
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On the next wave they saw that the Deck Party had gone below. Jack looked up 

at the conning tower. Why did the Officer of the Watch and his Observers not see 

or hear them when they were so close? 

Treading water Jack hauled at the pistol, dragging it out from beneath his 

jacket and holding it high, clear of the water, wrenched it free of its glove. On the 

next wave he took aim at the After Deck, well clear of everyone. He squeezed 

three times.  

Now out of ammunition they were both screaming:  

‘Ahoy Sybil!’  

At the top of the next wave he saw that the Deck Party was back up tops. 

They kept yelling to them:  

‘Ahoy Sybil! In the water, over here!’  

A heaving line flew over them. Jack grabbed it, made the line fast to the loop on 

Janette’s lifejacket. He took a firm hold of the line with his right hand, and cradled 

her head with his left arm, holding it as high out of the water as he could. 

‘Heave Away Sybil!’ 

The line became taut and they began to move steadily towards the Sybil.  

Janette began to sing, in French.  

It was one of his favourite tunes.  

He joined in, in English.  

When they begin the beguine 

It brings back the sound of music so tender 

It brings back a night of tropical splendour 

It brings back a memory ever green 

I'm with you once more under the stars 

And down by the shore an orchestra's playing 

 

She was a good singer; and so was he.  

Janette began to giggle.  And so did Jack.  

They were still singing as they were hauled onto the Forward Deck.  
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    oo0oo 

Later they told him only two of his shots hit the hull. They joked that he could 

be charged with wasting ammunition, and possibly hanged for treason for firing 

at one of His Majesty’s Ships. 

Jack and Bobby Campbell had grown up together in the same Glasgow street; 

joining up side by side in June 1941, supporting each other through the rigours 

of intensive ‘raw to ready training’, culminating in their posting to Gibraltar a 

few weeks earlier.  

But Bobby’s submarine sank without explanation two weeks after leaving 

Gibraltar.  

Jack would not learn of his lucky escape and the loss of his friend for nearly 

three months. 


