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Foreword

This is Bustés story. It showshis character through and through.
Submariners have character and this is the life of one of them. Buster was
unique but we all have parallels with his experiences. That is what makes
this book so enjoyable a read by submariners, sailors, those whedmagd

in the Canadian military and thos
autobiography from birth, through a Canadian military career to retired
civilian life.

| knew Buster closest fromthenmi®dlOs unti |l the early
together o« HMCS/M Okanagan and in the Submarine Squadron Technical
staff. He advanced from Petty Officer 1st Class to Chief Petty Officer 2nd
Class and Chief Petty Officer 1st Class while getting his Certificate 4
Engineering Charge Certificate and Order of MijitMerit during this time.
Among many technical issues, we discussed his consideration of becoming ¢
Commissioned from the Ranks Officer and his transition from submarines to
the surface fleet. Our families and children were of the same years. He
servedrom reserve navy ordinary seaman to the highestcoommissioned
officer position in the Canadian NavyCommand Chief Petty Officer
advising five Admirals commanding the Navy. Readers can relate their naval
experiences with Busterds.

Matelotscam el i ve t heir naval l' i fe thr ot
and experiences. His focus, knowledge, leadership, joy far difd
character shines through in all that he did, in his relations with others, and
this personal history. Jack willidehty wi t h ot her port.i
in the reserves, at recruit school in HMCS Cornwallis, on exchange duty,
during workups, as Coxswain or working with officers or even on a run
ashore. Everyone that knew him can see some of their own and hidehara
in his stories, fAditso, tales and

Enjoy your time with Buster.
Captain (N) Sherm Embree (RCN retired)



It is with deep sadness, yet immense pride, that we, his family,
announce the crossing of the bar

Born in London, England, in 1941, he immigrated to Canada with
his mother in 1946, and grew up in Winnipeg, Manitoba. He began
his military career by joining the Royal Canadian Sea Cadets in
Winnipeg in 1954, prior to his enlistment in the Royal Canadian
Navy in 1958 as an engineering mechanic.
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During his first four years as a sailor, he served at sea aboard the
minesweeper HMCS Fortune, completed a four-month tour in the
Far East aboard HMCS Crescent, and was later drafted to the
destroyer HMCS Micmac based in Halifax.

By 1962, he had completed further trades training and volunteered

to go on exchange and undergo tr a
submarine service in the United Kingdom. In so doing he served in

Her Majestydés Submarines Grampus,
and Aeneas.

During that six-year period, Buster served in home waters, the
Mediterranean, and spent two further years in the Far East with the
7th Submarine Squadron based in Singapore. He was promoted to
Leading Seaman and was awarded the Malay Peninsula clasp for
service at sea during the Indonesian Confrontation.

In 1968 he returned to Halifax and served aboard the submarine
HMCS Onondaga and later that year commissioned HMCS
Okanagan in Chatham, England. His time aboard Okanagan was
highlighted in by the RFA Grey Rover incident, when she was
accidentally rammed by the British tanker in 1973. Buster remained
on Okanagan through 1981, rising in rank to the position of Chief
Engineer, and appointed Submarine Squadron Chief ERA.

Due to qualified personnel shortages, Buster was then drafted to

the destroyer HMCS Skeena as Chief ERA and was to receive
indoctrination training aboard HMCS Nipigon in the NATO

Squadron in Europe. By 1984, Brown served on staff of the

Commander Sea Training, Atlantic, as Chief ERA, charged with the
task of training and working up s
operational status at sea.

In 1988, Buster was nhamed Coxswain of the tanker HMCS
Protecteur, and a year later returned to the submarine service as
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part of the inaugur al Submarine S
During this time, with the deployment of three ships to the Gulf War
operational theatre, he was recalled to assist in at-sea training
preparations and sailed aboard HMCS Terra Nova.

Upon returning to Halifax, Buster
staff as the Command Chief Petty Officer, Maritime Command, a
post he held until retiring from

Following his retirement, he was engaged as a member of the

Royal Canadian Legion Dominion Co
with which he remained active unt
participated as Legion representative in both the Canadian Forces
AShowtour 20000 in Bosni ahe6%md t h
Anniversary Korean War Armistice in South Korea in 2008.

Buster was lured into the Hollywood movie business in 2001,

working as Submarine Technical Advisor on the feature-film
productli9an Thke Wi dowmaker o, fil med
starring popular actors Harrison Ford and Liam Neeson, in 2001.

Buster was also chairman of the Submariners Association of
Canada (East), a board member of the Royal Canadian Naval
Association, and a long-time member of the Atlantic Chiefs & Petty
Officers Association in Halifax.

Concurrent to his illustrious military career, he remained active as a
volunteer in his community, organ
Herring Cove & District Volunteer Fire Department, and acted as

head coach for hockey teams in the Chebucto Minor Hockey
Association in Spryfield througho
talented handyman, a meticulous gardener and lifelong sports fan,

he ardently supported the Montreal Expos and the Winnipeg Blue
Bombers.
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Most importantly, he was a devoted and loving husband to his wife
Gerri, proud father to sons Jeff Brown and Brent Rigby, themselves
military members, and adoring grandfather of Colin Brown,
Benjamin Rigby and Lucas Rigby.

He was predeceased by his parents Donald Ramsay Brown and
Nora Katherine Hopgood.

He is survived by his stepbrother Dan Colleaux of Winnipeg, his
wife Gerri (nee Keefe) of Halifax, his sons Jeff Brown (Anne) of
Halifax and Brent Rigby (Nicole) of Greenwood, N.S., grandsons
Colin Brown of Halifax and Benjamin & Lucas Rigby of Greenwood,
aunt Mary Brown of London, England, cousins Patricia Brown of
New York, N.Y. and Clive Brown of London, many loving and
nieces and nephews and countless friends, shipmates and fellow
submariners all over the world.

Al téds aludeabanud adapttati on. 0

We have the watch, Chief.
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INTRODUCTION

I had retired from the navy. | was busy doing things with an unfamiliar
independence. | was with my wife all of the time. | renovated our
home . . . renewed the roof . . .worked in the garden, and did everything
else that had withstood neglect duringtalhe year s Ot he
precedence. While all that was going on, | needed to relax and give my
mind some diversion. The shock of leaving the navy, dismissing from
my memory everything and everyone within it, and having all of this
unaccustomed time on nimands meant just one thing . . .write a book.

| had never thought of myself as an author, nor was | aware of the
minefield out there for anyone hoping to get a book published. As time
passed and my fingers patrolled my keyboard, (yes, even an ancient
stoker like me can type) a pile of pages grew, lamehan to feel at ease
as | laboured. Since | had met so many people and experienced so many
unique events during a lifetime spent serving my country, somehow this
had to be conveyed and | needed help. So, | set out to contactuamtkre
with past andpresent bludlood shipmates and old oppos. In those
rambunctious getogethers, | had been accused of having a clear
memory. But in stirring their memories, vivid recollections began to
abound. They now realized that they too had a story to tell. Anidl so
began. . . as an extension to my own experiences.

Compiling this collection of hilarious, ribald, dramatic, sad and unique
experiences was an opportunity to do something very significant on their
behal ves. Al as, what ¢geshaeddoweverme ir
regrettable that every memory just can't be represented in a single book.
Sons of Neptunis a true story of what matelots said and what they did.



| have blended my own experiences with accounts that come from the
spirited enthusiasm ofiy mates and colleagues, the people whom | have
had the distinction of serving and sailing with. These personal
observations and cherished memories stand out in our minds, and are as
accurate as the passage of time, imagination, and motion allow! | have
described as best | can how together we lived above and below the seas
and ashore, in times of high spirit and moments of adversity.

So how would I put it all together? Spardifs that begin with the forging
of a simple young lad from borbh at t er e dGIfoHoyp eL ocannd
of WWII, then into someone in a navy . .. somewhere else. That someone
was to be me; that somewhere else became Canada. It was when | joined
the sea cadets and instantly knew that someday, | might be a Chief Petty
Officer in the RCN. | re#ct of how fortunate | was to be so sure of where
| wanted to go at such a young age. How fortunate it was too, to be
challenged in so many aspects of going to sea and on every rung of the
6l ower deck6 | adder until | feti
accomplishment, the experience of adventures, and the comradeship of a
life at sea, in many ways unimaginable for those who were not privileged
to share our calling. It is viewed by many that a Chief is the mainstay of
the 61l ower deck ®tacxha, knewseimydbbe thg e
backbone of the navy. The 061 ower
women in the navy serve. They are the people who represent its prestige
and purpose; and that is where | remained for my entire career.

The account bleds naval customs and traditions and their harmony in
day to day life in a blue . . .then green . . .and \nexdkived transition
back into a blue uniform once again. It also speaks of the cunning and

silly things that sailors did and might still do, betipaps more in conflict
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with the restrictions shovelled upon a modern navy in these times of
social and political correctness. The songs, the rhymes, the antics that
followed might still be acceptable, and the concealment of befitting
morals and fastidiouwgalues of sailors of a yestaavy might also attract
a little scorn from a wholesome, but haplessly informed society.

So then there came the adventure of stealing dwsachg shovel that
turned into a symbolic trophy. How it travelled around the @/t over
thirty years touching Royalty and a Canadian Prime Minister, all the
while drawing together allies from the Australian, New Zealand,
American, and British navies, the RCN and the Canadian Armed Forces.

For all the years that sailors gave toitle®untry, most in peace and
others in war, their tales are genuine and unique, consistent with the
lingo, the sea, and the life. | am proud that | was a part of it through five
decades, and feel both affection and sympathy for those who left us as
earlyin their careers as they did. Did they give the navy and themselves
. . .a chance? A great majority of naval war veterans, who are honoured
by present sailors, served in the navy for only the duration of their
respective war campaigns. Some may perhapsoder a nevfound
regard for those who spent multitudes of years at sea, albeit in the Cold
War and in peace, but confronting
that demanded stamina, patience, and determination in spending almost
a lifetime to quéfy as professionals. Would they, the wartime veterans,
have done it too?

In this book | have portrayed people and events as | and others
witnessed them. To do this accurately, | must relate the speech as it was
spoken as everyone else heard or sambit To comprehend the jargon,

slang, and expletives means average readers may have difficulty, but they
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should o6lighten updé in the Kknowl

curious point about matelots is that they have a colourful vocabulary that

expand beyond common parlance. They have taken many of the most

indecent symbols and expressions in our language and deprived them of
their original meanings by using them as harmless pronouns and

adjectives. In a matelot's language they serve the purposepbisis.

Thus, this unique language cannot sink to indecency. Custom has

sterilized them and a sailor's speech and the navy's, is a convention,
coarse as it may seem but not a form of swearing as is erroneously

supposed. I n t he u smthgdaysoffsaildflanywe r
subject under discussion was not suitable for tender minds, then

ABreadcrumbs! 0 was the order to

t heir eyes, and AMatchbox! o0 to
silence. Such demandsdimo place in these chapters.

There is a division within society. Of those unfortunate and perhaps
envious many who are deprived of a unique spirit and camaraderie by not
having served in the navy. For those who did . . .they quietly smile and
thumb their nose in their private joy of pride, commitment, and
belonging. | do not remember them only for their gallant
accomplishments and unique experiences while serving our Queen and
country, but because my own life is richer for having had their friendship.
These are the SONS OF NEPTUNE ......



CHAPTER ONE

LONDON
il fink, n | fawt , "n | cCo
(Al think, and | thought, and

overwhelming the entire Europeaantinent. Hitler had his country

and its people behind hijryet only the world beyond Germany knew

of this mandés evil threat to th
but the raids still came. Every day, bombs would drop on this vast city
endearedbyneCoc kneys as ASmoke, mate! 0
those in the east end, suffered daily é&st® both home and family. In
the west end, or better Known t o
Burroughs of Turnham Green and Chiswick Park W4, had #insire
too. Tucked away in this relatively calmer area of London was the
Perivale Maternity Hospital in Actorwhere a boy was born on June
30th. He was to become an individual with an adventurous life. His
father, Company Sergeakajor Donald Ramsey Browof the London
Regiment, 2nd Battalion, Royal Fusiliers, was away fighting in North
Africa with the Eighth Ar my. You
him, for even before the war had begun, he was a peacetime infantryman
serving in India.

Donny was broughtp where his mother did her share toward the war
effort as acclippied admiral on theddoubledeckerss When the bombs

I n 1941, the war in Britain was worsening. Germany was

dropped, it wasnbét too bad becaus
red Donald Duck gas mask. As dad was never home on Gredrdadd
where their flat was, Donny was ¢

near Chiswick High Stwhere all the hustle and bustle was, so it seemed.
Granddad, in his late fifties and still very capable, worked at the

Firestone Tyre factory on the Gra&fiest Road, further west in the city.

His wartime contributionin addition to manufacturing brown jackets for

the tyres (Donny never knew what they wereas as a volunteer fire

brigademani n Chi swi ckbés fire brigade

debisad rescuing those poor devi | ¢

nightly bombing raids. Granddad was a veteran of the First World War.

He was then a cavalryman with the Royal Horse Guards in the Household

Brigade, the blue jackets. He often spoke of burnishiadteast plate

and grooming both his issued steed and helmet plume each night before
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lights out. Granddad, as a civilian, was a proud man who always had
shiny, braa-a-an boots and a suit whose creases would cut a finger. He
was a veteran of the Batttd Mons, the first fighting between Britain
and France in the great war, and many other campaigns in Flanders and
Germany. As a nedatal reminder, he had a scar from a bayonet stab just
above his right hip. With a mix of pride and sad memory, he woula walt
about the flat in his undervest and suspenders at the short trail, while he
shaved and prepared to go whistling off to work . . . sometimes at night
on the last bus to the Great West Road or early in the morning to catch
the first of the day. In the dafkom Belmont Grove, Donny could hear
him whistling his tune as the click of his footsteps would take him to the
high street just around the corner to fetch the bus. Of course, granddad
being such a proud and traditional Londoner, always found some time
and a fewbobto go round to the pub for a pint of mildnd when the
horses were running, get a bet on for the day. And each time he went out
for his brief period of pleasure, he was dressed immaculately with suit,
tie, casket . . . and h&orm.6

Donny well remembers the war in London as a boy, of the food
rationing and nana whose responsibilityvas to stay home and mind
him, as well as Kay and Jim .the dog and the cat. She would go on her
weekly shopping trip to get in the ration queues @atdrn home much
later in the day with one egg, four ounces of butter, a little bit of tea, and
maybe two rashers of bacon. That one egg was kept aside for granddad
as he was the real deserving member of the household. Donny would

drool when @aome magie, iddpg custard
was put aside for granddad only. To emphasize the shortage of luxury
food, it woul dmdafivepearold hmetsawlfortiedirdt6 t

time what a banana looked like and why the taste of ice ¢réamu
could get it, was so popular among wartime children. Meanwhile, as
infrequently as he was back at Green End Rd. when the bombs were
dropping it was an adventure to sleep out in the Anderson air raid shelter
that bunkered below a pear tree. Thiaswmore fun because over on
Belmont, the shelter was a brick one built right on the paveraedt
everybody sat on benches looking at each other. It seemed more private
to be underground in the Anderson with just mom. As you got in behind
the mildewed caras curtain, you were safe and far away from danger
.if a young boy ever thought that there was any!

Donny remembers the drone of the Heinkels and the whistling of the
bombs as they rained down on London. As the war years dragged on,
those sounds becee overwhelmed by the noise of the unmanned V1
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Afdood!| ebugs o0 an dndwh2nthode nases stopped the , 0
grownups would gasp, look ughen squint and shudder with their fists
clenched. But why, thought DonP¥he noises had stopped . . . atiltr
Somehow, he was beginning to realize that there was a damgeit

wasnodét really fun to go in the sh
Donny, as a young sailor in the sixties, returned to Belmont Grove for
the first time in over a flhewwhede.

saved her life when jerry was dropping his bombs over the city one night.
Granddad was at the factory and mom was on the busses, and he would
share the big bed with Nan. He woke up from the noise of the falling
bombs and cried for a drink of wat®&oth Nan and Donny got out of bed

and headed to the scullesyher e t he fl atds sing
poured a glass of water. Then a bomb dropped on the high street just one
street away, destroying the big church and surrounding shops. The noise
and vibration were so terrific that the heavy wimeinforced plaster
ceiling overhead came crashing down onto the warm but empty bed. In
the years that followedhe story was frequently retold, and he always
wondered why it was Naabdutshisown? e he

Dad was still on the battlefront having combed North Africa in 1942 from
El Alamein to Tobruk, Tunisia, and Alexandria. He was onaM® nt y 0 ¢
boyso who swept the desert in the fight against Rommel. As a Company
Sergeant Majqgihis charges consisted of many younger men who were but
18 and 1Yearsold infanteers who had volunteered at or after the outbreak
of the war. In late 1943, Dad was then on redings in Sicily and the
march to Rome. The quest for Monte Cassino became a tactical ohjective
and had Germany been more perceptive, five of its divisions in particular
woul d have been repositioned for
and throgh lack of that perception remained wedtablished to defend
Monte Cassino. In contrast, only two Commonwealth divisions were to
come ashore to stage the offensive at Anzio Beachhead on ‘thef 16
February 1944. Unaware and invariably outnumbered, & t@abe a
massacre . . .and Dad was killed in action. Had he lived for almost four
months more when the allies reached Rome, he would have been brande
a D&yDodge® Had he been destDaynirstdadt o
... he just might have lived. Doypwas only three then but he remembered
things in the flat back in London. Word was received of what had
happened. Mom was crying and namasas well. Granddad, the cavalry
veteran, never stopped whistling but this time it had a quiver. Donny had
only reollected his father on two occasions so nothing would affect him
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then, but it did as he became older. Company Serddajdr Donald
Ramsey Brown was buried at the British Commonwedlfinzio

*Thecemetery is marked with 2,312 plots
is indeed, a British Commonwealth bu
ground. Sailors, soldiersand airnen fron
Britain, Canada, Australia, New Zealal
India, and Pakistan are buried here. Nota
there are several Canadians' graves thej
comprising West Novies', the Special Se!
Forces, and members of RCAF Bon
crews. Royal Navy personnel are theépo
members of the Combined Forces, prob
amphibious landing craft crews

Aut hor 6 s sérdmsvisits m 4983 andn
1994

Beachhead Cemetery in a small village, Villa Claude (cloud} 8 km
north of Anzio and the beachheaBonny would be the first and only
member of his family to visit the gravesite after 39 yeiard 983.

R.M.S. Lady Rodney sails to Halifax
... how come it moves around?

By warod6s end, mom was stildl on
out to the Hammersmith Palais, the ever so popular wartime dance Mecca
in Londonds west end. On one ni gl

He was a sergeant in the Royal Canadian SigngdsCdtis name was
Albert Colleauxand Donny, now a little older, began to see that this was

a nice man because he always had a big grin on his face. He used to play
piggy back, take him to Regentos
Donny had nevemnagined a young boy could do. He often came to see
mom and every time he did, he brought sweets from the canteen. For the
first time, Donny had tasted chocolate and he remembers well when



getting to bed one night in his clean pyjamas, he awoke in the mgorni
covered in a melted Oh Henry nutty bar.

On the high street in Chiswick, the huge church that got hit in the raids
still had its front wall and main entrance. Something called a wedding
had taken place atthatwadlnd Donnyds new ddadods
momdos friends were there too.

On the steps of the church wall. From 2nd on left, front row: Nan, new Dad, Mol
Granddadé. and Donny

The war had endednd for some reason the lights stayed on at night,
black curtains were taken down from the windparsd everywhere a
young boy went it seemed as if everyone was so happy and gay., In fact
there was a street party right on Belmont Gr@arel we wouldind out
in years to come that it was a celebration fele ay. Donny had never
seen such good and many sweet things to eat. London was alive and he
remembered the cranes and wrecking balls. They were in the rows,
groves, lanes, and high streetaocking downthe countless air raid
shelters as many loes drove about London moving tons of bricks and
rubble. To a young boy and his friendlsis was fascinatingand all of
this activity gave them lots to do every day. With all of this excitement
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going on, he aae to realize that he was going to go to Canada with mom
but his new dad would come much
though wasthatNanaandar anddad wer endt going
this was a big puzzle and very sad to him. R.M&een Maryandmany

of the other great l i ners remain
TransAtlantic crossings taking the troops back to Canada and the United
States. Along with theniout in other ships, came the war brides and their
children in as many thousandswas soon time to depart in September

of 1946, to leave England via Southampton to New York and then by
train to Canada. Mom wasnb6t too g
mumps. All the anticipation and anxiety to leave for Canada suddenly
deflated andhe journey was delayed until the mumps vented off and the

[]

<% -

VE Day on Belmont Grove. (circled) Donny and his Nana

fever went away. To get over the illness and book a new passage caused
a twomonth delay. InDo n n y 6 sthougi, thdre was plenty to do
oround Chi swick.

Passage to Canada was going to be in a ship that would sail to Halifax.
The Lady Rodneyvas one of five 0Caudlgdi an
which were on the West Indies route carrying bananas and sugar cane
before the war. They were converted to hospital ships or used as troop
transports but i foall five were
80,000ton Queen Mary Donny, many years later, would meet an ex
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merchant seaman, Quartermaster Robbie Blackbura sailed in both
Lady NelsorandRodneyduring and after the wan a confident tone,
assured me: fAThe 6Ladysd werenot
make great blood buckets [life boats] aboddry!o Nevertheless, mom

Ef’
p

- LAY

'Al ip’

R.M.S. Lady Rodney beyond her war years

and Donny would sail ihady Rodney t he only O6Ladyé
unscathed in the warHawkins, Drakeand Somersvere sunk and the
Nelsorwas torpedoed alongside in Castries, St. Lutiawas raised and
sailed agair) Donny was prigy excited because no matter if ships were
t hklany , Fr an c o mriLady Rodneytheyawarb &l thuge,
titanic, and mighty in his youthful eye, and something about the odour,
the din, and their mammoth proportions was attracting him.

Taking the train from Waterloo to Southampton was an adventure and
to see all the ships and activitytae Southampton docks was exciting.
As Lady Rodneycast off, many moms were crying and sobbing and
waving from the upper decks. Soon after, the winds and heavy seas in the
English Channel picked up and Donny wondered that if the ship was so
large, why wold it move about so muéhT hi s wasnaot s u
happen in his mind. They were meant to cross the Atlaihtc
understood, instead of going up and down it.

The noise,oil-ladenair, and the vibrations from the engine room
below were catching his attemi@and he wanted to go down there and
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have a look. Insteadhe got tugged around and had to go and sit in the
parlours and staterooms while the women gassed away, not so bad though
because there were new children to meet and play with. And of course,

thisis where the banana and the ice
this going to Canada seems like a pretty good thing after all. But why
was everybody crying all the ti me

The next morning, they entered Le Havre in France, and Donny
remembers seeing mabembruins along the wharves and in the distant
city. It seemed to a young boy of five years old that this is supposed to
be that way wherever you went. Later in the day, the ship left the wharf
and guided her bows to the open sea, and Donny would bedeéew
Kay for many years to come.

Several days later, the ship finally stopped rolling Ball.S. Lady

Rodneye nt er ed Hal i fax harbour. Donn
were no damaged buildings and no rubble everywhere in this very small,
but differentl oo ki ng pl ace. Donny took n

upper d Raedkeydrew slosed and was gently tuggedto a
cavernous pi e therenwennbheos of everyiisze and type
in the harbour. Ferries, tankers, freighters, passermatsvarships! He
could hear a marching band on the wharf below playing music that
everyone sangtothathe leanascalle d A Her e Comes t he
were trains on the pier, and cranes and gantries lifting crates and sea
chests to the dock bel ow. Everyb
going on?o

Meanwhile there were queues everywhere. Finally, Donny and mom
got ona train, and there they sat for what seemed like hours. Nobody was
all owed to go to the Il avdéd and al l
cold and damp too. Donny had on his short flannel trousers, a blazer, and
a tie just like the rest of the kids whiisembarked fronbady Rodney,
and as he looked back at the ship, the last link to nana, granddad, and
England faded away. He safil, o6 f i nk | mi ght | oi k
it woud be dis cold!o

It was nearing winter in 1946, and tréirgg on a trainn Canada was
very different. Any time you took a train in England, the journey would
be over in a few short hoyrand the time between stations was every
twenty minutes. The journey took almost four daysl the time between
stations seemed like twenhours. It was an exciting time though, and
the warmth and comfort of the train provided a security against the
emptiness and harsh cold of the passing wintry countryside. There was
so much country out there with forests, hills, and farmlands that you
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could see through pedmles in the frost of the idaden coach windows

that grew smaller as the train sped on and into the nights. It was fun to
sleep in a bed with curtains around it, and in the morning, he and his mom
went for breakfast in the dining carhey would pass through the
countless vestibules that adjoined the coaches covered with miniature
snowdrifts and frost with the smell of smoke, steam, cinderd that
unique odour that emits only from railway cars. Two hours ,|afféer
getting back tahe coach, the beds had disappeared and became seats for
the rest of the day.

As each of those emotional days passed, the war brides and those with
children began to gradually disappear as the train headed further west.
Again, there were farewells, hugg,nd crying from Mo
friends from Lady Rodney, and as they stepped down from the train at
each stop . . . it was hard to imagine that in the years to follow, they were
never going to be seen . . . or heard from again.

Finally, they arrived in Winipeg where he met a new aunt and uncle.
These were Donnyd&s néanwawdradhéyswers i st
to stay at their home until dad would arrive from England some two
months later. The first thing that had to happen was to get some winter

clothes , for all he had to wear wer e
pants and blazer. He got a new coat and a hat and went out to roll in the
snow and make snowballs. At aunt

and plenty of it. One morning, he becamepirexd by this very strange

but fascinating silvery, shiny object on the middle of the breakfast table
that he had never seen before. He reached for it with his hand to pick it
up and have a closer look when zowie! It was a pluggedaster with
drop-away doorsDonny became very aware of that hot thing and for the
next two weekswith a bandaged hand, had to get help to butter his toast.

R.C.S.C.C. John Travers Cornwell V.C.
... largest in the commonwealth

Adjusting to this newsy.lFolléwengthen C:
military occupation of Germany, Dad Colleaux finally arrived home to
Canada. He got a job at CNR and bought a-p@ast fourroom bungalow
at 401 rue Des Meurons in St. Boniface, across the Red River from
Winnipeg. This very small but cqgrtete city was the largest French
Canadian community outside of Quebec. It was also liberally dotted with
different nationalities from the old counfgnd of the twelve homes on
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the block on Des Meurons, the neighbours consisted of Scot, Ukrainian,
Flemish, English, Jewish, and Irish families

Now t hat momdés new surname was
three people in this new family, Donny assumed the same surname. It
was never done officially, but as a young boy, it sure saved a lot of
confusion in the new langdespecially when it came time to register in
school for grade one. LOolnstitut
Mari ani st brothers and wasRomaer y
Catholic institution consisting of twelve grades, eithenEheor English,
and further sualivided at three high school levels. In junior high years,
the numbers of Protestants were never more than fifty and on the last
Thursday of every month, the whole school would break off and head to
mass and confessions hetSt.Boniface Cathedral. The few Protestants
would stay behind and either move school furniture or attend mandatory
selfstudy periods until the bell went at the end of the day. Meanwhile
the sincleansed mobs at church got to go home early in thedoren

By 1949, Donny was rewarded with a hbibther. Along he came
and although there was an eiglstar age gap, Danny and Donny
Colleauxdid a lot of boyhood things together. Two years later, Mom got
her wish. She was always wistful about things back home in England. It
was a complete and welcome surprise when dad returned from work one
day and brandished three return tickets to cros&\tlaatic. Mom and
the two brothers were to go to England for four months. They went by
train to Quebec City and boarded the Cunarder R.EBa®aria They
took passage to Southamptonthiat other familiar port called Le Havre.

Cunarder R.M.S. Samaria
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Samariawas a much larger ghthanLady Rodneyat about 19,000
tons displacement. The familiar odours and clamour from the throbbing
engine room bel ow once ,bgtétistimer o u s
there was an unpleasantness about
experierred inRodney He got awfully seasick.

Arriving in Southampton, there were steamers everywhere. Both of
the O0Queensod6 were alongside the
ScythiaandFranconia . . and what a sight they were! From there, it was
the trainto Waterloo for a glorious visit back to Smoke once more. Nana
and granddad met them at the station and those few years since 1946
hadnot changed them much at al |
London, where most of the bomb ruins had been cleared avdagpnany
new buildings had risen.

For Donny, It wasnot going to I
Canada, the norm for kids was two months of glorious summer holidays
starting in June. This was to be abruptly shortened by getting back to the
grind almos$ immediately after arrival in England. Grade six in Canada
became a puzzle to the administration at Stavely Secondary School in
Chiswick. He was shifted from class to class to class until it was decided
that his level of mentality was best suited fortfyear secondary B. Talk
about colonialism, but one thing remained, in that they were just as strict
at Stavely as they were in Provencher. The difference was that instead of
starting the day with the AHail M
someteehers uttering AKingod out of

In November, the trip home to Canada was not only on the same route
theydod taken over, b ut®&amariamasats a b
navigate the St. Lawrence River via the Strait of Belle Isle on theifast
up the river before the freezm, arriving in Quebec City once more in
early December.

It was exciting to return home to Winnipeg. There were a lot of things
that Donny had missed as he quizzed dad at the station and on the way
home. He learnthat the Regina Roughriders had won the Grey Cup . . .
there were new flood dikes built around Winnipeg. . .and everybody at
school and all his buddies in the neighbourhood were anxious to see him
home. It would be ten years before Donny would ever gé&ngland
again.

After the Christmas holidays, it was time to get back to school and
pick up where everybody else was miles ahead. What Donny had learnt
at Stavely had little in common for a Manitoba grade sixer. Apart from
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the culture shock he had endurgdhis mind he would have been less
confused if he had stayed out of school altogether.

Provencher school was very unique in Winnipeg for not only was it
all boys and taught by a catholic brotherhood . . .it had an army cadet
corps. The Brother in chaggvas not an army officer nor was he even in
uniform. Brother Laurin had been a disciplinary Staff Sergeant in the
U.S. Army during the war and had decided to take up a lesser form of the
cloth by joining the Marianists and ending up in Canada teachimglsch
Some arrangemesexisted with the local militia that a school army cadet
corps was a feasible means of training in discipline as well as fostering
school spirit. Laurin made sure it worked, for we trembled in his
presence.

In grade seven, you wererscripted so to speak, and having some
choice, the idea of playing a bugle seemed a lot more exciting than
marching around in circles. Time in that first year passed and it became
clear that being in school army c
forr a certain Donnyés | iking. It s
winter months where on one or two evenings a week, the school
auditorium became a parade ground and daytime classrooms were now
used for drum and bugle practice.

Activities would ircrease. As the snow melted, the warm sunshine
began to dry up the streets and parks surrounding the school, and the
cadets finally took to the open air. In everyday school clothes, there were
practice marches and parades around alftngk area that prolbdy gave
the onlooker an impression of a bunch of organized refugees trying to
march to the cadence of O6outd oft 1

must have | ooked |Ii ke a dogbs bre
Finally, the big day arrived when out came the mothball seghch
uni f or ms. Hereds a brightest of e
too big, a shirt, a tie, and a pair of pafiicake them home and get mom
to press t hem! Try to wear bl ack

suppose olood loafers will doNext?0

The first event was the annual inspection by a senior general from
Prairie Command of the army. It appeared that only three or four cadets,
with all kinds of badges, seemed to know what they were doing. They
would holler and scream orders and patimeir feet into the ground, but
what puzzled Donny was why they looked so immaculate in uniforms
and badges that sure didndét | ook
cadets? But when the General finished his inspection, he proclaimed how
smart and irmaculate they were and that they were the best cadet corps
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he had ever seen anywhere in Manitoba, or maybe anywhere in the
prairies, and possibly Canada. It
can be cheap because as he nrtsooke
didndét seem to match the object ¢
different shades of shoes and intervals of -m@iching tunics and
trousers, they remained so very proud.

After the annual inspection, the Decoration and Victoria Day parades
found them articulating through the downtown streets of Winnipeg. It
was an exciting time as they marched and strutted to compete with
hundreds and maybe a thousand so it seemed, of other people in uniform.
The navy led, followed by the army and air force folice pipe bands
and Shrinersand finally, the cadets.

Al oo | onger fheol!

Then it happened. | was in awe when | saw the sea cadets. Their huge
band was a brass one, led by a blue-galared drum major bedecked
in white webbing and leopardisk who wielded his mace with precision,
and sometimes hurled it high in the air catching it effortlessly. They
sounded exceptional. A very naval colour party then swaggered by,
followed by a 56man armed guard and a contingent of nearly 400 cadets.
They marched intently, efficiently, disciplined, and above all. . .in step.
Where we thought we were not too baxd for all the encouraging words
we had heard from the Prairie Command General during the inspection,
it seemedwe no longer qualied. Beyond that for all the hype and
anxiety it took to prepare for those few occasions, everything now just
fizzled away. It followed that only the older army cadets were off to
summer courses in nearby Clear Lakdanitoba, or Dundurn
Saskatchewan. That left us puni® return our uniforms to school and
wait for next winter again. Something was missing.

On the other side of the tracks,
have cadet organizations werenot
a close friend, used tkid me about being an army cadet. On top of a
piano in the living room of his house rested portraits of his two much
older brothers, Ron and Gordie, in navy uniforms with black caps with
letters that readH.M.C.S. Richard talked about how they were at sea
during the war and how Gordie had been torpedoed and rescued
somewhere in the Atlantic. Ri chal
loved to take us camping and fishing. We would get into hisitleoon
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1950 Mayfbwer, whose boot washocka-blockwith camping gear, and
head for thekéWhitpeslkaltern Mani
friendly man who walked with a limp and drove a transit bus for a living.
When we were sitting around the campfire at night, heldveell us
wartime stories. He was in air force rescue power launches in the English
Channel and had spent long hours in the water when hamlaseveral
times himself.

With the Adey family | became intrigued with the stories and tales
not only of Mr. Adey butalsoof the two navy brothers who, from time
to time, used to visit. So far in my life, | only knew of soldiers and one
Royal Marine, an uncle. My granddad, my father, my stepfathgr,
mom, who was just about to join the militia in the W.R.A.C&d my
school pals were all influenseNow even wearing an army cadet
uniform indicated that anything to do with the war or events thereafter
involved the army and the army only.

The summer of 1954 had come and ganel now it was time to return
to school. There would be no school cadets activity until after Christmas.
In the meantime, Richard was joining the sea cadets and surprisingly, he
would put on his uniform once or twice a week in the evenings and report
to this place h®&Ilwasfifed with adimiration gut 6 t |
confronted with loyalty to the school cadets . . .but then if there was no

cadet activity at school therm® wh)
Secretly, | went to O6the shipbé wi
9, 1954¢é and thatdéds when it was a
Thissecal | ed O6shipd was the stone

Smith St. known as HMCGhippawa When | crossed the area called the
guarterdeck for the very first time, | was in awe. Someone hollered ...
AnCome to attention when y ou cro
Smarten up and go fall in against the after bulkheat &Vell, | was
shaken and by the time the night
namebés not trapper, aukheadbat i n t
Joiningthe R.C.S.C.CJ.T. Cornwell V.CSeaCadetCorps was to
become a shaky decision insofar as school was concerned. The brothers
at Provencher werenot over|l yandt ak e
school grades could easily be at ngih that kind of disharmony. At
JTCVC, learning had a new dimension. We were shown once how to put
on this very fuzzy jumpethat when you hung it ygyoudid so inside
out. Only finally succeeding in tying my shoes just two or three years
before, nowt was ti me to tie this | eng:
cap tally. Stow the collar the right way, fold, sew, and press a silk to exact
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dimensions, dow a i | your tapes with ANO
getting that lanyard done up right was likeirigy to unravel a granny
knot. The trousers were also hung inside afiér learning that the
complications of seveneas pleats were now obsolete in the Raid

SO too were they in sea caddising a great help apparently. They were
itchy and never had féy d justa severbutton flap depicting that of the

seven seas? . . . and they wete c
dong. That was another dimension that an older cadet Petty Officer
named Moskovitch, who begaeepingtito e

all seemed logical until we got to the dog watches. With the aid of chalk
and a blackboard, he illustrated the numbers of bells that corresponded
with the time . . .as chalk dust fluttered down on our brand nevags.

He put down the chalk ville dusting his hands, and looked at the class

as i f we were entirely stupid. @l
one belll for 1830, me | ads?0 he
s6bpose! Wel | ! Ilblechanged hisusfanceé andptapdidta s

upon his hip. ASeems there was a

the mutineers had a signal that when five bells sounded, that was the time
to mutiny. Wel| the buzz got out about what these wags were up to, so
the order came down to strike onglllonly, and the arranged signal of

five bells in the | ast dog was n
1830 is one bledl! Donét forget it
He then continued on the topic
people warm the bell, theyodore ski
any of you trappers tell me how
starte® 0And without looking at the class for aised hand, he

i mmedi ately went i nto ,ofrtousedWheen at

else?Sleight of hand prevaile@nd back in the times before clocks and
wristwatches wreaboard shig the watch would change at the sound of

the shijpés bekk | told yad. But w
the bel? dNo one seemed to have an ansween if you knew it. The
P.O. then went on to say, AFrom a
sand to ooze from top tthemdnortwatohm.
used to want to get relieved a

| i
pl ace his hand around the neck of
sand would run through quicker. When the sand was all through, proof
was that four hoursad justgonehywnd hedd stri ke th
to change. Up the relief would co
for ten minutes or maybe even he
inquired Petty Officer Moskovitch. With an element of notntiugg to
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stick a neck out, or at worse be raked into awag exchange, no one
would dare ask what happened to the sand for ehtwan dogwatch.

Well, after that litany among us, his ndaund whispered nickname
became A L, awodegs,J nedativgarot,0 but never
everything he said seemed to make sense and was an introduction to how
deeply the navy was entrenched in its customs and traditions. On other
ni ght sl,egisTowowoul d go on with more
rudder, a ship wasteered with a long oar fitted over the stern to the right.

It became known as the steerboard and later, starboard . . .and it had
nuthindé to do with the stars. Bu
ashore, the ship c¢oulcdzthistbigsag thatr e
later became a rudder, was in the way. So a plank was put ashore from
the inboard side and it became known as the ladeboard. Then it became
loadboard and later, larboard. Now larboard and starboard rhymed and
everybody got confuse&o by 1580, the French came up with a way out.

They cut a | oadind door in the sh
in French is porte. Now there ya
forgetit ©

ATwWoegso went on at dmeeaxplainingp p o
admirals and how th&rabic, emirel-bahr transformed into almirante by
the Spanish, the French to amiral, and the English to admiral. Vice in
vice-admiral meant in place of, and so was subordinate to the admiral.
AThe rear admdi rwahle nc oamefsl efertu r equi
front and a rearguard for protec
charge of the rear was called. Ho
cuzdé6 here comes the | ieutenant! o
the French worddofor édheopbdibhgoa, pf
Just like a Lt. Governor to a Goverra@eneral. The U.S.A. pronounce it
il-benant , 0 almost | ike the Frenct
of -thddreant 0 i s c ko fiteteenfabnutto tihse aa r oy
worst 0

Well, after we finally escaped the clutches of P.O. Moskovitch and his
weekly classroom tirades, there was boat work, semaphore, and
seamanship classes. But then it was time for the parade square. Never sa
impressive was how orderly and with precision nearly five hundred
cadets could be smartly corralled into three companies of five divisions
each, fi Qwhile drons and centre stood a -‘Ban guard,
rearguarded were an equal nallymb e r
famous brass band. It was amazing and equally awesome in that a mere
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teenager s6 band s casimpressive asrode ofetivee n
Royal Marine. It made the Provencher drum and bugle ensemble sound
like noisemakers from the Spike Jones Ortiaed ed by Lt. Riggs,
graceful and nostalgic strains and crescendos would come forth
beautifully, taking these young wannabe sailors
through the passages that traditionally accompany the
inspirational and acceptably dravent Naval Sunset
Ceremony. To tl§ day, | still feel the shivers of
emotion and pride whenever | hear the hymns and bear
witness to the ASunset, o
AThe Queeno as colours ar
disappear from view. It was an unforgettable introductmwalall of this,
oncethe ceremonywas completed, reenergized future sailoras they
proudly 6émarched pasto6é in quick t
past. In turn, each platoon saluted the Captain on the dais with a very
snappy AEyes dendyetahother €vening of tkainimg in
very naval tradition. Sign on! Sign on!

By the following summer, we were off to R.C.S.C.TG&mox the
sea cadet camp on Vancouver Island. This was an old wartime naval
establishment that taught the haimaisfundamentals of seamanship, rope
work, parade drill, signals, and rifle range that we had trained for in
theory. It also taught young stroppy saalets how to take orders, get up
at night to stand a watch, make a buakdthen find out that the sparkle
on your real black boots would soon vanish as you fell in on this huge
area of deep and sdraked beach sand called the parade ground.

With a bundle of naive enthusiasm, we went by train to Vancouver.
All the excitement of getting there through Regina, Edmonton, Jasper,
and Revelstoke meant fun to us temed parentridden boys. We
smoked, spent our nickels and dimes, were cocky with the g,
stepped ashore at station stieaps
Vancouver, it was time to board the CPR feRgincess ElizabethVhile
crossing the Straits of Juan de Fuca to Nanaimo, the whir, rumble, and
odour of the engine room belowewe there yet again, and thoughts of
Lady RodnewndSamariareturned.

Once we got to Nanaimo, we were hoarded aboard an RGN<ake
truck. As the truck swerved its way through the towns and villages
towards Comox, astonished onlookers heard loud, ecwaus, and
Npl endksnee 0 -om@ 6 s emanating from t he
covered slatbuilt box. That all stopped when we arrived at the pontoon
jetty in Comox as this horrible, booming voice holleréRight, you

21



shower of scranbags. Get fallen in @ the marker and pack up the

c a ¢ k.l. .eahddhere we stood at attention in the scorching sunshine on
this rocking pontoon until the last of us were shuttled by a cutter over to
the sandpit where the camp was situated.

e AT

Ceremonial DivisionsHMCS Chippawa Fall 1954
AThe Fear o6! &od among

Once therethe fun dwindled. There were times to be at placesl
those places needed to be shipslamB r i st ol fashion.
meanttovolunteeand fABear a hand! 0 was an
order s. | f y ewi nwgeirned ntauewetaslaskismnd .
|l azy. cadt yaul éiad, 0 you were doi ng
get up at 2330 to get to the quarterdeck for atwor watch was not
easy. Wearing halblues and dungarees in the scorching heat of the day
somehow just didndédt equate with t
night ahead. The mountain air was invigoratingt the snow on top of
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them sure cast an effam those long watches on the quarterdeck during
the night.

The next year, we would return @omoxonce more. Things had
changed. The parade square had been paved, the cutaway boiler tubes
that formed a walkway on the sand to the rifle range had beeaceep!

and most of all, the name
“.,,ra.-w Corps Training Establishme@iomox had been
; v down and recommissioned as HMCQuadra.We felt
we were a ship in the RCRfter cutterpulling, sailing
the Service dinghies and whalers, anterdrill for a
week, we boarded a bus and headed for RCN Barracks,
HMCS Naden in Esquimalt for a twalay
familiarization trip. We spent long hours on the Hug immediately on
arrival, we were taken to the dockyard to see the ships and then the
barracksin Naden The next day, it was on to downtown to the
LegislativeBuildings and Beacon Hill Park to watch a 1®@n Guard,
Band and Colour Party carry out a ceremonial demonstration and an
inspection. In my mind as well as othdfge navy had set in.

In the following year 1957, | had the opportunity to attend a seven
week summer coursa Naderd Eleet School. Living in the brarmgew
cabins of 0 N\eBub) laedsdivirig) lintocthe &Gscraf from its
sparkling galley was to be amroduction to shordound life in the navy.

It was quite an i-mptr®@veamenit meveor
the galley cookhouse we had become accustomedionabx(Quadra)

in the previous two summers. Commodore P.D. Budge was the
Commodoreof RCN Barracks, and he had taken a grave interest in the
three divisions of senior sea cadets that assembhadanfrom the four
western provinces. He had begun his naval career on the lower deck as
an OD s pWorrkde ru p i ,mowBver] wagtlkehe Bvas@ac k
Martinet . . .a stickler for punishment named for the Marquis de Martinet
who ran his army with iron discipline. On the parade square at

WSTY
AL

ceremonials, the Commodore wasnot
making you think.nm&caeetals kWhlat 'Ad
Seaman Coll eaux sir, o | replied.
from your right armpit . . . Li f 1
sew it up before you | eft home?0
paradt 6 Cand ew yet, eh cadet 2dshee c
strodeaway,l t hought, AShoul dadé bl amed

Each of the divisions asdestined for training in Leadership, a second
would be generalized as Quartermasters, followed by a new course just
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formed tha t year . . . Ar mour er 6s Mat e
available toWestern cadetsbut on the east coast, in addition to
Leadership and Quartermaster courses, thene also Quarters Rate,

Air Fitter, Regulating, and even a Stoker Mechanic course.

lwas to | earn to be an Arm
teachings were similar to a Trade Group One (TG1) level.
We were introduced to the operation and basic
maintenance of 4hch, 3in/50, and 40mm guns, along
with Mk. 9 and A/S 43 trpe
and A/S 10 o6l imbodé under wat
the course was pretty fascinating for it was conductedNand & n 0
harbourfront on the Ordnance Jetty which was also used by HMCS
Ontaio and weatheshipsSt onet own, QndSt. Stephierh e r |
Across the harbour, we were fascinated by ships nafusgexvale,
Stettler, Jonquiere, Antigonish, Oshgveand Sault Ste. Mariewhose
names illustrated the very Canadianism of the navi .thdse things
together were seducing me into wanting to be a sailor. By now, | was
consumed by an interest that completely dominated me as a syeaen
old young man. Nothing else was as important worth pursuing.

Of our crowd of some 75 cadetswiais at this timehat! met two in
particular. One was from Edmontoand the other, Vancouver. Their
names were Dick and Cliff, and al
other or myself for that matter, they were very interesting prsd by
their preseoe, cast a solid example to all of us. They were both on the
Leadership course and received top honours when the courses later
ended. They were a pleasure to know as young menahdrextremely
fine and respected gentlemen some 35 years later. Anyboal\spént
time in the navy from the fifties to the nineties will know the rest of the
story. Rear Admiral Richard C. Waller retired from the navy in 1994
shortly after CPO1 (Shipwright) former apprentice Cliff Chamberlain
ended his naval career. Althoughladnét had the pl e.
even seeing Cliféincethen or throughout my career, | certainly had the
distinction of serving with Admiral Waller. | was also regarded as one in
a few in the moderday navy who knew him when he had hair.

Half way through that summer, we took a eweek pause from the
classrooms and were assigned to MCB -HBACS Fortune ships

t hroughout the fl eet. We were sca
go with her. If you were less fortunate and destined to remaigsitte
at |l east youdd get a |ittle expo

HMCS Fortung a Bay cl ass Osweeperd fr
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Along with her sisters in the 2nd Minesweeping Squadiames Bay,
Miramichi,andCowichan( t h e r e 6 s anisrh again\We saited fdri

a 6day trip that would take us to the inside of Vancouver Island. We then
split up into twos, each pair to visit the ports of Squamish and Port
Colbourne irHowe Sound.

Further west . . . to the Far East

MCB 151- HMCSFortune
AiDébya hear there? Special s
and cable party close up. Single up.

Hands to stations for leaving harbour.

Close all screen doors and scuttles.

Assume ABCD condition fAYank
Senior hands take charge. Report by partsipi ! 0

Soon after getting home and attending parade one night, it was
announced that senior cadets were invited to apply for anfioath
cruise to the Far East from Esquimalt. | talked it over with mom and dad
as well as the brothers at school whom to mypgse, thought it was a
great idea . . .as long as | took my books with me. They all agreed that
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there was no better education than travel and being prairie types all, a
four-month sea voyage was an unimaginable opportunity.

On the 16th of January 1958, | sailed from Esquimalt for the Far East
aboard HMCSCrescent Crescentwas senior ship of the 2nd Escort
Squadron and aboard was D2 with his staff, Captain M.G. Stirling. Like
Algonquinon the east coast, she had just completed a major conversion
and her most prominent physical change was the addition of an enclosed

DDE 226- HMCS Crescenin 1958
(note funnel w. black band as senior shippQanadian Escort Squadron

bridge. | t didndét take Il ong for o06Jack
l ooki ng, hard to get used téo Is:hi
company for the trip were the three brand new destroyer escorts (DDE),
SkeenaFraser, and Margaree along with the Tribal clss destroyer
Cayuga

We were to visit Long BeaglCdifornia, to pick up a convoy and
proceed to Pearl Harbor. Beyond thetteerewould be stops in Tokyo,
Yokosuka, Okinawa, Hong Kong, Saigon, OkinaamalGuam and then
return to Esquimalt via Pearl 0.
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Lookindéd over tidrid-l-lIsildoe f or

All of this was very exciting, but an ugly memorySdmariaquickly
returned. On the first night out, we hit Cape Flattery at the entrance to the
Pacific, and | became violently seasick and absolutedgtpte in my
bunk when | could get t herGescets a
took great entertainment in seeing this young kid and others who were so
sick. Why, | should never know. Maybe it was to hide their own recent
encounter withitord gi ve an i mpression tha
years to follow, | felt extremely sorry for anyone who was. If anything, |
would encourage them to do the things that gave me at least some defence
in a condition that to most and in my own experiencdegsnost horrible
feeling in the world. Sleep on your stomach, stay in a noisy area and get
low and in the fulcrum centre of buoyancy within the ship. (found that
out in a tribal boiler room) And as time went on . . . scupper your tot in
one (with water nly) and guarantee the beholder that in a few short
mi nutes, hedd be ALinind up at AF
as this newlyrecovered and reborn soul looked to you as if you were the
greatest saviour in the world. The modeay navy now issigewhat
looks like a diseshaped bandid that is stuck on behind the right ear.
Whether it works or not or has other effects, seems to be the question. It
didndot take |l ong to pin a name on
maintains a preferred comson between the west coast and the east
coast, the former is colloquiall"
Arighto one. Therefore, the devi
Coast Command Badge?0 Meanwhil e
indescribake-to-a-landlubber malady was that if | was ever to become
immune, the navy was not the place to be. | often wondered what | might
have done or how | did it, when | crossed the North Atlantic in late fall
of 1946 aboard the phsized Lady Rodneyand neve ever did get
spewy. AboardCrescentto hear that solemn and haunting pipe in the
| ast do@Goweat c h, thd ardergnuprotedting,armament
mechanisms from heavy seas, was inthigyld®ar ol d6s mi n
signal that tonight will be yteanother encounter with pure hell. The head
of the ship would staggeringly rise, then dwell at its height, then shudder
three to four times like the prow was to fall off, and finally drop in what
seemed like and endless mile to meet yet another heavy. cres
AMi |l estoneso theyodére called, and
ship rode over them relentlessly battling the forces of nature. You wanted
to be elsewhere. Standing up to your neck in a-peskwas a better
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place to be, just for the opponity of being still. Eventually, seasickness

became | ess of a daily battl e, b u
The whole trip became a rare adventure but running parallel, the

environment and ambition to selfudy was just not conducive. As | had

taken traininga an Ar mour er 6s Mat e, I  wa
with the Ordnance dept. It consisted of six Torpedo, Gunnery, and
Control armourers and two mates,
Thosetwo were lkesehads t o me and | wxals (.
say and not what | do, 0 in a hurrt
seasoned sailors. | worked very h
the wrench! o. : : AGet the hand

NnGet the <cof faenesbr.i n.g .oared byaack d
grow up in a hurry. Tiny especially, was a close friend and tutor who was
sincere and like a big brother. He continually whistled and sang to the
ol d wartime tune: MnACocoaine Bill a
Under t h®e5®RENOGrsedruiting advert.
was, AJoin The Navy And See The
navy did that for you, fed you, gave you a place to live, and even issued
clothes to wear, you shouldn't have to be paid. Well theyadid,even
as a sea cadet, | was rewarded with $20.00 every two weeks. Well ten of
that went to the canteen for nutty, fags, soda pop and dhobey dust and
the rest, well . . .1 soon | ear
and spend et we Bypytthacki mo Esqui
sold a pint of blood in Hong Kong, drank coloured water with geisha girls
in Tokyo, and was trained on by a machiumner in the streets of
Saigon. In all, | had little doubt about joining the navy. Onceccoife
seasickness, | was convinced that there was to be no other destiny.
Convinced too that the lure of the Engine Room branch would be my
vocation.

Apprentice? . . .do that later!

| had another homwswn friend whose name was Al Irwin, and like
his older brother Bob, he was going to sign on as an apprentice too. |
wanted to join immediately, and thoughts about how to get in it, really
took over now. Being only sixteen, there was an opportunity to apply for
t he RCNO6s technical tahpepar,e nlit ihcaedsnhoi
grade ten to qualify. That was another matter because marks at school
were taking a beating from two angles and the opportunity of passing
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grade ten were dim. A sea cadet just returned from a trip to the Far East
with four months bpurported sekstudy in a school full of pongos just
wasnodét the right mix for educati o

"=

7 "/;,f“;,/.

HMS TamarJetty, Hong Kong February 1958.
Sunday Ceremonial DivisionsS h i p s 6 Qdrescerd, Cayegskeena,
FraserandMargaree negative duty watch personnel.
Standing alone anthcing in with his feet well astridend Canadian Escort
Sqguadron Commander , Captain nl

\

Time passed however, and joining at seventeen became a reality. In
the meantimeanother trip came up which invited cadets to sail to the
Medi terranean i n t hleoquoiaWell aslbraket 0
that one open when | came home, Dad hit the deckhead shall we say.
School was becoming a difficulty as my popularity witeth 6 br ot h ¢
was slipping away quickly. | was too far behind, so I quit and got hired
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with the CPR Telegraphs as a junior bookkeeper. By the winter of 1958,

| came to despise that job, and what | had to look forward to. The same
bus every morning, the sarmpeople, the same routine, and the bitter cold.
Asalifel ong vow, I promi sed mysel f t
thereds ever a time when | was f
think back to this day, the boring possibilities and how muchthéshit.

| used that for all the years to follow . . .and thankfully, it worked.
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CHAPTER TWO
HMCS CORNWALLIS

You will. . . LEARN TO SERVE. . .or else!

ell the time to join the RCN had finally arrived and | was a year

late. Cadets had been so challenging and | had become second

senior in the corps. | had a gal named Jean from P.E.l,, a

reserve wren, who was something special and with that
combination stagd with the CPR, and went the distance as a cadet. Now
at last, | joined the RCN. | made application at the downtown recruiting
office and then | was told to report to this place called HNBB§pawa
by the killick scribe on duty. | was to do a medicak, ge
sworn in, and work manual party for the rest of the week
until the Friday that | was to leave f@ornwallis by
train. The writer &hippaw, n
is?d replied, Al think | do!
me. For all of my familiaritywith and exposure to the

- navy, it occurred that | was right back to square one and

all bIdS were off. It took a lot of getting used to, and having the simple
name of Brown back again, was a major adjustment. Among
documentation required for signing on, o that became offsetting
were my birth certificate and my letter of recommendation from the CO
of the Sea Cadet Corps that talked about this real good guy named
Colleaux. My young life was suddenly changing.

The next day, | reported onboard but insteadtered the main
Quarterdeck wused by Reserves anc
irregular that this huge old building and all of the familiarity and
supervisory capacity | had for over four years had simply vanished. | felt
like | was stepping aboardrfthe first time in my life. The place now had
a completely different dimension. Just two weeks earlier o€ hifgpawa
parade deck, | was the Petty Officer G.I. in charge of ai0 guard on
passing out day. Today, dreywmcedt o
onto that very same parade deck, and commence to-dddbyhe gun
shield of the 4 in. mounting, something of which by the way, was never
a requirement for an Armourerés N
t he shipods bedIlbéwerdhe dhitdoensigp with the duty t
gquartermaster at 1600. Still in hope that the apprenticeship plan was an
option, the recruiting office sa
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correspondence <course for your €
saunded pretty good to me and by being a stoker, at least | would be in
the right o6épart shipéo.

On the Friday of that week, | left Winnipeg on a train leaving Mom,
Dad, and Danny on the platform . . .awfully sad that-fgiehd, Jean
wasnoét thermd tos.Udhller duwent to
i nstead. It didndét take |l ong to
five other guys that were headed foornwallistoo. Among them was
Barry Towill, the brother of a futuristi€dri Gar y 6 T o whel |
former stoker, come engineering officer. As the train headed further east
and by the time we arrived in Montreal, the group had grown to almost
forty guys. It was a warm summer
hot at the Windsor St. Station in Moaal, everybody heads for the
Alberta Cocktail Lounge just across the street. That we did, and it became
apparent that this was going to be quite a gtigjether crowd in New
Entry Training. After another night on another train, we arrived at Saint
John NB. and boarded the CP Ferry, ?8ncess Helentor Digby N.S.

There was that familiar throb again but this time, | was destined as a
stoker and | was bound to get my anxious fill of that. On the way in to
Annapolis Basin, to rpoo tHNE®Hhans e d
on anothemeek at sea taking the likes of us lot out to sea. | wondered
what it would be Ii ke on a frigat
destroyer.

At the dock in Digby, an RCN sertailer hauling a livestock box was

: : our means of transportation to Deep Brook . . .and
HMCS Cornwallis Our zany group had now grown to
nearly seventy bodsé and |
mo-0-oing and beeaing through the red clay and
gravel streets of Digby. And like Comox all over
again, he skylarking would come to a grinding halt
within the halthour. As we drove through the main
gate of H.M.C.SCornwallis,we were hushed by the
attentiongetting billboardsized message that emblazoned the front of the
mammoth drill shed across the paagtjuareLEARN TO SERVE it
said and it was now time to straighten up and crack down on why we were
here. A code of friendship was within us.
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The first fourteen days

The truck rattled up to Joining Block, where we discovered that this
would beout e mpor ary oO0di gs & unnew Hrasemo v i
Block. In the doorway stood three men in blue jean collars, one of whom
started barking his head off. | detected a veesintry accent. He was a
two-badged AB by the name of Malcolm Stocking who imratsy
i ntr oduc e dI|RAsguened out ingeard to come, | would
sail with Malcolm in Onondagaand for the present, he had just
transferred as a submariner from the Royal Navy. He, along with two
other oppos, AB Robin Cox, also from the RNda killick AA rate who
took the position of being the qu
ASiro and ASir, o di eistarbinig forttheaexts c r
two weeks. Their job was to prepare us for the start of N.E.T. that began
in two weeks for kit issue and marking, learning how to wear uniform,
do medicals and in general, just get introduced to this very new and
uncomfortable routine.

To the barbers we did go and | swear that I've never seen 75 people ir
and out of a théspacdodan baurafinding out thai the
price of the haircut would be deducted off our pay . . .as some arrived
with no lolly in their pockets.
60sl opsb6 to get kitted ouatlittlebaofd t |
niche. | already knew how to set up and wear the naval uniform and that
was the good news. The bad news was that everybody and his dog saic

ABrowni e! . . Can you show me ho
me ? 0, nWhatthwa)sf tthhee wiid k again?od.
a good shine?06, fAiWot does he mean

ABrownie! Can you help me t

WeII a cap tally is the most tedious and cumbersome item of uniform
to initiate and my help was in obvious dire need. Unless you were familiar,
just try to tightly adjoin a neat and tidy bow onto a-amzh piece of long
black ribbon while making sure that the gold lettering is centered on the
cap. Just how does a branew civilian recruit deal with that? One of them
innocently asked as he haHME@S me
CORNWALLIS stand for Browni@ &could only respond with what this
less than gorgeous WREN once said to me:

fiHold Me Close Sailor, Cu z@ur Royal Navy Wo n Allow Loose
LovilmShi ps. 0O

We were supposed to get up every morning at 0530 regardless of what
time it was . . . because it was always dark. As we fell in on the roadway
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in the pouring rain withois I i cker s on, it was t
hoi stdé on the f | ag@chableThéhoistestablished S e
the 6rig of the dayodé and this is
Up the hildl we doubl ed, thinking
di vi sions and as | ong as thereods
meal on dry aluminum mess trays. As we were passing the flag deck, the
hoist was clearly visible. It was a green and yellow pennant, the signal
for #2A06s (half Dblues), n ditFr tawe r
Divishun . . .Atthe dubb-awl . . . Abaa-t T u came tide order from
Sir St &ft atj eft,git, eftiioit! &lump-clump-muttermutter
Clumpclump .. . " Keep the cackle down! D
b aws t and we were back down to Joining Block, sweat combined
with rain down our necks, and puddles on the cortisene deck that had to
be wiped up before we fell in once more on the roadway . . . this time in
2A0s, n e g\@ineedte-keeptheadinout. Up te hill we
doubled, now looking forward to last in the line, cold runny eggs, and
puddles of galley diskip water all over the aluminum mess trays. Among
the thunder of the doubling boots, some determined body grunted out
with a confusi mg praesmsa roku.t fIlréorm ¢ dn
time . . .no matter how | ong it t
tltters The titters created Sir Stocking to bark out once nibfte. s a i ©
keep the fukkino
or yoll be doinbd
mo wn 0 M We passed the
flag deck, now soaked to the
skin, the rain stopped, the sun
began to shine, and the hoist now
read, pennant and two balls . . .
- 2A0s, carrying sl
" left forearm, just in case it rains.
Sir Stocking kept us going this
___ t I ncausedhe galley would be

' shut down from breakfast in ten
mi nutes, and it w

M. yet.

Joining Block is conS|dered the foundation of everything that evolved
in Cornwallisfor the whole three and a half months of N.E.T. Not only
do you quickly getyourself into a teamwork routine, but added to the
scrubouts, changing linen, standing fire watches, attending PT classes,
doind your dhobeyind and marking

34



stitching your name and number into every piece of cloth kitwere
issued. Three radiant colours of white, red or gold, the latter for # 1 items
of uniform only. Dungaree dress was done in white with red for towels,
hold-all, housewife, pyjamas, long johns, shitnicks, kit bags, blue jerseys,
PT gear, blankets, #'sahd 3 uniforms et al. It was done with a blanket
stitch, (homeward bounders) which heightened the speed at which the
stitcher attacked the stitchee. After inverting a pepsi bottle between your
knees that served as a workbench, the monotonous work begay. E
night after scruip u t and from Saturday no
interspersed with a nighime first or a middle watch as fire sentry.

My embroidery pattern was D. BROWN above 46490 fi No.t b ¢
.just fourteen characters! o Thou
al phabet, or the fAHuman Eye Char
DEGOESBRIAND and R. VANCAUGHENBURGH with stock
numbers as well, meant two things
in as middle watch fire sentry for them, and use thimbles on all ten fingers
to ease the pain. Sir Robinwithashit i né grin, decl ;
eye charts . . : AYou poor baws:Ht
namesake, A.COX, who turned suddgnlyilant. Sir Robin then offered
some sage advice to those graced
about puttind a photo of yoursel!/
how to spell your names, you can

HMCSCornwallis- Deep Brook Nova Scotia circa 1958

Then there was the lor stuff . . .boots and sandals were metal
stamped with a number, caps required stencilling only (somebody put his
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on the outside), and your pussera?o
kit but I, like other destined stokers, thought we should hawhesel
Sspanner i nstead. The sailordés di
Sheffield Steel, that every mgnac k was | ssued, di c
its blade in keeping with custom. In days of old, men who sailed the seas
were lawless and easily roused tm@ar. The possession of a knife with

a sharp point would certainly lead to a stabbing if a quarrel arose, so if
such a knife were seen in the hands of a seaman, his oppo would snap off
the point. Then as seamanship abounded and ships carried more sail, it
was necessary to handle them. If the stops and sheets needed cutting
during times of gale winds and heavy seas, there was great risk of
damaging the sails while trying to hold on to the yards of a rolling and
pitching ship . . .which was no mean feat. He meantime, back in the
cal mer seas of Joining Block . .
reply seriously, AYou o-dgripySewitoe d vy
the tally band with steel wool! o0

Fraser Bl ockéan accompl i s

The day finally arrived, and after what seemed like two years of toil
accomplished in two weeks which flashed by like two days, we graduated

In thebusiness end of the néwaser Bock
AEveryt hi ngyogWil&keemi tmagay mynsond

ooutd of Joining Block to our per
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a fine building and was full of the comfertComforts that provided you
with iPTroning, sewing, washing cl
convenience. The block was brand new and with newness came more
rigidity in keeping it that way. That was to be the difficult part. A couple

of the lads hadlwindled and were released. They followed along the
lines of the reputation of one desperate wag in a senior division who tried
anything to get a release. Everywhere he went on the base, he mimed
himself as being upon a Harl&avidson motorbike complete ith
verbal drivel of hauseating acceleration, a backfiring exhaust, and even a
horn when people got in his way. After three weeks of these uncontrolled
daredevil biking escapades around the base and even in buildings, his
case was heard and he was gramntéshse. As he was doubled away and
back to the block without his bik

mental stability. He asked, fAWhat
in this place he remar ked: AMy s
knowi f |1 6m going to be an uncle or

gesture approaching the majate on his bike to his freedom on the other
side, he pulled up to the sentry, dismounted, and threw the-bbedikse
ignition key at him with the accompanyn g decl ar ati on
| wondt be needindé this anymorel! o
By moving into 6Fraserd6, meant t
and competitive division among fifteen others. Our Divisional Officer
was Mr. Dixon, a commissioned T.A.S. branéficer with modest poise
and little to say. His manner told of his honour and integrity. The
Divisional Petty Officer was P1QM Walker, a tall and also quiet
individual, whose personality was similar but with a power of command
much different than we had t@ripated. Strict, thorough, but merciful.
Together, they soon gave an impression that we must serve correctly or
at least try . . .and there would be little to say. It was up to us, as we
quickly learned, that we were in control of our own fate. Just.du
had to earn your way to excellence and this was the very naval way. We
were the juniors and everything in terms of privilege and perks were
relative to our di vi si ona.l ®lookut pu
cleanliness, parade precision and taumh, kit musters, test scores,
punctuality, attitude, stamina, endurance, morale . . . were all-point
getters for proficiency. Keep a sense of humour. That . . . and night
watches as fire sentry, were the only two things we were allowed to.
Sports, playinga big part, soon meant that whatever competition you
might not have tried before you joined the navy, here was your
compulsory chance to do it. | got knocked out cold in boxing, after
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dozens of futile attempts, fadly made it to the top of the gym roaeffters
by climbing a rope, came fifth in a race of 125 crossntry runners, and
played insider i g h't and centre on Fraser
Football became a concentrated effort because of the constant practice
and preparation. It was done afteorking hours that overloaded your
day in preparing for other activities for the next one. If you were fire
sentry during the middle
though, you might be able to
get a little bit of ironing
done as long as you never
got caught. In football, or
any other sport for that
matter, you soon realized
that getting injured might
slow you down and get you
backclassed, hence, a
longer stay inCornwallis
Luckily, we relented and the
only remarkable injuries
came in bruises and cuts and
. the odd sprain or broken
finger. One guy was lost
from the team because he
broke his nose. The
“% merciless coach reacted

with, AHow do you go about gettin

All of these sports plus more required a team spirit therein and were
factors that added pointsAnd if those points amassed enough, by
Saturday at the end of week six, we were granted shore leave from 1400
to 2200. AWhat a run!o . . . Anna
in Digby first. The goal wamuld o e
be found. We managed to get ashore three times in three and a half
months.

A large part of our time was spent on the parade ground in the
scorching summer heat. Continuous doubling often took its toll on the
l ads and itods ¢ upawrdheormallispacadee h

ground is exactly one mile. To do
for not having your fingers together or holding your head high enough
made Roger Bannister | ook I|ike a
wereall productsof HMS Excellent t he Roy al Navyos
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on Whale Island in Britain. This is where they learnt how to be mean,
horribl e, and how to get things ¢
Their trademark gait and stride on the parade squarewi@deance to the

fact that was fashioned from constant wear of studded and ekdker

PR

gt 4 " llgll.“.{hf\ﬁr '&‘\‘!‘\‘;

boots that thundered at every step. And as we shook in fear on those hot
afternoons, a G.l. would sometimes draw near, emitting odour of some
lunchtime tipple. In that period of time ithe navy, it was seen as a
privilege and not a shortcoming. A drill instructor with beer on his breath
simply reflected of privileges he had earned and was entitled to enjoy
afterhisnoord ay meal . After all, 1 f he
tot and where now he was ashore, a couple of cold beers served as a self
acclaimed substitute in upholding the privilege.

The Kit Muster. . .a major obstacle

One of the most rattling episod:
you is the infamous kit must whose functionality remains questionable.
Over fifty years later and much like many other attics of departed
matelots, some items are still in untouched, pris@inenwallis fashion
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and sit in a kit bag in my attic too. Three times, a muster was dechande
of you throughout the training pe
the seventh week and your final in the second last week before
graduation. It was designed to progressively get your kit up to scratch
from a lowly mothball smelling flop on dayne to a level of
unprecedented excellence by week 16. Apart from every one of the 150
items of kit laid out that had to be spotlessly clean as a given, was the
intricacy of rolling each item into-Bich cardboard reinforced lengths
bound with stingamto ends with a reef knot
Kit was to be displayed on your pit, with name and number evenly
dressed and exposed for the inspecting party. They would come to your
cubicle and observe certain items whilst you stood there trembling i
hope that soon, they'd disappear and stow kit you wouldn't use carefully
away until the next inspection. Mr. Dixon and Petty Officer Walker were
pretty practical in their methods of inspecting, however in blocks nearby
from guys i n oftfead hordor stariesialooat gheir we
encounters with dogmatism. One inspecting officer became frazzled by
his alarming sense that there was black shoe polish still engrained in the
bristles of a boot brush. To produce evidence to his belief, he made a few
hard strokes with the brush on the shoulder of the owner who was
dressed in half blues. His white front forming the top half now brandished

a misty black stain. The officer then went on to note that six pair of black
socks . . .ankle, 4 .. .tropical, 2, wer neat |l y roll ed toc
with embroidered initials exposed. He picked up a bun, held it to his
mouth, and began to suck on it declaring very quickly and in disdain,
nOrdinary Seaman Barnes! These so

r

leasmmedhowt o ri nse out your dhobeying?-

Gunds Crew, Guard & Band

Fraser Division was detailed to
Sunset Ceremony(s) that were scheduled throughout the summer. Along
with Columbia Division who formed the honouragd and the Band of
HMCS Cornwallis, we set about on training with two, gun and limber
carriages. I was detailed as #4,
breecho on the port gun.

In speatheading the splendour of the-pece band, it was led by
none other than Petty Ofdmaawho i B
marched so smartly restrained, and swaggered like he was holding a
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peanut up his arse. His fame was notorious howevercdostantly
hurling his mace some thirty feet

was ever yet to drop it. But lose it once, he did.-Sa@srs tell us that he
was once leading the band to the strains of the Naval Mashduring

a community eventni the town of Lunenburg in Nova Scotia. He had
hurled his mace so high into the air that it never came back. Somehow, it
had appropriately lodged itself right into the heart of a very old oak tree.

Had that treeds | ife bevgheenth@gerya s
one that inspired David Gerrick I
commemor ate the Royal Navyods vic

Quiberon, Lagods, and Quebec.
The idea of a bunch of matelots hauling on the gun carriage drag ropes
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naval custom arose however, from an incident that occurred at the funeral
of Queen Victoria in London in 1901. In the final stages of the
ceremonies at Windsor station, an artillergrdedrawn gun carriage
stood ready at the exit to convey the coffin but there was for a moment,
a perplexing interruption. Two of the team of horses became so restive
that it was impossible to proceed with them. The threatened mishap was
remedied by theasource and readiness of the men of the naval guard of
honour stood by anticipating the Royal Salute. The team and unruly
horses were taken out and harnessing themselves to the gun carriage
bearing the body of the Queen, the matelots drew it all the waytfie

station to the final restingl ace at St . Geor geods
witnessed it, there seemed a peculiar fitness to this last service rendered
to the Queen by men of the navy. Since then, sailors have been drawn
from HMSExcellent t he R N&choolto drawvehe carriage at
state funerals and because the carriage belonged to that school, it was
determined that they also supply the lads to pull it. This direction and
invariable custom of the Royal Navy then transcended into the
Commonwealth vies, which of course included the RCN.

Now that wedd been boned up on &
among us felt we had one up and pulled all the harder. We adopted new
names such as Dobbin, Nellie, Queenie, Silver, Trigger, Sea Biscuit, and
Francis the mule, the latter describing well, the perverse character of our
Eddie Morris, the class captain. There were no stallions among us as we
had forgotten what it was like to be ashore.

One of the areas that | was keen at from sea cadet trainingflas
drill. Although I had now graduated from the Lee Enfield 303 to the FN,
it took little adjustment for me in handling this new weapon. By the time
N.E.T. was nearing its end, | was upset to hear that | had not been selected
for ABest inm.ParOhdeaeeTrai.ni. .1 was:s
dedication to parade squares and marching like a-dmajor with the
aid of a peanut, was going to be a thing of the past.

Week 16 had arrived and you could feel the perks that came with it.

We beat the abt acl e cour se, we didnodot F
division was at the top, wakayakey came much, much later at 0630,

we ate in the shipbdbs companyébés W
Recdé Centre, and | eave was pipe

winning ways in soccer, running, boxing, and winning the football
championship had bol stered our 0:
one week left, it looked like the whole division was going to make it
through.
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The day had finally come. . .

APassing Out Dayo had arrived. C

webbing, up went the trade badges, and in came a draft chit. We marched
onto the parade ground and halted in line with the dais, with all of
CommwallisN. E. T. 6s and thepgsacdmphbhangd
We stood at attention bolt upright in our number one uniforms like a
gaggle of chorus boys from HMS Pinafore. You could feel a mixed sense
of both pride and relief in that it was finally over. Pride because you beat
the challengerad relief because you could now resume in making your
own decisions . : . wel | mo st of
Review Orderé6, we were inspected
Fred Frewer, who was soon to be COBanaventureand a man we
would see close up for the first time. The Captain then returned to the

dai s where it was time for awar ds
fBest i n that . . . Fraser Di vi si c
Ki t . . . Ordinary SedédamBast BiAtkh e
Seaman Cundil |l o . . . fBest in Pa

-RoBnel 1an . A.ldrdinary Seam&@imown.0 Comp | el
shock' | took one pace forward . . . turned left smartly, and marched, for
a change, toward the dais and up the steps to square in front of the
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Captain. | was trembling with complete surprise and overwhelmed with
emotion. | saluted and he returned it, and then he passed me an award
that to this day, | still possess an engraved citarstse. He asked me
where | was drafted to in finding that by going to HMEEmag he had
recently been CO in her in the rank of commander.

Our time had ended and | woul dn¢
a month or so later. Departure also meaat thvould never again see
those heading to Esquimalt save one or two in many years to follow. We
that would remain were to discover that eighty percent of the division
would not spend longer than their basic hitch in the navy, for whom many
of them lateiin life, might wished they had. As we boarded the bus and
headed to Digby, we felt the joy that only Odes fréornwallis could
know, at being outside the gates of hell. We sang and shouted obscene
dits about the staff anrdvayeoktalingy b o d
authority, now safely out of ear
three weeks of ease and freedom ahead of us and joining the fleet after
that. To what looked like the end at HMC®rnwallis we s wor e
never return. As time worenpwe would though, just like all matelots
who cherish with pride, the ultimate feeling of accomplishment and
camar aderi e oC€ComnWai® ion gvhtemreoveg h we
come back through her gates, we would reflect on the most memorable
and rewardig times of our lives. We would never admit it openly, but
we were proud that we had absorbed it, proud of what we had
accomplished, and proud of our fraternity. As we were smartly hushed
by that sign on the drill shed as we drove through her main gatéytwen
two weeks ago, now we reversed our gaze through the back of the bus
and were as equally boisterous, \
to Serveo and we were | eaving her
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CHAPTER THREE

HMCS Micmac

iMel kedaebo
(Half Irish / Half Scotch)

who with their twenty sisters around the world, bravely served

the British Commonwealth for nearly three decades. Canadian
tribals served in WW2 and later, wiBiouxandCrusader saw action in
Korea. In her twenty years in the RCN howeWicmacwas employed
as a training ship from her commissioning in 1945 and never participated

. in conflict. By 1959 Micmacand her

sisters enjoyed a unique recognition
and distinction as the heart of the
Royal Ganadian Navy. But they were
aging veterans and soon to depart.

By November, | was anxious to
join  Micmac for two reasons. |
considered this as destiny for | didn't
ask for a tribal even if the opportunity
was there. It just happened that way
and | was mittful in that | could
always lay claim to having sailed in
one before they went to the breaker's
yard. As well, | was going directly
aboard and lucky for not having to
filter through Stad' pool. The buzz
had it that if you were waiting for a
ship, you wereémmediately pegged

I I MCSMicmacwas one of seven tribal class destroyers in the RCN

as a passenger and put in 6A0 Dbl
abounded and life in a cabin with seven other guys sharing four lockers,
was to sleep only. Cabins were b

working hours, anglou were now at the mercy of the yobs in the barrack
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control centre. God knows what K i
up for you.

Joining Day

It was a very wet and cool Sunday morning in November. Typical of
a brandnew sailor, with mythreepiece luggage ensemble that made me
feel |l i ke a pack mul e. Ki t bag,
hammock, whose issue &ornwallis had only terminated when the
Maggiewent home and th@uebeaid off. [All of the ships now had
bunks leaving tbals as the only micklingers left in the fleet. Hammock
issue came on joining the ship] Civilian clothes were forbidden in ships
and with all that personal gear t
asking a few times for directions, | got a trglleo Barrington and
Buckingham streets and transferre
off at the Sunrise Cafe at North St. which like the top of a ski jump, led
the way down North to the tunnel

| went into the cafe whera few sailors were sitting, drinking coffee
and filling the ashtrays.Outremongn r
Inch Arran, Mallard,or SwanseaAt the same time, everything about me
spelt brand new and fresh out @brnwallis and that was difficult to
avoid. | took off my cap as soon as | entered, and seeing my tally, they
mi ght think | was shipbs company
guality and Fraser Block cleanliness. My parade boots hadhahehick
soles compared to the shoes that matelots wore ashore on leave. My No.
16s displayed the brightest of a
either.

In the group, | noticed a badgetwo and immediately tried not to be
obvious or do anything that would rouse their awareness of me. | left my
kit bags near the door beside my soaking wet and brand new burberry,
dripping from a wooden coat ¢tree

avay ! |l tds not Saturday night. o |
from the Ohairiesod sipping their
Micmacwas secur ed. One with a smild@
but had trouble lowering himselforeact t o my reques
the Oslips in Dartmouth! o where
seal! o

Not wanting to intimidate the group by acting like a jack, | took their
confusing replies seriously. Then the waitress from behind the counter
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with a pencil tucked under her bonnet and chewing a wad of gum, blurted
in and explained, ASheds urHdidar t h
NootkaandCrusadet 6 Wel | t he group as wel
of each other and carried on in isolatib said thank you to the waitress,
then paused for a moment. As she passed in front of me while looking

after another customer, I asked,
sheds sail imdOh owealwow !l sdhe arepl i e
next weekdb Then | t hought , AHow about

turnstile of harbour movements and every matelot in town must come to
the Sunrise or at least, she must go out with a QHM killick nhow and
again. o

As minutes passed, | sucked back my coffee andnhgftdime
anxiously. I looked out the window at the pouring rain and then down at
my faded and waterlogged boots, resumed my ladened poise and
clumsily headed out the door joining the rushes of water down the hill to

the gate and jetty four under the bridgeY ea h . . . wa s
out board!o I worked my way acr os:
|l adders when finally, I was sSstan

pouring rain of a class of ship that was apart from the rest of the navy.

HMCS Micmac
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Welcome aboard

| was directed to
about everybody was

the stokerso
ashore. Wh i

off, a stoker who | came to know as Jacques LaFlamme approached me.
A Hi  Ga-éhi u rwith adig at my surnamede asked if | had a clean

discoloured, soaking wet rag, and handed it to me with the accompanying
statement, faBhankKs Weolhoaudr t o str
reddening face, | pushed to smile. That handkerchief had seen its last kit

muster.

| was finding that Tribal wasn't an easy ship to live in. Many would

handkerchief and only
wanting to please, |

guickly replie

., do! 0 Eagerly,
down into the bottom of

my kit bag to recover a
kit muster quality,
starchy white, initial
embroidered nose
appliance that was still
fresh from the ironing
boards in Fraser block.
Jacques took the
handkerchief and re
joined a group of guys
on the other side of the
mess who were huddled
around a table near a hot
plate where a kettle was
boiling. Moments later
he returned, while
wringing outthis dingy,

~

C

not leap at the idea of getting a draft to one, but it seemed to me that these
rakish, speedy, and weapeiasien ships were where a bramelw sailor
of Hhwasthreebdilgr 6 s

ought to be. And because twoh i r d s
rooms, an engine ro

om and a gear

Apart from their seemingly harsh and personal opinions,-hased
seaman and artisan technicians ranged the lower deck and | came to

realize that some of the most seasd sailors with steeny badges, red
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and Pakig o | d, were aboard. A | ot of
Korea but none of them ever spoke about it. In time, | would learn that
many had done three tours over there. It was an honour to sail with them
butyou woul dnodt utter a word about
expression but you had to do t h:
everlasting tally stuck on you a
staging any-a8ébuk e, |fi ovalglowithetrem,ni n
as such a badgering name faded away.

| was to quickly be reminded from my time @rescentthat if you
continuously fumbled about or at
because you were often | eanouwmdd o
better give in and say so. Your best position was to get stuck down the
bilge without a complaint, dhobey after every watch, keep your place as
an O.D., and donot socialize too
things as an unofficial recognitiasf your natural acceptance amongst
the badgemen of the branch, then you had a fighting chance of surviving.
I n the many soci al circles, be t|
mess, you had to be careful as to when to stick your oar in and if you did
say something intelligent. These guys knew the ship, the ways of the
mess deck, life at sea, and they were very proud of it. Some were
suggestive while others had mystical ways of showing it. To be one of
them, you soon realized that the things you wayeut to go through
were much the same as they did ex
comprehension, except their oppos.

Merry Krimbo and a Happy Scrub Out

The shitchuckib and testing continued.
corner, the ship alongside. We O.D. stokers from the boiler rooms would
finally be allowed to go up to the mess at stand easy for a coffee, if there
was any left. There on the mess deck tables would befroailhome.

Like the other buff stokers, | picked up an envelope addressed to me and
discovered that the card had been removed. Glares abounded with an
expression of mystery, then AB Wa
care enoughtosendtheveryhest. . so we ditched
in declaring of the consequences of the Couts Hallmark commitment.
Reaction was cold but you went mute. Then after you scalded your throat
and promptly thundered up the ladder to get your ass down in the bilge
aga n at O6Out Pipesd, the killick
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6 Momb6 . . . C odollarlerclostire.wi t h t he t en

Christmas in the Oyard

|l tds hard to describe of the mac
the Dockyard roadways and shops ahips at the jetties at Christmas.
Only those within the gates would experience the grandeur and
peacefulness of it all as it portrayed of life in another world in another
environment. The Atlantic fleet, in an atmosphere of peace and quietness
only brokenby the din of an exhaust fan or a diesel generator here and
there, from those ships unable to be provided with shore power. Huddled
together like a large, unsymmetrical family onto their assigned jetties,
many classes lie at rest. The hiss and occaswispls of shore steam
rising into a softly cold breeze as the gentle glow of night enshrouded the
colourful lighting displays on the backbones, guns, mats, bridges and
guard rails of each and ewvwepbDy osatl
foremast halyards dke harbour waters gleamed with a kaleidoscopic of
dancing reflections. The nostalgia of it all! Meantime, down in the now
spacious messes vacated by the married of the crew on holiday leave, us
singl e guybDsecdkn Lfelaovweedr c o ul denjoyal a x
slacker routine. We even got to be treated to sling our micks in the best
slinginé spots in the mess, t hos
killicks. ©

My first all -night ashore

| soon found out that being single though meant | was duty on
Christmas Eve. That of course meant being aboard for Christmas dinner
and all those good things that went with it. The junior man would pose
as Captain for the day and the entire wardroom would serve our dinners
by settings in the larger and better acitdssafter upper messdeck.

However, we were sailing for o0C
relieve Siouxandwe woul dnot return to har
Y e a.rA®iswas Christmas days odes were granted overnight leave
provided we had a legitimt e 6 Addr ess On Leaveb
Mine said, ASeagull Club, Hollis
What that got you was a ten by six cubicle containing a cot, a chair, a
buttscorched side table, a chicken wire deckhead, and a naildotsle
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door to hang your urtbag up. | was puzzled as to why there was chicken
wire up there only to find out that it might provide footing for the rats or
stopped empty rum bottles from cascading down on you that were hurled
in the air from partying haes in the main flat. If you ended up with a
room on the top deck looking down at the main building, there had to be
thousands of rum and quart beer bottles littering the roof of the dance
hal | . They say that i's why Ol anct
because t he -hraowokf GCatu btoh eo nit@ybnodibadd a
rate.

Nevertheless, the sheets were clean and it was a treat to sleep in a bec
again. On Boxing Day morning at 0630, Mrs. Townsend, the¢hkege
buffer of the club, cambarging into the cabin, stuck a big, wet, sloppy
kiss on my cheek and declared, AM
sailing this morning &he was the mother of P2NS Gordie Townsend
from Micmag and she always gave extra special attention to guys from
her sonds ship. Getting a shake w
wer enot a fAMicmac, 0 you were on
intimate shake as that one that got me up faster than the ones when you
woke up adrift.

Us and them

Frigates were comfy. They had bunks and a cafeteria, but they were
s | owandduopwner s 6 . I n the fifties an
gl amorous than the new DEG6s. Mayhb
could argue t hough, e beirgdumnedtottatthd c a
rate of two a year, so it seemed. Life on those had to be a lot better than
anything in the fleet but then th
routine that was a lot more rigid than the frigates and especially the
Tribalsand t he Osweepers. The take aw
of the better jolly ports. | nst ec
Cul ebra gunnery range near Puertc
be alongside for a shorter stay, on thealed Army Jetty with no shore

power |, auxiliary steaming and di e
be parked in the old navy base on shore power and steam. The running
was different too. The Acaddi eso

other navieaand the bigime exercises. In home waters, Tribals were
relegated to plane guard f8onnie,Shelburne Checkers, and Newfie
patrol. Maybe that had a lot to do with the frequent fuelings, for then,
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when we were still burning bunker C, you were headingHfemearest
fuelling jetty along the coast to bunker up again. As the Tribals were fast
ships, by no means were they economically efficient. Monitoring fuel
consumption was a constant vigil where warnings went outvsioip as

you descended and nearedttha i nf amous figure

remaining. o | n the Prevddercommissibned, e t
it seemed that the only ships that might get fuel at sea from thd Sem
were the ficadillacs. o0 For the mos

when we were on patrol, were left to look after ourselves. By running
into any random port seemed to be an advantage to get a run ashore in,
but I quickly observed that as soon as we fuelled and the tanktops were
secured, we were back out to sea again. Afterall t hought ,
patrol, and youdre not i f youdre
night, you never snubbed at.

No patch over this eye

Getting ashdobnonahfiNawé$i el d a
officers wouldusually end up at the exclusive Crowsnest Club leaving
us to fend elsewhere and that was fine. Us yobs, like other navies in the
world, relied heavily uponthesemés f or a run ashor
no different. A popul aarecregiiantcentrea s
within the U.S. base Fort Pepperal,
operated by t he RC
sailors of HMCSAvalon On Sunday
afternoon, all the establishments down
town were <c¢closed,
became a good alternative. There was a
movie laid on and themakeshift
theatre became quickly overloaded. In
anticipation of show time, the house
lights dimmed as everyone scurried
about trying to get a seat. During the
shuffle, 1 was lured to this rather
attractive young lady who surprisingly,
hadnot begeh | guickdyp p e c
asked her i f shedd |
movie on the only seats left, a wicker
stJohno49sNF  sofain the lobby at the rear of the hall.
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For some reason, the boys were having a chuckle about something but |

didndét really pay any attention a
The movie got underway and she was seated to my left. Almost
i mmedi ately, she began to | ean he

like Flinn! Bsoon found out though, that it had nothing to do with getting
friendly. Because of ticeditleat trdsidamsdl i g |
had a visual deficiency in finding out that she was negative eyeball on
the starboard side. The view of the screen from the rear lobby was
restricted through a doubl e door
there, she craned her ketoward me to be able to see the movie . .
.monocularly.

Well, what does a gentleman matelot do about that except to invite her
to swap seats, and give her a better panoramic view without getting a stiff
neck. It was the longest movie | ever watched latnémbled each time
the lights went up to put on a new reel. The place where the eye should
have been was sewn up tighter th;
AWould you | i ke some popcorn Mabe
to the canteen for éhlongest time.

Tough luck-people too

It is unfortunate that throughout her carédicmacwas troubled with
several collisions and numerous mechanical breakdowns. She was
| abel |l ed uz kitt@dgh 6 Long before m
was the loss of eleven lives as a result of a-sjgged collision witl&S
Yarmouth Countin 1947.Inhe near |l y three years
though, we encountered severe damage from three different North
Atlantic storms. As well, two cases of condenseritis, several leaky tubes
in number 2 & 3 boilers, an-gkea collision withCayuga an alongside
prarg from the frigatd.a Hulloiseand a feed water flood in No. 2 boiler
room. Add too, a strike by dockyard workers during refit at Saint John
Dry Dock, then an electrical arc in #5 oil fuel tank at sea while dealing
with a submersible pump to counter a seder leak while the tank was
unballasted.

| had bad luck too. Like everybody who steamed the boilers, we all
wore asbestos steaming gloves, which of course provided protection
from burns. They also saved your hands from cuts and bruises and in this
casethe amputation of my thumb. One night while coming off watch in
number 3 boiler, | was just about to shut and clip the very sturdy wi/t
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access door to the boiler room-Eick when the access hatch to the boiler
room began to flutter open. This gave pow@nid a furnace flash back
when the boiler room was equalized with the atmosphere. In one hell of
a panic, | leaned back in to seat the hatch with my foot and as the ship
rolled, my gloved thumb got squashed in the door jamb of tHeakr
access door. @e | nervously got the hatch secured again, | wondered if
a flash back might have occurred down on the boiler front. With
throbbing pain, | anxiously raised my left arm to see how much damage
there was. Streams of blood began to ooze out of the glovgeadly
withdrew it from my hand, then to discover that the-¢@tl end of my
thumb was dangling.

IO M e,

Mail Transfer off Bermuda. Frobably
only picture of collision with DDE 218
‘ Cayuga's transom. (faken amidships

' Sfrom Micmac indicafive of bows
engaging with Cayuga's midships)
After the ships cleared of each other,
sunlight, then seawater appeared
through several holes from popped
rivets in Micmac s starboard forward
lower messdeck.

Trying to nail down Doc Fortin to get some repairs that night took
nearly an hour. | had traversed the ship several times and finally found
hi m c u tinaiworishop ackaft. As he had a number of customers
waiting, all Chiefs and P.O.s, he declared that there was no need for
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stitches é just a bandage to hol
bleeding.

| was to be in pain for weeks and months to coimiection had set
in, and at sea with virtually one hand to lash a hammock, clean sprayer
tips, tie up boots, and be able to pass anybody in a gangway without
bumpind i1t, l'ife would be hell . T
my disfigured thumb wh memories ofMicmag although a little
bittersweet never, ever knowing if a flasack had occurred. My guess
is ANo! o0 But damaging a thumb i s
losing your life.

The sea shall have them

Earlier in 1960, we suffee t he | oss at sea of
brother to the former Canadian figure skating champion and politician,
Otto. Of the many people iMicmag four of them met their fate at sea
in short years to follow too. LSER Tom Pitt in the 1965 JP5 explosion in
Nipigon, CPO2 Bill Boudreau and PO2 Eric Harmon in f®otenay
gear box expl osi on I n 1969, and
electrocuted irMargareeshortly after.

But there is a brighter side when I think of the notables as well as lost
friends | sailedwith in Micmac Naval Storesman Jack Carter, Atlantic
Commandds Fl eet boxer, a min-i ste
Admiral Fred Mifflin, who was a subeutenant and then became the
gunnery officer. Sulbieutenant Charles Westropp, who had just
transfered from the British Merchant Navy after six years' service and
went on to retire in the rank of Commodore as Chief of Staff, Personnel.
Presumabl vy, because of his mercha
he was to become popularly known throughoufigwt in years to come,
had the distinction of being a bridge watchkeeping officer and navigation
officer aboard th€ape Scotscientific expedition to Easter Island in the
Pacific over the Christmas season of 1964.

The captain oMicmacwas Cdromy . Gd&rmmraown a
officer who, after retiringauthe¢ed A The Sea | s at O
German relieved by Cdr G.B. Smith, others included such popular former
naval pilots a$ Cdrs Rod Bays (first Lieutenant) and Benny Oxholm, as
well as a lateC.O., CdrW.J. Stuartwho on promotion to captain, was
to take command of the newly commissioned HM®&8vider. Today,
as | muse over a shipbs company
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Fla. in 1960 and wonder about their destinies and where they all are
today.

LCdr Bays tle XO, was a very respected professional. His presence
in Micmacwas beyond the comprehension of anyone on the lower deck,
but we never questioned that. It wasn't our business. He had a charisma
about him with an air of confidence that was infectious. Thee r e s h
company thought of him as a man with a fine personality and a lot of
common dog. Rod Bays never had to command respect. That was a
given. We supposed that came as a result of his esteem and experience
as a valued pilot in the Fleet Air Arm. Bay the least, his position as
Executive Officer, with little background in sailing destroyers must have
come to him as second nature We found out in later years, that he
probably buffered a | ot of fl ak
His constant gn and look of confidence fired us all up with an attitude
and energy that meant we could handle any task in any conditions.

The Shi p 6-dMCSbMionmaat ey West Fla. 1960a ut h o r
of Shipébés Kisbey

Sky Bags

A swinging seébed, the undisputed invention of Alcibiades who
described:
AThe modern name of Aihammocko
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Consisting of a piece of canvas, 6 feet long and 4 feet wide, it is gathered
together at the two ends by means of clews, formed by arggband
kittl es, w hcel nuceed tabnedu eédnfecacdth e h a mm
horizontally under the deck, and forms a receptacle for a bed on which
the seamen sleep. There are usually allowed from 14 to 20 inches
between hammock and hammock in a ship af Wwepreparing for
action, the hammaocks, together with their contents, are all firmly corded,

taken upon deck, and fixed in var
Thanks to Alcibiadesd invention
meant more adjusting. Making up vy

come easy. Ships were slowly converting to or building, with bunks, so
the days had pass e d towdb sonnCdrnivalig. t a

Now, making up a hammock for the fitithe aboard ship meant getting
lots of help from your messmates. Killicks and below were issued with
two, c¢c/w clews: one set, and | ash
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form a natural g r | so that you coul enadtdbay
the clews, then extend the standing ends into double half hitches through
the several grommets at each end of the canvas. Astiadkwas then
fashioned from a shortened piece of broom handle taatw v e e 6 d a
ends and this was inserted-wiit we
di stance to span the 6mick and ke
even suffocateWhen properly made up, the mattress and blanket
together within the hammock woube tightly rolttucked into a sausage
configuration. |t was then secur
hitches of the lashing drawn from the bight to make it secure . . .and
fabled as offering a period of buoyancy to a sinkshgp survivor. The
morerealistic purpose in days of yore, that when stowed together in the
Onettingséo, they woul d fbals. ®nca b
lashed up, your tally and stock number had to be prominent, so out came
the largewell-usedCornwallisstencil . . D. BROWN 4649GH. This

way, you could identify it in the mickk ac k bu't mor e f
convenience, get it picked up for
hoop. 0 Although no |l onger in use

when a hammock wouldebgauged for uniformity and appearance when
stowed in the mickack. If it failed to pass through a hoop, the owner
was punished. If it went through too easily and had a skimpy appearance,
it was known asap & figreyhound | ash
In a tribal as an O.D.yoear ned your slinging
enough to go around so | found myself on top of #1 & 2 fuel tanks,
tanktop covers using two cushions from the settee to spread my mick out
on. Being just four i nches off t
sleepingn the altitudes, but if the ship was rolling and pitching, at least
| was crashed athwartships. This meant that | only slid out on a port roll,
for my head was part of the bulkhead and that kept me on my mick and
going the other way. Whether | was slegpon the tanktops or turned
in in a hammock up in the air, the hardest thing to do was hang on to kit
that belonged on a bedpost. It goes without saying that when you were
asl eep, your clobber wasi Mant efi fort a
Pr a yspeaks nodof a plea to God for family and friends but more of
one that He might allow you to sleep in peace, with assurance that your
clothing not be disturbed.

Now | lay me down to sleep,
| pray the Lord my soul to keep.
And grant no other sailor take,
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my shoesand socks before | wake.
But if some poor soul should chance to stray
|l 6LL PUNCH HI'S FUKKI N6 HEAD

The Mess

In our mess of thirodd stokers, it was astonishing as to how soon a
crowded mess was orderly once the hammocks were stowed for the day
and the grotd got scrubbed out. E
that rigourous open space between three stelelthid ads and a
cornered with a single fimick rack
bit of private territory. The mess was two decks below the extended
focdsodl e upper deck. I't had a | ac
that exited intoa f | a't shared by the Quar
messes. A row of boot lockers covered with wiledther cushions
(settees) ran along the length of the port side of the mess. This resembled
a downscaled singlet or ey mot el , wh o @alsoutia n h a
little later. The settees were backed with hinged backrests that when
opened, served as extra stowage. Along the tops of the settees, black
met al 0 hat b o x-etseyp comamedejust saboot we\eything
except hats. . . .caps.rRunaisg p&kalldl to thessetieas s i
were two long tables that served for eating, cards, doing your ironing,
and what all good stokers do, perai) system sketches upon in the
absence of paper.

This was broadside messing at its intended best. gttott  t hat t
navy must fight by standards of the 20th century but with living
conditions as primitive as they were . . . why should it continue to live by
standards of the 19th one? Proof to that was that adjacent to each of the
messdeck tables wasusted the mess fanny which contained the mess
traps. I n explaining how the O6fai
describes of any domestic reposi:t
qguite a story. The term AFanhey Ac
middle of that very 19th century when . . . mutton packed in tins was
introduced as part of rations disbursed aboard ship. After the mutton had
been consumed down in the messdecks, thefaegled tins made
perfect receptacles for brewing tea, eating afu or warming up other
forms of nourishment. The murder ofy@ar old Fanny had taken place
in the south of Victorian England and Frederick Baker the assailant, was
found guilty and hanged. In efforts to earlier conceal his crime, Baker
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had cut up theemains and packed them into tins. The buzz among the
messdecks was that thesepeeked tins had found their way into the
dockyard storehouses from the plant at Deptford and the contents therein
were not mutton, but morsels of Fanny Adams. Cannibals akeéwe

well now!

In the port wing mess, two scuttles that were about four feet above the
waterline offered daylight and fresh air. This was our main means of
ventilation. It was great when alongside but they were only opened when
underway in a near flat seprovided there was no heel from course
alteration. After a while you soon realized that stokers were meant to stay
below and out of the sunlight. All of the seamen lived in two bigger
compartments one deck above us, with six scuttles, their openings being
about twelve feet above the waterline. As such, not only were their
scuttles also usually open in heavy weather, but wind scoops could be
shipped into them, whenever the need arose. For the few times at sea
when we shipped our pitiful two, we had to stibkm out and train them
astern so as not to wear a whol e
They didnét scoop 6ind any fresh
a poor attempt at draggind out th
(the first electric dish washing machine with a window) that also served
well 1 n a padciisch fupo awhiegra nrkewrends
Others referred to it as the TV set and the question asked when peering
through the Bendix with green seawaterbublgi i n ci rcl es
on TV?0 A jacky -Adply.wouljdseéchoc

Bel ow the sc-bhttdbettwas maddr apgr e
flashed up intheirskh ags al ong the shipds s
brightwork aml to shine the fittings was easy for their many years of
frequent attention. Dirty scuttles meant a scaley ship and if a person stood
on the jetty and sighted the scuttle ring below the wriggle as grubby,

nGod knows . . . what Oldbethé quésiok.e i n
Somebody got drafted off a month later and now my slinging spot had

graduated to fore and aft, but

environment, Athe gods. o0 | was st

the mickrack, guaranteed ntu slide off or roll out with the pitching and
rolling of the North Atlantic. Seniority was starting to accrue in only
thirty days for as quick as | was off the tanktops, another bmandode

was on them. | was anxious to see how the new occupant wewldoe

his fAwel come aboard, 0 so that | ¢
being graced by my messmates . . .if that were really the case. This
sl eeping on the deck wasnod6t too b
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five-gallon milk cans, but therevere severe disadvantages when you
werenot slung where a hammock i s
without restraint of a mick a r i's very difficul
seamanlike and stowed taut. Above all though, was the unpleasantness
of a manl mick. . .the ultimate of scale. The ugliness of arstained

and foot scuffed canvas that was lashed slack like an egg roll was just not
acceptable. To avoid that, meant that your life had to be well organized.
Keeping it clean was getting down on yduands and knees on the
terrazzo tiled deck of the tiny s
outofitwithascrubr ush anthaopddéssdodget th
space in the washplace meant looking ahead at your watchbill and
planning for yourturn carefully. We might be on water rationing, then
getting it dried out where it wo
twice a day while making up your other hammock with your only set of
clews were the obstacles to overcome. Times would get intedrupte

t hough wh e nfii Shhiepyddsd cpoi rppea: nbye d dustn g . ¢
made up the day before and gleaming white, now you had to take it all
adrift and hump it to the uppers to lash it to the guardrails for the
forenoon. Enter the smudge marks. The hgors spent doing all that,
turning to on day work, and standing watches in the boiler room one in
three didndét give you any ti me t
could. Sleep was out of the quest
in the dayime and seniority had its perks for power naps on the settees.
As part of trades training, this is why all stokers learnt how to sleep
standing up, by leaning against a twelfaot boiler room ladder.

Flash-Up from cold

To go into a shutdown boiler room for the first time was nothing like
|l had ever envisioned. Fhta twcahse dco | ¢
plates below were well worn and covered with films of rust. After the
boiler was flashed, these impressions geahdramatically. My first
flashup was one 106l never forget.

The ERA of the boiler room was P1ER Dennis Francis who later went
on to take a c¢ommi8®rie wawenrt dowintdi b r
No. 3, he went into great detail in showing me how and wiaypened
the watertight fan flaps on the
furnace once we got it flashed. Down on the platform, | was handed the
ARBuck Rogers gear,o0 a brilliant
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namesake tribal chief stoker someays beforehand. This jung
apparatus was a sfeot-long U-tube comprised of a shoff valve, an

air connection, and at the end of a tortuoushdped oil path, a sprayer
tip. Quickly I learned that in order to raise steam from cold, you had to
get asupply of saturated steam to run a reciprocating fuel oil pump as
well as heat the oil to flash point. Bunker C was thicker than coal when
cold and the RCN had gotten modern by selling all its coal shovels to the
local armynavy surplus store.

A fire regider was temporarily removed from the boiler front in order
to project the gear into the furnace. We enshrouded ttub& with oit
soaked cotton waste through which the viscous gunk would flow from a
motordriven WeeMac pump. Then we would ignite it witn wooden
match and insert the double length mass of smoking flame into the
furnace. What would we have done
matchsticks to compliment the spaage technology of Chief Stoker,
ABuck Rogerso?

Flashing a boiler required foaed air. Bleeding air from the torpedo
tube air supply was controversial for two reasons. Making it, meant that
it came from a steardriven compressor. Using it was at the pleasure of
the TAS rates who usually said AN
at the whim of the seamen, we elected to use a bulky and heavy portable
DB fan to supply forced air. After an hour of successfully keeping the
fuel lit at the nozzle tip, tiny wisps of steam started to emit from a drain
in the bilge. Soon it was time to hga fire from a fitted register, remove
the gear, then box the boiler back up. Once a good fire got rolling in the
furnace, steam pressure would begin to climb, sufficient to flash a turbo
fan. It was at that time that the boiler room filled with thidlack smoke
and unless you knew who was in the space, knowing where they were
became impossible. PO Francis hollered through the invisibility,
ABrown! Did you open the fan fl ap
answered remembering to do as he toldThen he began to ask another
guestion, but never got It finis
Then the question turned into an ordelGet your ar se up
that fukkind funnel cover offl!lo

That reminded me for the rest of my career thatevn y ou ér e
showing somebody what to do, always remember to never get so
engrossed that youdbre going to fo
only order the funnel cover dnoff,
a fire under the boiler. Wat helped me to remember that so well was
climbing up that funnel in the darkness of the early morning and

62



disconnecting the lashings of the canvas cover with black smoke and heat
blasting into my face. | felt bad for PO Francis for he was a good man
who was too smart to miss that one, but he had to live with the shit
chuckindé and embarrassment from t
And about the reliability of machinery? Thirtyx years later, the same
Wee Mac pump fromMicmac still served the Queeat sea in the
submarineDkanagan but about that anon.

Which one did it???

So before we leave the regulated art of flash up from cold, there was
a |ittle cheatindéd goindé on. ACat I
aboardCayugawhich more oftentan not was al ongsi
would tel you that there was a

I
out the fukkind register . . . SO
di esel fuel , set a match to thet an
register back in. Thatoll bring h

it did, but by the time a turbfan was cut in, there was sometimes-tell

tale evidence of such a misdemeanour. We were alon@xgega
preparing to sail until the skippeZdrStuart, arrived otMi ¢ nsaoped
bridge to find himself standing w

Heavends name is all this?0 he wo
to the E. O. down in the engine® ro
theE.O. would muse. Question now was . . . which ship sitting in a nest
of four or five all flashind up?

Down on the boiler front

APunching firesdo on a boiler fr
especially when there were frequent turbine engine movements er high
speed runs. At the order of the boiler room ERA, each of the boiler
registers was pressed into great demand. Greaamie on the stoker that
is. In almost one fluid motion you would rapidly open or isolate the fuel
supply, pull out, or push in the air flaps of a boiler register in regulating
the demand for steam fl ow for f
movements. Equallymportant was the trademark of a skilled fire
puncher. Only a mere puff of smoke through the charvge of registers,
but never to create a continuous flow of belching black smoke from the
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funnels up top unless througin t h
laying a smokescreen. At the direct pleasure or the disdain of the ERA,
all eyes from the bridge and surrounding ships were upon you. Do it
proficiently? You were some kind of a popular supeman. Make
positiongiving smoke? Shed the upper decks a&hd people or
hammocks on it with soot? You were a complete disgrace, an indignity
to branch pride and stood a strong chance of beingusdered to a
Aiscribe. o0 Oh yeah, the shame!

dMicmac. . .onethird cruiser

Unless you were irMicmac, other Tribal stokers never had the
mi sfortune of punching fires on a
two Admiralty threedrum types that had eight registers with stationary
sprayers as fitted iMicmag (and all Tribals) this nineyed monster had
barrd oi |l sprayers projecting fAinto
to reduce clinker buildip in the fire registers while being more efficient
and increasing the steam flow rate. At the expense of far less elinker
knockind, t her e ebaasbedile scpecam of the boiler p a
turbof ans audi bly increased by anot
could pul sat e, the ambient press
pressure on eardrums and punching fires at full power or going alongside
required the need for two stokers. To stand four hours down there meant
dead ears, frozen feet, and sore arms and elbows that went away when it
was time to go down on watch again . . .or hours after you finally got
ashore.

Pass the slide . . .and asbestos

There was always time to draw at least a little comfort and some fine
cuisine when steaming No. 3. We used to keep a 100lb. sack of spuds up
on the fan plenums near the top of the boiler. By carefully rearranging
small sections of lagging and nesting a dogpuds or so on a boiler
mounting, adding some slide and
6cooked in the jacketd murphies t
you blew the asbestos dust off. Today in modern times after nearly five
decades, it stilbuzzles me about the dangers inherent in asbestos lagging
thatdos been removed from ships ali
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we nestled in amongst the warmth and comfort of it to have an occasional
zuzz now and again, was a comfort from the freezrafgsildown on the
boiler room deck plates. It all proved that as long as you breathed, ate,
handled or even painted asbestos . . . the reality from lower deck clankies
was that for the meantime, it made us all immune.

Watch keeping is relative to

When | went on to stand engine room watches, you soon learnt the
different characteristics of the type of watch you had. It was directly
related to the personalities of t
was a rarity as a Chief Stoker, he had an engdom ticket . . . that we
thought he had won in a raffle. He was the sort that ran a tight space and
spent the entire watch continuously checking oil levels on all the
machinery. Although he was quiet, he was always suspicious and we
could never gauge $ithinking. He worried . . .that caused the chief tiff'
to worry . . .whichmadeusworty . . so we <cal.loed

Chief fACarl 06 Rogers |l oved to eat
top and around the ship getting chickens, pork, s@mkpnions for his
nosh up. Between 6trappind the re
the machinery, we were also masters at building-fjigyed appliances.

We would run a turbo drain through a makeshift cauldron which,
produced a s hafwayfthoough a fodnaur watch.
Playing gopher, cook, steward, and even legitimising as a stoker for four
hours sure knackered you. Standing watches with Carl kept us slim
because of two reasons: We did al
food.

P1LER AGeorgeo Crawley was a pac:¢
spend the entire watch of four hours walking back and forth across the
boiler front, only pausing for a moment away from the draft of the turbo
fans to light yet another fag, which constaritung from his lips. His
pacing to and fro explained why the crésgch pattern on the deck plates
was so well worn away, and because the deck plates were never well
secured, theydd rumble and cl ank
George, likeall other ERA s in charge of the space, took great pride in
his independence in that once you got down in the pit, there was no relief
in sight for the next four hours. Even to summon for help when nature
called, showed a weakness not only in professiemalbut not having
yourself organized.
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On the boiler front was a thraech diameter sight tube that penetrated
into the furnace providi ngburaimg uni
efficiencyd therein. | f t h ecuem was
persisted at the tube opening as a result of combined compartment
pressure and demand for air for ignition. George, on this night, was
rumbling heavily back and forth as usual, but at a rquobkened pace
we noticed. The noise in the boiler room velesafening as always and
there was never any verbal explanation as to why he paced now so
quickly. He suddenly stopped in his tracks, lit another fag, then pulled
down his trousers and nicks. In a sweeping motion he grasped for a
handful of cotton waste dnpositioned it under his stern sheet. With a
wince and a grimace or two, he then swung the laden cargo to the tube
opening . . .and away she went like a bullet. Then a second piece of waste
was brought into action to look after the clagnnecessities. Way then
she went too . . .up nicks. . .up trollies. . .left, right, left, right, about turn,

t hump, bang, clatter as he gl ared
smoke mirror, the boiler pressure gauge, and then the steam drum water
gaugeglasseshigh above. . .while lighting up yet another cigarette as
though nothing out of the ordinary had occurred.

Petty Officer 1st CIl-R\sERAdnE&Eformar e 0
fleetboxer. He was a humourous type, very cocky when he had the
watch, and tookgreat interest in training young stokers. He was a
traditional artisan who liked shiny bright work and wailed machinery,
and had a protectiveness about him that kept anybody who didn't belong
to the engine room branch at bay. His retaliatory sharpresexhibited
many times and assured us that if you were going to cast criticism of the

Awor ki ngs bel ow, 0 as an oow, y O
accusations.

The forward funnel in Tribals we
toemitgassesandasac | uded, t he st egkiegr s 0
smoke if you hadnét got your o&6fir

wasoilf i red and because of the gall
routed so that it spiralled externally around the forwareshélifrom the

galley to exit at the same height as the boiler gasses. Normally at sea and
in a cruising state, we would economically reduce to one boiler. In
Micmag it was customary to do so with No. 3, whose single furnace
gasses emitted from the aftemdamuch smaller funnel. Hence, no boilers
were ontheline that would cause smoke to come from the forward
funnel. We were barrelling along at 146 revolutions when above the whir
of the turbines, the sireike sound powered telephone from the bridge
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camet o | i f e. 0Dudsdé picked wup the
sound booth with &nygemye Irouwdd-arCdi
wat c@ntle other end was a softer, yet authoritive tone from the
officer of the watch who declared,Ch i e f re making thiicku a
black smoke from the forward funnel! Stop making smoke at once .
..Theycanseeusformilesb o whi ch O6Duds & Wedunt
yab betta phone the bleedind gall
room! o

A mother 6s??l d remedy

1961 was at a time when tea bags in the RCN were considered a luxury
and we were stildl wettind the en
fistful right out of the aluminum teeaddy straight into a boiling pot,
made for a damndédedd fWhiel &€ upn oDu dig @
enginer o o m, I wa s -Qgederapopail sumd and darelesslyo
got a severe burn from a steam galige. It was a good six inches long
and on the inside of my forearm. It smarted and | anticipated a large
blistertoson appear as it swelled and
hotplate, muckled on to the té@nny and dumped the contents into the
bilge while funnelling the wet tea leaves into a wad of cotton waste.

AfHere yb6bare Buster! o, hr ¢en miruteslor A S
so. Thatoéll sort it out.o By the
blister, no pain. Just a mere pink mark where the gingehad made

contact. On Dudsd6 watch, nofoandy w

to go to sickbay unles you could skilfully convince him you were

seconds away fr onatctraocakk.i nlon fhriosm aa|

opinion, something to do with tannic acid in tea was the-allifer minor

burns. It worked, and in years to follow when | was to behisrge of

buff stokers, tea bags eventually arrived in machinery spaces making

burn repairs that much easier. A

with the name fiBuster," which has
Never to be forgotten was P2 Bill Boudreau .Mtes a typical gingery

blond maritimer from Stellarton N.S. and his wit and simple presence

made it a pleasure to go on watch. Bill was a throttle watch keeper and

his knowhow and experience in the branch made you feel happy and

proud to be a part of itnla few short years in 1969, Bill was the

propulsion chief aboard&ootenayand was killed as a result of her
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historical and infamous gearbox explosion. Anybody who had anything
to do with him felt a great sadness and a huge loss to our profession.
Inspiraton was the key to success in the navy and a lot of it came from
a certain individual whose opinion and personal example would guide
me for many years to come too. Following up on the advice of the
recruiting officer atChippawa | had made that requestrfdhe
apprenticeship plan and took a correspondence course to complete my
school qualifications. | did so and by the time | finished, | was
disappointed in finding that all applicants were to be 16 to 18 years of
age, even if you were already in the RCMWals now 19 and . . .too old??
A stoker PO by the name of George Faithfull was in charge of a boiler
watch and very popular among the killicks and below because of his
youth and status. George was cheerful, intelligent, and very easy to get
along with andvhen he learnt of my disappointment, he said something
t hat drove me for a |l ong time to
keep workind hard as a stoker and
When looking at George, | could now believe it. \Mas living proof as
a hardworking, onebadged P2 stoker who had only been in the RCN a
short time and in a very few years, became a CPO1 and would be the
commissioning Chief ERA of a new gas turbine destroyer.

An Upper Deck Stoker

There was variation in jobs aboard. After two years, the Chief Stoker
thought that maybe | should have that@htange to Upper Deck Stoker.
| accepted the switch very eagerly. As such, there were a lot of perks to
it. It was a special duty job whichmea t hat you di dnot
sea and alt ho-nighti nyow vwerye ni alhlt ,
your duties needederrbrr ee j udgement . Youdd b
assigned bilges were dry, that your domestic and feed water tanks had
sufficient supplies available and most importantly, that fuel tank dips
were not only done regularly . . .but that they were accurate and agreed
with | og book fAengine turnso -and
boy at sea and alongside where demands weikasintluding hooking
up steam lines, air hoses, fresh water supplies and fire main availability.
The mark of the Upper Deck Stoker
wr e n c h e-mixed with @ flashlight and wheel spanner that must
dangle from pockis and belts around your waist. So much so that as you
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sped about the ship in a usual busy day, your symbols would emit tunes
like Jimmy Crack Corn, Rock Around the Clock, or Jingle Bells.

Made in U.S.A.?

During a trip on an Eastlaakercise, we went alongside in Norfolk,Va
outboard ofAlgonquin We hooked up to fuel and unlike other fuelings,
the pressure at which it was coming aboard was quite high. Without the
details as to how the event occurred (except that it happened after tot
ti me), the delivery hose devel ope
deckd and the brow position of th
closed up at the brow greeting visiting USN dignitaries. As the hose split,
bunker C sprayed the whole areayeringA | g o nsgmuchrhigher
shipbés side, and our own brow are
direction as the three positioned fuelling valves at the tank top position
in the lower flats were simultaneously shut in error. When it was realized
what had happened from down below, the valves were swung open wide
with the accompanying shaken dem
fukkindéd word about this to anybod
exchanged nervous looks. It was time for someerdion. As several
people turned to with sujee, brushes, and fire hoses, thé sem c am
aboard with these nefangled absorbent pads that were released into the
harbour between the two ships. Nobody looked too pleased about this
mystery. As the rupturedose was slowly dragged acra@sigonquin |
wrote some | etters on it with a p
know i f that helped the two P. O. &

Pumpind bilges with the V

The very popular and manipulative, P1ER Bill (Dan) Backewicld use
to like to talk a lot and we thought he was destined to be a politician. |
canodot recalll i f machinery noise o
of H3 category in my starboard ear. He did go politician later in life in a
local Dartmouthian capacity, éh ended up as the machine shop
superintendent in the Dockyard . . . talking to the lathes, the milling
machines, and sometimes even the machinists that operated them. We
were always in search of names that referred to personalities or in P.O.
B a ¢ k e wase, physical features. Because of his girth, we called him
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ADanny Drydocko and h ewatehanthe engisep e n
room seated on a spare gear locker in front of the main engine console.

As upperdeck stoker, one of my daily tasks wassw@e machinery
space bilges were fAcl ear-lmepumpngd 0
and flooding system imMicmac was mysteriously inefficient, so the
outside machinery chief devised a portable venturi suction system that
could penetrate thoroughlytm all bilges to clear them. This network
consisted of a pressurized seawater hose connected to a 25 ft. long, 4 inch
diameter suction hose via a venturi device that would discharge both sea
and bilge water over the side. On the suction end, a weightydeubul
brass strum, or rosebox strainer was fitted to keep the welding rods,
cancelled request forms, dockyard maties' sandwiches, and other bilge
remnants from entering the venturi. It was very cumbersome and had to
be unfurled from its stowage around thedaf the forward funnel and
dragged about the iretheck to each of the spaces to be pumped out.

At the top of the two athwartships engine room hatches on the iron
deck, was a canopy claimed by t h,
Bridge. o Ahthdéwghtme torpedo tub
torpedo runs and the Engineer Officer to bear witness at Special Sea
Dutymen, it was a nice warm sheltered spot for stokers to sit, tell dits,
and talk about the run ashore last night. Just abaft and thederbes at
deck |l evel were the engine room 0
the watertight covers were removed to let the soaring heat escape. They
also provided for an excellent bombsight in lowering the venturi suction
hose into the engine roobelow.

One hot day, | was dragging the monster forward, after just doing the
gland space bilges when | hollered below to Danny Drydock sitting on
his spare gear box asusuall 6 m up top P. O. ! DO
pumped Wihaut?aoking up and expdng the hose to enter
through one of the hatches and down the ladder, he refpliéce a h ! o k
Buster! S| i 8cel did.e rand@aolwenit edter the skylight
directly above the sitting, cacklirepvay Danny Drydock, | lost grip of
an acceleratingily suction hose. The only head protection he had was
the thin oitstained white cover of his steaming cap whewh o mp ! 0
the rosebox landed directly onto his bonce at the rate of about 20 m.p.h.
As he was in the transmitting mode to his throttle watapke he also
nearly bit the end of his tongue off. Blood poured out of his mouth, he
stood up in a daze and almost fell over from unconsciousness while
hollering,i Br own ! You fukkindé a-ofdbikhol e.
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You ... donikSeoyr.r,yYokPu.Q.... .geeezb6, am
all I could say or do.

The Biggest Branch of The Navy

There were other members of the naval family that really enjoyed
going to sea and especially thrivedMitmac:the settee dwellers earlier
referred to, Cockrodmes at large! Bombay runners, snarlers, three
badger s, and yes, the little one
Thousands of them! Some bore varying hues of paint from tot time cockie
races. And as often as the ships would fumigate, R.C.N.H., (tpéddps
N.R.E. (research establishment), and the department of health were
constantly trying to determine what ingredient in the fumigating
chemical was attracting t he cri
aluminum stand up lockers too much except for adothe bottoms.
Maybe they didndét | i ke the height
were all over the messes and the
they go big bundles on those wooden settees . . .the motel. Especially the
stokers@genmrs,altwe nBombay runners.
boot locker was stowed with everything except boots, for fear of oiling
your folded o6whitesé. Every ti me
the guy sleeping on it, open the flip top lid and there,dwmz e n o f
would scurry looking for cover on the underside of the wooden locker
coaming. Action? Out Zippo . . .strike a flame and run it round the
under si des. Snap, crackl e, 6n po
upon which lay the pyrdeceasedConvey hearse with dead cargo to
nearest gash bucket. Remove the cover, shake flagrantly into gash bucket
(do so in forenoons and just prior to evening rounds as gash has now been
ditched) and return unloaded hearse to stowage. Shut lid. Do not return
to settee locker for further execution for at least five minutes. Inform
sleeping stoker of your intentions.

The cockies ran rampant because food was everywhere. Broadside
messing dictated that as well as having a second galley aft for the
wardroomaswella t he ski pperés pantry, t
galley was the most popular restaurant in the ship. Here is where | met a
good friend named LSCK John Madi s
opposed to a Shipds Cook agnatiordof b e c
his gastronomic fare, he was relegated to Baker (Duff Cook), a heralded
and esteemed appointment in the ¢
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Christmas when John baked fruit cakes . . . at a price of course. They
were so enhanced with bragnd and pusser 6s rum t

youbdbd be burblind for a week. Jol
ever wanted to drag him up to the
the queenbs property, hedd have
phacing his hand on the bible in
a cookbook.

This isnét to say that John was

fare and ingredients he worked with the big and tinadge senior
cockies hung osaid thahwar wad an land éwice adday e
he would run masking tape around the bakery bulkheads at counter level
and fold the top half, sticky side out. He would dot the tape with morsels
of dried fruit and cake sprinkles and in five minutes, would tearheff t
tape, run it out onto the fodcdsl
the side. This took two hands, and there was such a howling gang on the
run of tape one day that the 11 fe

AHockey ni ghnigbtalongssde day no

Leading Stoker H.O. AWI Il Il yo Wil
our killick of the mess. What he said, went. He was a theslger as
well, and was seen as God himself. He had joined the RCN in the late
forties, sailed iMQuebec servedm Iroquoisduring the Korean war, and
| at er commi s s Baguemaglo us lodes, ltedad done itall
and we were always anxious to ste
paid his dues and was s ewatthkeeger o n
who could hammer out two tons of
water tender and as a killick in those days, that ability was something that
made him stand out amongst the other killicks for normally, such watches
wer e st oodathtgleaBt2He Mds Ous link to the chief stoker,
the chief tiff, and the gingerbeer, LCDR John Mclinnis. Any time there
was something to be done, Willy was summoned by either of the two
chiefs. What a divisional system! Willy was a single man and loved it
He always talked about his mother and of course, the Montreal
Canadiens. His idols were Beliveau, Dickie Moore, and Bill Durnan and
if Willy got to have a tot or two or got into some homemade gear room
brew, it was hockey night in the after lower. Witlydered it. Out corn
br ooms, and a mangled veggiectkion
became a backstop and Willy was the goalie complete with shin pads
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made from Crowsnest magazines, Wi
part of t he sthuaiaptialy playedook ieeytheteavasmo t
better hockey challenge than stopping shots in the mess . . . and boy we
sure got Oem passed him. Whatever
within the rules. Boiler suits, palstme ar ed No. 56 s, N
skvvy shirt and dungs6é, or even ju
the washplace after a blowdown and descale. Such excitement as hockey
night in the after lower often prempted the function of getting dressed

to play. After a few good checks, or sordp lunging at you as you
sped down the starboard si d-starwit
goalie Willy. Your towel was now gone and there you were, without even

a jockstrap, but in glory over g
ricochets off inheent shins. Those cans hurt more than hatch coamings
and gave you O6cruiser shins.

Slack hammocks and big eats

A few months went by when finally, news came that we as a mess
were going to merge with the electrician’'s mates and this new found trade
called Hull Mechanics. We were to take up residence leaving the very
confined port wing mess to the
l ower 6. Luxurious, for no | onger
fuel tanks, but of the forty slinging spots, everybadyuld sling in the
air and webdd ba nlcihvinmag aazhb ;mwee o0t He v
to have my sky bag slung somewhere in the middle of the starboard side
forward quarter numbered 15 mess. Perks were starting. | now had a
chance to -=gtskodmgnaande kei | |l ow t ha
ashore made for me. Sleep became an enjoyable thing again, so much sa
that alertness in the short hours after a middle watch was never a factor

when the | ights went on in the mg
to come down the stokersd mess

mor ni ng, 6Bufferdé6 appeared. He d«
Wil liams! Dondét you get t-Wakeyés me
piped? & We | | buffer . . 0 r degpdndserd Wi

what 6s for breakfast. o Another ti
(wotta namel!l) had been down t wi Cc¢
head off to get wus all turned ou
this horrible rattle and wasahded a piece of rope to hold onto. It was

the standing end of my stern sheet where the half hitch had been undone
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presented to me by AGunso with co
with the contents of my hammock all over the deck.

But t he pealkperkswet and to émphasize, | was still a
U.A, which meant that whenever alongside in a foreign port, leave for

me was up at 0100. That wasnot s
something good ashore, because when you got back on board, you could
ding your Omick and climb in at
near empty mess. The bulk of the hands were still ashore enjoying

t hemsel ves, but when theyod all
from two until five in the morning, the hunger pangsuld start. About

the ship theydédd meander | ooking f

galley. Then some spuds, maybe a carrot or an onion or two, and
commence to practice their gour me
and squeako i hphatenbhaotnwhbei hah
Again, youdd never say a word, foc
up or even offer you a boiled onion on the end of a fork with half a can
of warm beer. The party would get noisier and the remarks would start.
On went the S.R.E., or maybe a broom ball game would start. Then
suddenly in protest to the din of
food scraps, and beer cans down t
top. With a ACI unk! taelashckntentsfiom or
a steel gash bucket, a very loud accompanying statement in a very
irritable tone requested, AW I | vy

My first tot

Through the course of three centuries, many customs, traditions, and
regulations trarcended from the Royal Navy into the commonwealth
ones as the British Empire expanded and gained in supremacy. As those
navies developed in their Victorian and Edwardian youthfulness,
assimilated also was the custom of the daily rum ration. Rum, beer,
wine,and brandy in the British navy came from a need to combat scurvy
during |l ong voyages at sea and dze
price to pay for its then medicinal purpose, meant that sailors of yore
became rowdy and quarrelsome. Like many captainslM Ships,
Admiral Lord Nelson inVictory handed out much corporal punishment
to his crew for drunkenness. Had he known that in a short time to come
however, the navybds demon bubbly
all. Upon his gallant death at Tragak, his body was returned to
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England aboard HM®icklei n a casket of rum tc
his remains. We will pause here for a moment and relate something
unique about my family tree. According to my mother, she had often
reminded me of one of ¢hreasons why | probably joined the navy is

that Lord Nelson was a distant relation . . . and the sea was in my blood.
There are oft times however, that | wish not to lay to such claim because
although the Admiral loved both King and country, he is equapvted

as having been a | over of his me
that worries me.

Meanwhile in 1831, rum finally became the sole choice of the
Admiralty and its pussers. 't beec
wine, and brandy as the Royal Na v
insubordination persisted and the grograttired Admiral Vernon, in
attempts to calm down his drunken sailors, dallied with dilution. This
wateredd own concoction became known ;
well as men below twenty years of age were excluded from the ration.
Still, scurvy had the pential to loom large and for those no longer
entitled, another but nemtoxicating means of immunity from becoming
scorbutic had to be considered. Lime juice was introduced. By the
twentieth century the need for rum gradually transformed into a custom.
Healthful food and water preservation had improved in both quality and
guantity at sea, and scurvy became extinct. When the Royal Canadian
Navy came into being in 1910, it
remained until its demise on the last dayhef fiscal year in 1971.

When | was nineteen years old, we were at sea off Bermadoo and
ASplice the Main Brace. o0 had beer
1960, and it had something to do with Prince Charles. Being UA, |
coul dnot dr aow,z ebrust, Iwiakse eRmN int | ed |
concoction was made from cordial or powder and | assumed it would be
present at the tot table. | wanted to be part of this very royal occasion
whet her it was rum | woul dncdstomget
and tradition. | stood in the tot line with all the guys with a mug feeling
part of it all, and they thinking it must have been my twentieth birthday.
When it came my turn in declaring my name and mess number, CPO1
Bungy the coxswain, therumaffier and O6Ji mmy Bung:
|l ooked up at me in disbelief. The
areyoudoinghefed r epl i ed, ARCame to get
each looked at one another and everybody in the line started to roll up. A
tub of Al i mersd hadnbét been prepeé
old days, but nobody in the MfAmod
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looking for a sour and bitter tot of what used to be a youthful treat aboard
ship nearly eighty years earlier. Tave congestion, time, and trying to
find some cordial, the three of them had a quick huddle and in seconds,
made a decision. | was issued with my first tot. As | began to head aft
with the | ads to scupper my O6spl
whenhe sai d, ABr own! Youdre up to
hiding his smirk, and | had yet to overcome my surprise, disbelief and
delight!

Splice the Main Brace. . . a bit of history

As did all others, great sailing ships of the Royal Navy weregiexp
by the wind in their sails. They
with fibraceso that ran from the &€
Aboard a firstrate maro-war, it goes then that the main brace was the
largest and heaviest of all thigging. Having a 2dnch diameter and
having to splice it, was one of the most difficult tasks on board. When from
shot engaged in battle, damage to the braces made the ship difficult tc
proceed. For those gallant seamen who, under such arduous candition
did Asplice the main braceodo were
became custom to do so prior to battle, after victory, and in recognition of
a job well done.

Today in celebration by Royalty to the entire fleet including the

Canadian Navy, o vy rewarding a shipods
ASplicers, 0 such a ship at sea w
signal, ASplice the Main Brace!o
8. And of great interest to the occupants oftgeag wardroors, unlike
the daily rum issue once assighne
includes issue to the shipbds off

mess Sir 0

AThe Dhobey Businesso

Well into the following year, some killicks had changed arounitlyW
had left to go up on a TG 3 course along with two other staunch killicks
named Frank Coady and Bill Orgar. Reliefs arrived with tivagged
Eric Harmon to replace our Willy as Killick of the mess. A budding stoker
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by the name of Bob Laurie, and thery well know individual known as
ithe Ol d Dog, 0 Charlie Ward al so

AThe Dog, 0 in years 4dsatbad) ngolild
in the f oundrCgpe SatpaidEfMté scad. Hewas a
typical matelot who took everything in ste and coasted along with a
mettle that every matelot should have. His constant, kidding smile was
emphasized with an etingled tooth and every time you might think his
ire was raised, -lytmonetans woice that simiply h
saidtoeverypdy, fAJust | eave it tlodhe he
AnOl ed Dogd wasnbét prepared to sit
had the inclination to enterprise, there was money to be made if you did
it right by offering a good service without ovexerting yourself and
saving some energy for the navy as well.

Like any good killick stoker with initiative, he needed a gopher, so he
came to me with a wethoughtout pl an. fABr owni e!
at cleanind hammocks? WikedatChania k e
and was delighted that he would put faith in me (as a gopher) and asked,
AnSur e! What do | have to do Char
were to draw out a whoopatzed, galvanized gash bucket from
dockyard stores and hump it down to.&boiler room. There we would

make a Osujeed of soft soap, t ee
dhobey dust beefed up @Bdbbdhbal geac
and a handf ul of fAOakite.o After
copperdrainilne from the recipb auxilia
the inside of the bucket of suj ece

the saturated steam range, enough so that the drain coil would get the
bucket of sujee up t o otteftmpnescaey ur e
hammocks! 0o for about ten minutes.

AwWel | |, t hat sounds simple enouc
scrubbinéd éem on your hands and Kk
to get the sujee out?0 nNEawmdad he
fuel line to the boiler with coat hangers, hook up a garden hose from the
fresh water main, rinse em off, and voila . . . clean hammocks . . .fifty
centseachd asked, n Wel | wh at about t
gonna say?0 Chwiththat glear ip liskegednda traftyn e
grin and said, ADondt worry abour
down there!d The stokers knew t ha
No.1 boiler room, it posed a fire risk. We seldom used that boiler and
there was no need for anybody to go down there . . . especially the Chief
ERA doing his rounds.
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So anytime we were at sea, the hammock business became a modest
enterprise with a clientele of
Aarranged it ,anthe samd viatwh andwe could waek
together on the ofivatch hours. My main duties were rinsing, pigk
and delivery, and turning over the money to the manager at the rate of
two dozenskshags a day. The Ol ed Dog
dhobeyhouse canoepaddling the micks about in this bubbling,
festering, and revolting blob like a round shoulderedhsing witch
without any drawers on.

Then one night, we had just come off the last dog watch and the movie
was flashed in the after upper, with everybody engrossed and the
gangways clear. What a grand time to put in a good three hours and look
forward -niog hatn ifina.ldl T hlmuri@usherdmmb@ g
more hummy micks into the red hot, bubbling sujee, then passing them
out to me for rinsing. Suddenly, rays of light started to shoot all over the
space. We looked up at the catwalk above and there, was a blinding
flashlight and a thundierg voice that bellowedi Wot t haé f uc|
on down Fdrthe fesPtione in naval engineering history, it was
Chief Lindsay doing rounds of No.1. We wondered at his presence. The
slow buildup of heat from the steam drain as well as the sujeesbuck
and its aroma had worked its way through the boiler room hatch and out
into the flat above. The Chief had felt this waft of warmth and smelled
the hum as he passed by above and became curious and went below.
When he came to realize that we were unecocaliy tapping pressure
from the saturated steam range and liberally flailing domestic water all
over the space, that didit.Ri g hetsadidi Shut thi s bast

: . right fukkind now . . .and I

gunkinthegash bdhketOl®6 Dog | ooked a
continuing grin and gravell ed, A
bilge. o0 The chief | ooked at me st
ANo yabd wonot . Tomorrow mohingi

n
humped outta here and dumped ov
best start thinki n&hadid staed o fookyoa 6
some answer s. AiWe both got the f
AThat 6s fine. Then arooneyoucgnaifhit ur n
durind the fliorst dog at 1600

Well the jig was up and we estimated that this bucket of gunk must
have come in at around three hundred pounds and the distance to the
escape hatch at the top of the boiler room had to be near gty
vertical ladders. What were we to do? The next day at 1600, Chief
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Lindsay was there to watch us so that not one drop would go into the
bilge. We had to disconnect guardrails, brackets, andrtady . . .rig a
block and tackle, a corredong, and twdiandy billies, then eventually

get this mass of weight out through the escape hatch. It took almost two

hour s, and as we inched the sl op]
break of the fodcdsle, everybody
werer ol l ed up watchiné two foiled

stuff. We had to then break the guardrail, with more unfamiliarity, in
order to pour the gunk over the side. Finally, after a lot of sweat and cut
fingers, this mass of mucodike slime cane barrelling out of the bucket
in one big blob, and over the side in a resoundingpkarsh. Applause
and hoorays were heard from every direction as Chief Lindsay looked at
us with that legendary smirkandséidNow you t wo can
room backt oget her and return geaBy
1930, we had done so, missed our supper, and looked at being back down
on watch at 2000 for the Firsto.
month and reverted to our hands and knees again, scbubbmi ¢ ks w
the rest of the crew who otherwise agreed that it was fifty cents well
spent.

Chief Lindsay on the other hand, was a very fair man in making us

realize that dondt ever take adve
skirting his responsilities. He had done all this with a bit of a smile in
his eyes in knowing that as craft

over his eyes! He was a grand old soul who never interfered with the
mainstream of the branch. He left that to the ERAs andf Giaker
McGinn. He had only just come aboard and was a likeable sort. He had
relieved the outgoing fAiLoftyo Fr e
Chief ERA. There was a hairy sto
some attention.

AWhen yaod s.nyoaodz e o.ose! 0

Lofty had very little chin to speak of so he had a lehgsen decision
to cover this abnormality with a very wddépt beard, one of which he
was most proud of. He spent hours grooming its contours as well as
waxing the curlfeelers of theaccompanying pristine moustache. On an
earlier trip, the ship was in Naples. He had had a skinful and then went
ashore. He decided to go to a ha
after by a traditional Italian barber with an assurance that his-good
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looking facial hair would receive the attention to essentials that only
European barbers provide.

With some difficulty because of a language barrier, the barber began
his wor k, desper at e l-tgsk, bedrdrienmingn g ¢
instructions. After a fewmoments in the chair, Lofty became
overwhelmed with a warm and fuzzy desire to have a kip. In a sleeping
trance, his head slowly drooped to the right and remained that way for
well over an hour. When he awoke, the barber was busy at another chair
and in hs bewilderment, Lofty with a horrible kink in his neck, half
hazedly peered into the huge mirror on the barber shop wall. He was
clkans haven on the |l eft with -maMf.ul I
Canada! 0 said the baishywuuppai OKWO aw

AfiMovie starso

The Hollywood productionThe Great Impostor was made in 1960.
It featured Tony Curtis as Ferdinand Waldo Demara. He, among several
other fraudulent acknowledgements, without any medical qualifications,
posedasthe hi po6s medi cal of ficer, Sur
HMCS Cayugaduring the Korean War. When film crews arrived in
Halifax to shoot the filmCayugawas refitting at Halifax Shipyards
t herefore negating any oppderdeliini t
on the silver screen. HMC&habaskarwas assigned as her photogenic
repl acement. By completing the ta
219 to read 218, and then fishing out and displaying her talleyboards,
crests, and kisbeyringsfroBaywgab s ref it | ayapart
were now complete. One canodot be s
winning an Oscar for authenticity however, because there were many
flaws in the finished product t he
rogue bridge kisbey clearly exhibited H.M.S.S. Cayuga. MGM was
absolutely sure, t hat somehow, f
Canadian segoing possession, but whetherthe folown i ni t i al
became confused with t heHoly8od. "
moguls concluded th&ayugawas clearly a (S)team(S)hip, they were
convinced enough that they avoided the embarrassment of having to ask
stupid questions. All they had to do to hide that was use a-raadg
one fromCayuga Less noticeable, bwgqually ignored for asking for
further technical assistance, was the mild misdemeanour of a backdrop

80



shipbés officer of t h e-RGNi nmestachexy h o
ADi sgtacef ul

HMCS Micmacbecame t he dat seao0 came
setting for the internal shots for the figihgth feature. We were very
surprised ilfMicmag asAthabaskab s physi cal condit
pristine both inside and out, but th@ayugaherself was probdp as
mankey agMlicmac. : . especially in Kore:
occurred. We guessed it took | ess
an eight than it did to wipe out the four and paint a whole new eight. The
other mystery was that nobody ewaw Tony Curtis aboard. Maybe it
was Ferdinand posing as Tony. Oh, the magic of Hollywood!

Lost at sea
As earlier touched upon, OS fAYoo/(
|l ost at sea. Al t hough Yogi was a

sixmonth trick as Chiefsd messman.
clear day, he was on his way aft to ditch the dinner time gash over the
stern through the gasdhute. There was no restriction on ditching gash
then, except under exercise or indeedr-time constraints. We had just
completed a local exercise with other ships in the squadron along with
Bonnieand a few frigates. The revolution counter in the engine room
began to ring hurriedly to increase to maximum revolutions indicating
wewereheadt back to Halifax. Along wi
a Owheevemh@rals indicated by the e
pick up a reciprocal course. Spare gear lockers and toolboxes broke their
lashings and along with tea cups, flashlights, amel spanners . .
.everything slid violently to the starboard side and into the bilges with a
clatter. A fivegallon container of silverene paint then lost its lid and
spewed out across the engine room platform making it slippery under
foot while addingan acrid, eyavatering stink. What a mess! A few
seconds had passed, the ship righted herself, and a sudden decrease i

revolutions were rung down. O6Duds
endfiWota &@¢ hose silly bawstardshtupta
00Oughta be back in navvyd school .
mumble-mumble! o

Then across the engine room he hollefe u st er ! Get up
wot t he bl oo dpclameeted up the staboard Gadder with

paint dripping frommystami né boot s, l eaving
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one | took. When 1 got to the top of the hatch, | soon realized that the
shipbébs company had cleared | ower
everybody was strung out al omg tF
hand?éd. I made eye contact with Jo
AWhat 6s goindé on Greek?06 He gl are
in his eyes and replied: AYogi j oL
have it, Greek and Yogi were the yer b e st of Awi nge
everywhere and did everything together. Of all people to have to ask.

It seemed that Yogi was transiting the after canopy on the starboard
side when the heavy turn prompted
the spent sheltasing cage of the after canopy and then, wash him over
the side. OS O6Mac6é McCormick, a

|l eapt down eight feet from his s
within two feet of graspiongiredlpgi 0
above the revvingé up, starboard
away.

Along with Crescent, Lauzon, Lanarkand Bonnie we would
maintain a search for Yogi until nightfall. Although it was a sunny day,
the sea temperature ranged uard 45 degrees F. and the prevailing
6northerliesé carried a veBomeol d
all ships had lowered sea boats and motor cutters. With all of the anxiety,
we had difficulty getting our whaler away and a couple of thesaig
in. The coxswain of the boat had failed to pass the correct sequence of
orders causing the disengaging g
the boat. Abl e Seaman Bartdéd Wain
after the coxswain without any buoyaneyq ui p me nt and |1
Williams followed Wainwright with a heaving line. Bart had lost his

wal l et that day and inside was a
to take some leave with. After those brisk recoveries, conditions and
emotions further ior eas ed, and Yogi 6s ti me
serious factor. ACurl yo MacGrego

humour to ease the
we oughta put mitts on the oeer bI
was a time soon after wheCrestdia n (
had drawn close to Yogi and threw a heaving line across to him, but
numbed from the cold and in delirium, he never had the sense or ability
to grasp it. He was never seen again. Thesdexks that night were silent

and thesquadronsinos 6 n, Padr e Faraday who
about the messdecks to offer prayer and support. It was comforting of his
presence. We had lost a shipmate.

tensi ons, and
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The price of an empty washplace

One afternoon, dagunning off Osborne Head, | had just come off
watch and the ship was about t o e
in any way, | headed to the mess and got ready to have a shower. When
I got back wup to t heepats flyikgeack and wa ¢
forth from the ops room to the T.S. [Transmitting Station] which was just
across the passage from the washplace. In the T.S. were all the RC rates
being directed by none ot h4&mwnt har
and devout prodit of Whale Island in Portsmouth and Royal Naval
Barracks in Chatham.

The washplace was small but adequate. It had two sinks and a shower
stall and because of its compactness, the single steaem radiator
mounted on t he s hi p 6 scuttls imdde thé e | ¢
compartment warm and surprisingly cosy when you had the whole
place to yourself . . .and no elbows in your ears. | was just filling the
basin to have a scrape when | heard among the litany of gunnery orders,
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something likefi Su r f a et lbears greergninezero. Range . . . five
thousand yards. A and B guns train on the target and fire when
r e a dimmediately, my curiosity took over and as the washplace was
on the starboard side, | decided
how farwe would miss the target. It reminded me of the time when we
fired a Mk. 9**, 21 in. warhead torpedo at an iceberg, and we missed it
by 1,000 yards. The bridge blamed the engine room for having too many
revsd up on the turn. ahlbe esnegieme |
| peered through the opened scuttle in anticipation and as it was a clea
day, visibility was that good that | could see the target in its long tow from
a AnGleno tug. All of a sudden, a
directly ébove. shock and vibration rattled everything around me with bits
of insulating cork and chips of paint cascading down and flying about. As
the scuttle was open, so was the deadlight, loosely secured by its chain bt
two inches above my head.

As deadlightar e constructed so as to i
shut position, they also served ¢
As such, they were fabricated robustly and were very, very heavy. The
vibration shook the chain from the yoke that helddpened deadlight
in a perpendicular position so that it swung down in all of its force right
on top of my head. In the process, not only did | experience this horrible
Acrack on the bonce, 0 but because
been, Imanagedt o bi te it as wel |l . I t hc
skylark! o, and after rubbing my c
in the back of my throat, | decided to keep my station as a stoker and not
be attracted to guns, chordite, and sevemglysedta g et s . nSer
right, Brown!o | said in a muffle

| returned to my shave at the sink and seconds later, another salvo was
fired. More cork, more paint, and this time the shaving mirror light bulb
shattered with a puff of smoke and all the isjglis of glass fell into the
shaving water just as | was bringing my brush out of the glass splintered
water and up to my oOmoosho. Then
holl erind over the tannoys, anot |
door came flyng in with the aid of some startled hand who was
innocently passing by. He stomped onto my-flgpped feet with his
steamind boots and at the same t |
hip while the bottom cornertommyf t h
shin. That was the last time | ever went to shock and descale in an empty
washplace during Gun Action.
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l ron deckd éawash as usu.

We had just returned from a trip down south for the Christmas run.
The raging North Atlantic storm of 1959 that almost capsBedn ni e 0
and heavily damage@ligonquin Iroquois, andAtha-beehad also taken
its toll on us. The underway prang wi@ayugaoff Bermadoo in an
attempt at a fAmail o0 jackstay trart
gaggl e of rivets to pop, I n the
messdeck. After shoring up and using hammocks to stop the oggin from
coming in on the roll, we #n headed north to Boston wilnescentand
then Brooklyn Navy Yard for Xmas rabbits at the PX and a run ashore.
In transit from Brooklyn to Halifax, we met up with that same raging
storm that not only smashed a ntamgled, fibreglass whaler in two that
was shipped in its davits, but more seriously caused plate buckling and
further superficial damage to the already weakened freeboard of the
starboard prow. The | ow freeboar
for four days with a welteceived Pipe Down ehaay. Going on watch
to No.2 or No.3 boiler rooms were the lone watchkeeping compartments
anywhere in the ship that were on
other stations were accessed by the raised catwalk that bridged the
forward supetstructue to the upper deck of the after canopy. It took
brave stokers to go out on the av
were wobbling aft with a fAmonkey
water tight door to get into the dock above the boiler roomive Hail
Marybds and a pair of Ourtiméiahopeer s
that some great big green bastard
you back over the side with it. Once you were safe and sound on the
boiler room deck plates in front ofd@Hurnace, it was assuring to know
that you were still aboard because the guy you were relieving happily
acknowl edged your presence. Yo uo -
really there and not lying on the bottom of the Continental Shelf. Once
that was doe, now you would have to battle for the next four hours while
streams of sea water came splaying forth out of the fedcamaght turbo
fan discharges, the boiler room crew all donned in oilskins and/or
weathefackets. So, with all that external damage,went alongside the
N.A.D. gun wharf as plates angfTr ames t hat f or med 1
to be replaced. This now exposed the upper and forward lower messes to
the weather outside and life like it was, we still had to live aboard
regardless of the wiar weather. It would be three days before the messes
were Oboxed up6b6. You have to | et
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and rain, discarded fibreglass insulation,~astd smoke and residue,
and unpainted primezd steel became unwanted additions te th
necessities of slinging a hammock and eating your meals in the same
compartment. | spent most of my -@ffity time in No.1 boiler room
where it was a little quieter as well as some warmth being provided from
the shorded saturated steam range supplying galley and laundry.

Hankodés humiliati on

During that peri od, the shipods
results of enforcement of naval discipline still at its archaic best. A/B
AHankOo Sn-lmadged RP, gotweighed off and escorted to the
ranh up in O0Gagetown. He was sente
the same thing as our gibberiné o
Being an RP and directly involved with navigation, | suppose the reasons
why Hank was asleep might have had sdrimgt to do with why such a
harsh degree of punishment was awarded . . . What an award! What was

chilling, and a grim signal to tl
got weighed off.
We cleared | ower decks to the f

facing aft. Up on B gun deck in front of the mount was the setting for this
occasion for which I,

and everybody else
there, will never
forget. A yellow flag
fluttered from a

- mainmast halyard in

. the cool grey wintery

air, signifying that the
shipbs compa
bearing witness to
punishment. The
dockies were over the

side on stagings or
down on the jetty
workingon t he pl ating. When the shi
attention, they downed their tools and in awe, assumed their rubber
necked positions in the pedrgallery. There was only one thing missing.

I n days of yor e, the thunder of
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signalled the fleet in harbour that punishment was about to be
admini stered. It did not take pl a
Hank wa#siloa® shariing directly ahe
eye contact with any of his shipmates. Also present were the Captain,
First Lieutenant, and Divisional Officer. In arstretched distance and
facing inboard toward Hank, readas
out the charges that he had been
the sentence of ninety days detention . . . then, here it came. Able Seaman
Snowdés cap was handed over and th
cap was replaced upon his headxt a sharp device was produced when
0Swain then went on to remove his
flashes. Then Hank was ordered to disconnect his collar and silk from
their moorings. The coxswain then stripped them from his uniform.
Humiliation! Hank stood there trembling, feeling naked, with the most

di shevelled | ook on a manbés f ace
di sgrace, 0 as interpreted by #AQu
Navy, 0o and exhibited to bmpag.dHe suc
had been raped of insignia, his ship, and . . . his dignity. It was live

testimony to the grim reality of the extremes of the then existing naval
justice system at work. It had but one other thing missing with the
AfRoguebs Saluteo: A muffled drum

AGi mme yer cards! o

Ti me went on and now it was my
You just weren't a hairy bag unless you got run in the shit at least once .
. .with a lot more to follow. Since | had joined the navy, | was doing a
pretty good | ob tle Evey tineysamguys tunning o f
out at oh five dubs, to go out an
cold to scrub out somewhere, or sweep down the uppers unless they were
out of bounds and the wind would assist you, it was enough to gag a
magga and guide you in keepinbd a

Joe Snooks was a good oppo and a fine run ashore. It was a very cold
Saturday night and Joe and | had spent all of the day around the Seagull
and the Morris Lunch café. By 2300, we found ourselves without
transpot back to the ship. With a buck between us, the #11 trolley to
Dartmouth done for the night and no ferries running in the harbour, we
started to walk. We had to battle a north wind and deep snow all the way
up Barrington, across the bridge and down to .N.AWe got back
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onboard just after midnight and headed below to find that in the dimly
lit port side aft corner of the mess were a bunch of the guys sitting around
the table murmuring to each other and partaking in a gear room brew.
The brew was a modesmaunt of homemade beer that was normally
put together by the single watchkeepers who steamed the space at sea
As they were only visited once per day by Chief Lindsay doing his space
rounds, the gear room offered its facilities as a discreet doubling for
smalley brewery house. Joe and |, starboard forward, began to sling our
mi cks and agreed to help get thaw
toast and Pickaninny before turni
before we had arrived in the metse Duty PO, PO2 Wynnyk (Torpedo
Armourer) had been down there and told the boys in the corner to get
turned in. He had also announced we found out later that when he
returned in ten minutes, AAnybody
Down caméNynnyk and said assurediff,, Ri ght you | ot .
in the shit. Gl ooheetedy bunch todhe disnhyoof
the disdainers. He then turned toward Joe and | who were sitting on the
settee with a blanket wr aampdead, 6r

Afand you two as wel |l . . . Gi mme vy
To give up that card meant that
it again. I't was your means of b

ashore along with Astoppage .®dG ¢
Difficult to comprehend but without a station card, there existed feelings
of emptiness, inadequacy, and even loneliness. The time it would take
before the Firstieutenant decided to have defaulters and the numbers
of days of punishment awarded wa all add up to an unknown period
that you became deprived of the world and everything upon it.
Aggression was a temptation. The ship would now evolve into a hateful
prison and daily life became an unsolicited burden of manual labour. We
tried in vain toexplain that we just came off shore and were about to get
turned in . : .but that didnot h
imagined that he thought we were part of the bpeavr t y and he
about to listen to any excuses. We turned in our dardwing that leave
was stopped tomorrow, Sunday, an
sometime at the convenience and pleasure of thelk@stenant. In his
eyes, however, this incident would require immediate attention. How
could | allege of the injustice?

So on Monday we got into No. 20s
mustered for defaulters in the af
backthere?There must have been about fifteen haasl everybody was
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called out individually in alphabetical ordért was t he AJin
... and he was joined by divisional officers and the new coxswain, CPO1
ADustyo Miller, a misplaced G. I

AAbI|l e Seamagoameéthio ashattering demand for my
front and centre presend®.S i rrépled, and taking onpace forward
and turning aft, mar ched to the f
stood there trembling, feeling o
Lieutenant, LCdr Rod Bays, eyed me up and down.

ADef aul t er . the coxsvain brded at the ©@agh hisd
lungs, just in case | was up in the forepeak. Nervously, | removed my cap
and before | even got it down to my side, he began to ramble off the
charges, not one . . .but three. It took you to the toiiedfe Seaman .

..Kidd!Onepace f or ward . . . s ki d! of f
The Jimmy | ooked up at me again
|l 6m very surprised at you. I ne\

involved in something like this. The duty PO clearly requttext when

he returned to the mess on Saturd
turned in.o0 You disobeyed that 0
yoursel f?06 Standing rigidly, my €
gl i mpse of the abfwaiamdwigd aredk aa

Able Seaman Snooks and | just came back aboard that night and . . .we
were slinging our micks and . . .and . . .when the Duty P.O. came down

the | adder and . : : and saido G
The Hrst Lieutenant then conferred with my D.O. and the coxswain for

a quick moment, resumed his position behind the table and sternly

pronounced, il find the accused
Seven days Anumber fivees®od .and.d o
dollarfind 6 You bastard! o | said to mys:s
Aibefaulter . . .On . . .Cap! Righ

: Report to the Coxswainods off
| did so with reluctance, to get mysedcorded and detailed on muster

ti mes. Seven days6é6 No. 56s meant
was stoppage of leave which the pusser, just to be nice, allowed both to
be run concurrently. What really hurt was the fifteen dollars and that
would whitt e me down to drawing only $
the line. o0 There were eight must e
The routine was, that you were supplementing the daily duty watches
with musters for verification and just to make it gfian in the ass. First
muster of the day was at 0530 to scrub out the main flats and washplaces
before everybody turned out at 0\
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muster again at 0730, 1150, 1230 (for extra work), 1630 (for fire drill),
1900 (clean up forounds), 2000 (stand by for rounds), and finally at
2130 before turning in. At the en
make the musters as stoppage of
became fa targenses for dohwacheseap
Against the rules however but as time ashore was precious to everyone,
and being duty every fourth night
a messmate by saying no. It was often lucrative though . . .usually in the
dollar or tot department. Stding in for a duty watch might net a couple
for services rendered.

Well faith began to dwindle. The order was clear. As the P.O. said . .

AAnybody still on t heilr®theriguys wh
that were involved got hit much harder ansluppose that justice was
done in that Athe Jimmyo really

introduced to the f&Llalptfaommso fCl puwa
no escape. Three charges huh? Not guilty of two, but how do you escape
t h e fiao heg Gisorder, or neglect to the prejudice and good order
of naval The c3 Ptih nker.toi cl e of War

It seemed hard to get away with anything, once the pethatbe
had gone to all the tr otedninieghow g €
many charges they could lay on you. There might be four or five but if
there was any luck at all to ease the sentence, it was reduced to one and
t hey stil |. ththeomdvy evern wanted tarsatmn example of
the consequences for camiting a serious offence, Nelsonian draconian
ism was still alive and well. Why . . . back in his day . . . the penalty for
being asleep on watch would find the offender put into a basket with a
loaf of bread and a knife, and slung from the bowsprit vihgeship was
under way. The knife wasnot i ssue
culprit had three choices and they all spelt fate . . . drowning, suicide . . .
or starving to death.

I respected the navy and all it
somdimes seemed clouded with blind faith. It seemed confusing to me
t hat every ti me I pi cked up our

instance, | saw the wholesome and prestigious side of the navy. Ships
were commissioning, the navy was at play. There werdtesga&ocks

of the Walk, and the Fleet . . .and pictures and stories about people you
knew . . . all sent the message that the navy was a good place to be.
Someti mes, those things just didi
While as an ode and an abagdhing was clear . . . You had to pay your
dues and | knew there was a hump
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what that hump consisted of or when it would appear. | loved my work,
| loved going to sea, and | cared for my shipmates while | was sensing
that Dblind faith. Some things in
deterrent though, | kept reminding myself about working at the CPR back
in Winnipeg. That helped a lot.

Officers ran the navy as one would expect, but it seemed there were
many irstances that confused the flow of leadership and trealéed
divisional system. There was a mystique here somehow that | was young
and too inexperienced to understand. From my encounters, some officers
were a bit like the gods on Mount Parnassus .ey tere different and
left us alone. Others, and especially the younger ones, | could relate to
however. There seemed to be an encouraging air about them but they
werenodt destined to get too fami/l
Chiefs and POs, beingeterans of WW2 and Korea and waiting for their
time and pension in short years to come. They were much more human
than the ones we encountered ashore. Some were firm while others gave
us confidence, who when there were no officers around usually, patted
shoul der andbcwdad elde gisniismg t o se
school 6 were still around and the
upon the navy. They were the captains and senior officers who were a
product of the old Royal Navy, aqatuct that provoked mutiny in the
past, who habitually dealt with things the way they used to be. In the
RCN in 1960, and only a decade a
Report, o there still -ismkothsntternds,of p o
punishment andlass consciousness. Had the days of the Royal Navy
training our leaders still resulted in some of the -nonformists
remaining as Martinets? One only
remind us of how our modern navy transformed from one of suffering
from incidents in the RCN that resulted from onerous and petty practices
brought back from the RN after WW?2. Officers at that time had taken
their training in Britain and the routines and class distinctions which may
have served Engl amddesntiwroioas,n dviad
the more democratically inclined Canadian sailors.

When HMCSOttawap ai d of f i n Ot he ninet.
directed at Atlantic Command i n ¢(
cabinet . . .and that incidiatly, raises the question of the quality of
numer ous r ef i tosutasn ddo etvherno ufgshc rfuobu r
illustrates how general paranoia could develop throughout the fleet. This
Airocketo was ai med at dnéng wherg!| e
where and who were the culprits who displayed themselves in such a
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disgraceful manner. How would a good captain or-fiesttenant react

to it? How could an admiral who puts etiquette over expectation, do a
chiefds job of pi ckiadmiallge prespnipeious p ?
of his successor o0s st y-energedfromtheor
fraternal schooling of the Awood:¢
stand by for even more heavy roll

1. 1 HAVE NOTICED NOT WITHOUT DISPLEASURE AN INCREASING TENDENCY O
PART OF NAVAL PERSONNEL SERVING IN THE HALIFAX AREA TO IGNORE MARK
RESPECT NORMALLY AFFORDED AN ADMIRAL'S FLAG. COMMANDING OFFICER
SHIPS AND ESTABLISHMENTS ARE DIRECTED GO'BIBINDMISSION TO THE
ATTENTION OF SHIPS COMPANIES.

2. DURING THE PAST FEW MONTHS | HAVE BROUGHT THIS LAXITY TO THE ATTE
OF SEVERAL OFFENDERS AND | AM SURE MY SUCCESSOR WILL BE AS VIGORO!
| AGAINST THIS BREACH OF ETIQUETTE.

The (Fleet) RoyalGuard

ThenewQueenédés Colour for the "Roya
Anniversary was presented to the RCN in 1959. On tffea2day in
the following year, it was to beonsecratednd officially escorted to its
place of honour in HMCStadaconéd s wann, tthe ceremony taking
place earlier on the parade square. In order to do so,-mmafRoyal
Guard from the fleet was to be assembled and would consist of one or
two men from over forty ships on the east cddshaventurehaving the
l i onds didsavasao furrfish sewveral.

In the late spring, | felt that a change would do me good and help to
reassure myself about the navy. A
and | volunteered to join the guard as representativesNtmmac The
Chief G.I. assiged to train us was a veteran of WW2 and none other than
ClGl ADIi cNdhi Aledhenmr e pop-6t aokeg. ki
Stroke had spent over 20 years in the navy by 1961. He was on the
Murmansk runs and fought at sea in the Bay of Biscay aboard the$riga
Etric andCheboguend was on convoy escorts in the North Atlantic in
the corvetteArnprior. He was also in Korea, and as a grizzled veteran
and a Whale Island parade square villain, could ungraciously earn your
attention at any given moment.

The twomonth training period was rigid, but at the same time
chall enging. The objective was th
precisiondrill through a demonstration of marching and rifle movements
that would commence from a single order, and ometifor nearly 15
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minutes through signals from the musical passages from the Band of
HMCS Stadacona

There were a few perks to be had in this voluntary role. Going to the
head of the | ine for meals was on
be awardedmce a week, provided that cubicles and the block as a whole
had met AFriday Routined standar
situated at the furthest distance from the main gate overlooking
Barrington St., we were isolated from the grip of the Regulatodsthe
Barrack Control Office. That gave us an air of independence and we
became untouchable as far -3itsr mkeao
was concerned.

The block was our temporary home and today, if | should pause on
the parking lot at the Fleetl@ where it once stood, | think of many of
the guys in the guard and how special they were. Jim Alleyne, Johnny
Mel |l or, John Trainor, Russ Priske
named Bob Deane from tl@utremontwho played a little trumpet, to
nane but a few. My bongo drums were once moracgtvated. At the
pl easurSea rofk ef A we were turned ou
down the hill to the Gunnery School and back, every morning before
breakfast. After block cleanp, we were then bound fdne drill shed,
training continually until 1130.

AThis position . . . Read

So then we turned into gazelles at the P&RT school for mandatory PT
in the afternoons. It became confusing. In the mornings it was drilled into
our heads that fingers wereteb ifcl enched at t he
knuckl es. 0 By -awingee tookawen In anticipationofl u k
two solid hours ofiuni son calisthenics, t h
hands and fingers were to be rigidly outstretched to the limit and in
duplicating the stance of Thidqipesitionnst r u

R e a 8yt seémingly, he had the same mentality as a parade G.I. but
having spring in his steps just like the duty kangafioblow y ou me
. Pay attention! For the next exercisd,want you to pair up in groups
of three in one rank. THEN GET IN A STRAIGHT LINE AND
FORM A CIRCLE . 0o
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The noise of the open air

Training continued and as the warmer weather arrived, it just so
happened that we were also starting to look reasonably smart. We finally
emerged from the drill shed and took to the open air of the parade square.
The criticisms and judgements of the onlekbegan. The slaps of rifle
movements in unison and ga#ed boots crunching upon the cifne

parade square caught all kinds of
and cussinbo, and blindind of the
vocalco ds o f-StoruaikAdwAoi ght you fukkin
together. Yad | ook | ike a shower
those fukkind heads wup and watch
butts. | 6ve never seen a shower
tamind queer fukkind el ephants. G

.. .take a breath . . .twsix. Windows from the surrounding buildings
went slamming shut in similar unison to our day by day increasitig
sharpness, rifle movements. Telephones hégaing off the hook at the
Commander 6s of-bficewi addwdHd peeedet ¢
their typewriters in laying memos of complaint. The obscenities and
constant cussing that evolved frc
to get it just rightwas just too much for innocent and tender ears. Coarse,
and attentiorgetting, but never salacious to a sailor it was . . .utterly
disgusting and repugnant to our hallowed civilian counterparts. Thus, we
were stricken from the grandeur of the paradesquaat t he Co mr
supportive insistence and banished once more, to the concealment and
internal echoes of the drill shed . . .doors shut and clipped.

After tedious training for two months, the big day arrived. The
buildings overlooking th& t garadesquare had been fatited while
mul titudes of flags were unfurled
from the GI. Hundreds of guests and dignitaries took their seats below
the mainmast and behind the dais at the head of the parade square, Iin
anticipation of a very naval display. Supporting our presence as the
immediate escort to the Royal Colour Party were three armed battalions
surrounding the outer edges of the parade square, drawn from HMCS
StadaconaShearwater andBonaventureThe massed navdlands of
Stadacona, Shearwatesnd Cornwallis were led once again by drum
maj or , PO2 W@AButcho Bouc-thrawedof allt h e
naval bands. How impressive they looked and would sound on this very
significant occasion. They would playith pride and with rich airs that
were as unique as the Royal Canadian Navy itself. And our Royal Guard
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sharper than Grenadier Guardsmen, marched on parade. All decked in
white belts and gaiters and fibadc¢
everybodylo k ed si x feet tall. I was b
for the first time standing dauntlessly among three andbadygemen.

We were all very proud on that warm spring day and not ajatn

would make a mistake. Precisely at the order from the Go#Hickr . .
.Roya-a-a-| Gu-u-a-a-rd! . . .HAH-H-H! . . . Shouldaa-h . . .
HAWMS! . .. and then we went for the prescribed ofdes fifteen
minutes, progressing through a myriad of rifle movements, and the firing
of volleys. Then followed the march pasinlike the armed battalions
who did so Ain threes, 0 we march
Afadvance in review order. o Not a
blink an eye, or get out of step . . . or else let down the men about you,
and certaily not the G.l. By the end of the afternoon, we had escorted
the AiColouro to the wardroom, acc
ofNova Scoti a. : . 0of s fol disglay indhe u ms
foyer. On completion, we were marched to the dhi#dto return gear
wher &tiAkedo and his staff broke
by the inevitablei Ri ght you fukkind | ot

done! Now drink yer goddam beer a
roadway tomorrow morning at 09 0 O . Do n 6 tThebtime veasl r i f
now 1445. Whoopee! But ever so proud we were of providing such a

display. The nextday at@®@u bs, we f el | i n with

and negative webbing. We did our gautines and rgoined our ships,
alinhopp that we woul dnot cane a du
aboard.

ACharlie and the Micmacs

Now back aboartMicmacand i n t he same year,
was drafted ashore and his relief was to become -oliig friend. His

name was Able SeamamnChar |l i e0 Husbands wh

Halifax. Charlie often used to speak of his father who was a Pullman
porter on the CN trains between Halifax and Montreal. | had the pleasure
of meeting his family when they just moved in to the newly completed
Mulgrave Park area in the north end. Charlie was a very impeccable and
efficient steward, and for those very qualities | suppose, was destined to
look after the captain's needs.

95



Charlie had another attribute, and one that | enjoyed very much. He
played the alt@axophone and my modest attempt at playing the bongos
as a substitute for drums was now relived. We got so good as we played

back in the cooksd & stewardsod me
that there was some hommde music aboard. Hidden talentds
mi snomer , for it al so didnot t ake

more richness of tone was required. Enter an AB quartermaster by the
name of Colin Turvey. Colin was &itish Merchant Navy and claimed

to play bass and sing jazz lyrics. Thatde d , although h
proud owner of a Kaye 3/4 stagp bass viol. Instead, his
resourcefulness came from having played in skiffle groups whose means
for providing that background rhythm came from the output of a catty
teachest. We formed a littlmzz and swing trio.

At the outset, we were limited to having jam sessions aboard ship and
concerts alongside such as at Point Edward Naval Base in Sydney. We
then started to play in a few places ashore in Halifax. Our overhead was
nilandourbandcarrie | i tt 1 e b aga@aboassbecathetha n 6
means for transporting our instruments by inverting his tea chest. He
looked incognito in his corduroy sports jacket and cool sunglasses while
having his left foot propped up on the top edge to steadghibst from
toppling. When immersed among the low lights of the stage and well
behind Charlie on the sax, many
aware of the means by which these professionally sounding tones would
emit. The bass rhythm came from theslie6 made fr om |
veneer stamped AProduct of Ceyl or
compl i ments of Fuller Brush, and
donated by the RCN. We became so popular that a name was required.
We identified with ourbusiness address and studios so that the
Musiciansd® Union would divert t h
Nations Reservations in Nova Scotia in tracking us down. We became
known as the sweet sounding and
Mi cmacs. O

A set of Ludwigds

When we went on to a refit in Saint John Shipyard, the scene changed
dramatically. In the shipds i1idl el
with onenight stands at the Lily Lake dance hall and playing for mess
dances at the reserve ba&einswicker Then,and hoping somebody
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woul d put money in the hat at the

even in a O0Ostand up sessiond in
Kingbs Square. AThe Micmacso wer €
demand that it was tinte at least graduate from the bongos and play on
a real set of drums. | purchased

A

Benny Goldsteinds Music Shop on ¢
could get in 1961. The tezhest remained as a trademark @ulin
enjoyed that. Who could fork out the cost of a stapdass? Besides . .
. where could you stow it aboard ship?

After the refit and work ups and back in Halifax, we started to play at
Sherriff Hall at Dalhousie, The YWCA on Barrington St., and even a

Kingbs Squar e, @ihitheteachestthn N

couple of gigs at the Jubilee Boat Club dance on Saturday nights. We
thought we were pretty good but had to remairsigk to the dreaded
Union. We were relegated to getting what we could by accepting as little
as a dance hall would spare and a good night might get us a sawbuck
each. If we really sounded good, the generosity increased and a-twenty
dol | ar bidsheezechat N6t t o b
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fBack to sea . ) .final

By the fall, the ship was nearing refit completion however, late
because of a shipyard strike that lasted throughout the summer. Tensions
escalated because of the missile crisis in Cuba and we were hearing of
possble pierhead jumps to ships of the 1st and 5th Squadrons that made
up the assigne8onni®d s 1A A/ S T laoguois aRdHaidaevere
preparing to sail to relieve ships on station. Altholvjbmacwas in the
3rd Escort Squadron, the need for tribal sailoecame a priority. The
pleasantries of standing by in a refit drew to a miserable end to some of
the seamen as they were drafted 0

By Christmas, the Cuban threat had been challenged by President
Kennedy and, the menhwvo goth edapiee o rMimac By e d
now, we were preparing for woilps at N.A.D. in Dartmouth while the
4-inch guns and bofors were being plunked back on board. By mid
January, we sailed in company fo
CrescentSoux, andCayuga Our first stop was at anchor in Grassy Bay,
Bermuda, while the rest of the squadron carried on alongside to HMS
Malabar at Ireland Island. Before the inception of a dedicated Sea
Training Staff organization, we were boarded by Squadresopeael
who in varying roles, now posed as a W« Staff. Their main task, so
it seemed, was to make life extremely uncomfortable. Frequently, they
demanded things that just didnot
got us worked up.

We were to layt anchor for five days while these pompous gits hurled
evolutions at us that certainly lacked in imagination. To start out, each
morning at first light about 0530, the lights went on in the mess
accompanied with thundering roars and clanging of the manis.b
i Wa k-wakey-wakey! Doubledouble-double! Get turned out and
jump over the sidel Qui ckl y! Por 1
b a st aln dosrtiam, we all came tumbling out of nice warm micks,
blankets falling to the deck and everybody jumping ther hanging
fromc| ews swimsuits to do just what
the side? Whatda fuk for?0 we wor
deckdé in bare feet and wiping the
from below and into the ditight of dawn, it sounded like happy hour at
the Seaway Tavern with all this eof-unison hollering by an array of
of ficers and seniorCombpebs-ctopibve wer
havenét got al | day. Ceér oweddt o
one minute from the time we had all been in a deep sleep. The briny oggin
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was just over sixtypdd degrees, and as you plunged into this rude
awakening and finally broke surface with somebody else falling on top
of you, t he r eve rChenomualat! Gatapvthis e g u
fukkind scramble net and g-ehop! t o
Move it! We aindét got all day!o

The clambering began as the scramble net dug into every square inch
of greasy, cold feet, the salt water stinging your eyes, and shi\ating
over from the cool, earlynorning stiff breezes of windy Grassy Bay
Ber muda. Back wedédd go to the mes:
toes, only to pour ourselves down into the steamy After Lower where
every square inch of the deck was now soakisgfw and wedr e
in brine. The Agood newso0 was t he
and of course the other was that we were on watening and the
showers were out of bounds. Now get dressed, lash up and stow, and start
scrubbihnd eouwtr awi né your cold egg:
ACl ear the mess aloudly decdated Eric Harmory O
the messdeck hookey .n.Or | 61 | have yaod!o

Work-ups continued for three more hectic weeks and where -a full
power trial or casualty clearing seemed appropriate, the silly things just
wouldn't go away. Who needs to get singled out for a kit muster as part
of a s h-upp d@r svhy were We orderead tblow soot in broad
daylight, just afterthe dibbgg abs f i ni shed hosind
of this was to make me aware that at some time in the future if | were to
become a setmainer, and if you were going to make life uncomfortable
for the peopleg/ou were to train and worldp, there were certainly more
practical and more meaningful ways to get people to do things . . .and
with a desire

Finally, it came to an end and
pl easure of Capt ai n rdédificallydactarechans n
operational ship in the squadron and soon found ourselves at the gunnery
range at Culebra. A quick visit into Roosey Rds. and an R&R weekend
into San Juan at the ar my j-teitrheg/o w
atthegoodol@ Ri vi er a. The notorious B
opposite direction near the main
was yet to come alive and compete with the more popular Riviera Club
in the middle of the cobble stoned streets of Old San Juan.
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AA job in the Tropics.

Nearing the end of the threaonth trip, we were to paint ship. To do
so, we headed into this then litheaown retreat called Freeport, in the
Bahamas. That visit almost brought my growing naval career to a
grinding halt. It was at a time when Freeport was being transformed into
the tourist mecca that it is today. In its infancy, it was nothing more than
a long pier within a cay which harboured walggs and had a capability
of receiving coastal freightersie at a time. A few miles away was a
private airport owned by a Texan entrepreneur whose name was
naturally, ATexo0 Mgt€dewlaperyand abl@vner a s
of the Grand Bahama Development Co., took great initiative in making
himself obvious # roaming around the jetty and talking individually to
everyone who had ventured out on
period. As it turned out, he was
Bahamian and was interested in employment. Good workees heed
to find on the islands and the enticement of living and working for a good
wage in the tropical Bahamas made a lot of the guys have to decide on
their loyalties to family, Queen and Country. Through some of the things
| was experiencing | still hadioubts, but regardless, to abandon the navy
was not being fair as the navy was somehow mysteriously being fair to
me, still a young but dedicated man. | came awfully close to requesting
release, but for those reasons, Queen and Country remained itatiest p
The burden of scariness had stopped, but | often wonder to this day what
may been have my plight had | done so.

Meanwhile, in sweetening his offers, Tex had opened the lounge in
his private one | anding strip ai
private party. He had a beautiful daughter who owned and piloted her
own singleengine airplane, attestation to the affluence of the McCreary
family. As the party wore on into the evening, it was now time for a twist
contest. Up | got on top of the barfind that my partner was none other
than the Texan cowgir |l daughter,
music of Chubby Checker to find that we had won hands down. My prize
was an aged bottle of Chivas Regal whiskey. After the night was over, |
trundledback aboard with my loot with the intention of giving it to Dad
when I 6d go on summer | eave in Wi
Officer of the Day at the brow who seemed to acknowledge that this was
a rare request. His instructions were to mark mayne on the label,
declare it with customs, and | could retrieve it when we were alongside
in Halifax when proceeding on leave. As summer leave was still a few
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months away and knowing that the bottle was forbidden on the
messdecks, | placed faith in thect that until that time, it would be safe
and secure, locked up in the wardroom spirit locker. When the time came,
| went to retrieve the bottle. It appeared at the brow with a south wind in
it. Warm and dry! . . . My faith faltered. | became confusedragam

SO naive?

So Unnecessary

During that trip, we were also to go into Philadelphia for a good will
visit in company withCayuga It was a time | shall never forget for
although the run ashore in the #dc
alsodealt with a grim and successful suicide attempt made by a young
cook aboardCayuga.| recall that he had come aboard on the day
preceding his death, to visit in our mess with a new stoker who was his
it o wnrHe eseemed very sad and bewildered about duontgt
something about a Dear John letter or the like, but it seemed to me as no
one el sebds business. I't shoul d ha

Very early the following morning | was returning aboard with John
Coleman, a killick stoker, to find that there were shore patrakiesh
and much scurrying about upon the jetty as well as aboard both ships. We
were to find out quickly that the young cook had been duty overnight and
during the course of events whil e
meals, had hanged himself @ay u ¢ anéin galley. We later learned
that because the weather was extremely warm, someone had slung his

hammock on the uppers, starboard
outside of the shipbs | aundry. T
Obreadovwmdt he | adder to the O0iroa

working during the night. Sometime very early on that morning, he had
quietly scaled the ladder and removed the hammock lashing from its
headrope. He then went back down to the galley, shutting ihetipotrt

and starboard dutch doors as he entered. It was some time later when
someone came by the galley door thinking it odd that the dutch doors
were shut at this time of day, especially when breakfast was about to be
dished out to messes. Peeking throtlgh crack of the two halidoors

on the starboard side, the withess saw a shaking, wriggling body. Quickly
he stormed into the galley, took the weight of the man and eased him
back onto the galley counter that he had obviously slid from in his
attempt. Hs efforts would have been successful had he arrived just a few
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moments earlier. He was dead. By sitting on the counter, the young cook
had made up the hammock lashing to some channel plate above, formed
a noose around his neck and just pushed himselfroff the sitting
position.

ABr own! : : . Captainds ca

It was to be a bittersweet day, fuelling at Dartmouth Imperoil in June
of that year. | was a badgeman, drew my tot, and felt as though the time
| 6 d s Mianadwasiawcgomplete indoctrinationat had made a good
sailor out of me, enough that | could handle a TG 2 course with ease.
Make and mend had been piped and save for the duty watch and the
fuelling party, there couldndt he
the ship. | had spent a lomgégme than usual back on the quarterdeck,
where we had our sdtown tot time sessions on sunny days. This was one
of them and in the process of my going ashore, you soon began to realize
how much you were going to beg mis
but for every time | took a wet, the level in the mug filled up again.

Finally, everybody dispersed and | was left alone, sitting on a squid
mount bedplate wondering in a bit of a confused state of how much more
gear | had to ram into my kit bags. | saal on what the course would be
like, | thought of the days | had hadMicmac,and as | looked back, it
hadndt been bad atimnsisddinto the resacd theg o i
navy now and for all of the experiences | had encountered, | felt a
growing sense of boldness and determination. My feelings and attitude
toward the navy were restored. S
and endured no |l onger mat tiiemd da rad
experience in any organization, became a rewardaliyrel was curious
as to where | would go after course . . . Buni€? . . . another tribal? .

: .a frigate? . . . maybe a o6Bird
t hanks! |l knew | 6d be going back
But there vas something tugging at me in the worst way and | still
couldndét work out what it was.

After a lot of babbling and trying to get my kit packed and out of the
me s s , | fumbled my way up to the
Bosdnds mat eh agrino ondtheit faces as thevQM said,
ABrownie! Youdre t o .rirqzewhéerelstood,t he
thinking that for the first time in my life, | was bounéin about wi
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stupid furry grin on my face, try
must have seen me and now | O0m in

| left my bags at the brow, squared my lanyard and cap, and tripped
over the breakwater of the after canopy doorasdhd ed t o t he
cabin in the main flat. | had never had reason in three years to approach
the Captainds door and because® of
| knocked at the side of the doorway and beyond the drawn curtain, |
could hear som muted conversation. The curtain drew aside and here
was Charlie Husbands, the Captai
ushered me to stand in front of the sed@eld Stuart. | took off my cap
and fumbled about trying .o act a

ASit down Abl e Seaman Br own :
asked the Captain who was sitting with what looked like a gin and tonic.
Wondering if he was talking coffee, tea, limers, or a wet, | replied
guessingly, A O khtkoonerodhéd HCahvaea | me St
i mmacul ate starched stewardos | ac
upon which was presented a blue and white can of beer and a frosty glass
on a doily. It was nice to be waited on by my close friend Charlie. | felt
that throughdal of our time as friends, i
waiting on me with a huge grin a

Browni e. |l 6m gonna miss you!o
The Captain went on to remark on how pleased he was with my
contribution toMicmacand wishedrma we | | on the cou

of the rattle dApart from the fact that my jitters had decreased
considerably by then, | realized | wasn't in the shite after all. | enjoyed
that beer immensely for many reasons. As a youag in the navy and

being privleged to sit and have a natter with the skipper in his cabin, |
again realized that | was regarded . . .as a badgeman and a stoker with
experience. What also affected me
was that our fAbr ass ywese@swouk remaint o
that way, for | was to see Charlie only once more in the next Hoiuty
years. At his fatherdés funer al
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CHAPTER FOUR
FLEET SCHOOL

(H.M.C.S. Stadacona

n the day of joiningStad it was like Cornwallis revisited, but
ith a rigidity that was inconsistent. My draft chit meant that |

was to join Fleet School and commence course the following

week after doing an Al NO rou
commence until the first day of course on the Monday, aogdéive me a
little time to move into A Block, rgualify in making beds, sleeping in
them, and then sample the groceries and the routine in the galley. No
doubt | would have a kit muster, one which | have never forgotten, and
work manual party painting cok s or do Askirmis
remainder of the week. To do so,
Barrack Control Centre. Inevitably, you got grilled by that crowd in there
who seemed to eternally hold a grip onto their jobs in that empire of
per ks. Besides shipsd companies i
School, there was this other group of ldadked dandies. . .the barrack
stanchions. . .the dockyard cavalry. | swear that in the course of three
years that | had occasiontogobythesec ket s i n t he Ac
the same guard had never changed. They seemed to have owned the
pl ace. fABrown card j!odbeyworkedforthe | er
MAA who regulated the whole barracks and in the days of faitten
draft chits, oppdunities for graft and corruption were manifold and
suspicion was in mind, if not- in
headedo back to sea perhaps after
other individuals seemed to remain in barracks yeandhyaar out. It
was the cherished dream of any-ge&ng matelot that these favoured
few that one day, they be ousted
everybodyds mess, but nobodybs wa
song saiditall (unlessthe wer endt seasoned enolt
and led off with marching cadence by the MAA:

irThe Dockyard Cavalryo
to the tune of AOur Dire

fiTaking your time from the dockyard clock. . .
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Tick-tock. . .Tick-tock. January, February. . .
Marchyoubas ar d s, March! 11 o

i Oh, webre a shower of ba
Bastards are we.
We are the navy, the dockyard cavalry.

Oh, wedbre a shower of bas
Bastards are we.

Wedd rather fuck than fi

Webre the dockyard cavalr

AOOD6s never say No! o

To approach the OOD in the windowZtadmain gate seemed frugal
in having to 6chop one offé and a
| mean, did you really want to? Behind the windows masked in reflection
like a twoway mirror were other eyes scamgyou and looking for extra
hands for the manual or skirmishing parties. Stokers
were the favourite targets. To your right as you stood
rigidly at the 'Ho and making your request, you could
feel the glares of the station card PO in his caboosh who
wasas 0 dreamin' up SsSome mor ¢
belonged to the same clan, the regulators. . . the
fi ¢ r u.s Fheyrhad a deceptive gentility about them.

It wasn't really rank or a badge that you needed to keep
them off your back . . .just nerve and elesiess.

Consider the opposite when proceeding ashore. On a blustery cold
day, the OOD having to stand at the window uttering countless responses
at his pleasure, might decide to shut the window and keep the draft out. .
.as well as the audibility of thequestman's voice. Now, a good stoker
might march sharply to the window on his way ashore. . .halt . . .turn

right. . . 6échop one offdé and sit
your wif e, sir?0 The O0OOD, with a
uni 6 now seeming satisfied, would
pl ease. . . carry on!o, while ret

As time went on, you became more and more accustomed to the
procedures on cold days and the requests grew much bolder and with
expletives regarding greater inti
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drew yet another AYes please! o I
into cuttind peoplebds grass, 0 he
APer mi ssion to f ar tppysand a&gressive. . . [
APer mission to go inside and th
requests, it was very evident tha
had no practical training in the
l i ps! o

The gates are guarded

In the early sixties, it is hard to imagine that car parkingtadacona
was, Awherever you want ed. Bythe
nineties, the G.l.s were no longer and the parade square came to serve a
a central parkig lot) The reality was that nobody could afford a vehicle
and if you could, you had to be s
we never came in . . . except for one single killick Hull Mechanic who
drove a Cadillac convertible. He was reputed todse/i into the rackets
and under the code of "no pack drill," to elaborate of identity is dispensed
with. The lack of automobiles rendered the gates as wide enough for a
Pusser's truck to roll through during working hours but other than that,
they gave silet hour vehicle thoroughfare to the Commodore, the OOD,
rare evening visitors to the P&RT School, and the shore patrol wagons
only. The occasional taxi ? No one

Daytime gate sentries were gangway staffs as detaileds other.

. .Barrack Control. . . and all that crowd still stood down from the duty
watches. As a silent hours sentry, you were drawn from the duty watches
and part of an eight man detail
positions at the maingatB CNH, t he war dr oom, an
on Barrington St., scal | ed after AS Bl ocko |
would mean that you would close up for the last dog and the middle. The
opposite four hands would relieve and stand the first and morning
watchesNobody got off the hook . . . not even the guy who caned the
main gate although we noticed it was always a gunner or a quartermaster.
There just had to be perks here and we eventually found out that Barrack
Control filled in the blanks on the duty rosternsh our names.

You would be required to fall in 30 minutes in advance of the watch
in single file to be inspected
lanyards) and on completion, be marched from the main gate to the first
position at the RCNH gate. Tldf-going day sentry would fall in at the
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rear of the fomiman party while the lead man would fall out and take
position in the sentry box. Off the group would march to the wardroom
and Barrington St. gates carrying out the same procedure, keeping in
mindthat the new main gate sentry is now at the lead position. This pitiful
party would continue the circuit march up the steep hill to the main gate,
taking care to salute any passing and mincing ‘commissioneds as well as
beefing up as a Chief or PO mighosip by.

On arrival at the main gate, the new sentry would take up position and
the four now having been relieved

: . mi ssed! o . . . doubl ed away

seamen on the duty watches.eyhwere buddies with the crushers and
al ways got Aithe main gate. o0 They
activity, but best of all, could warm up, stay dry and even get a cup of
kye from the galleyb6s night cook.

There was nothing so cold and enduring ie Winter months with
those long fouhour stints in the darkness of night, with no cars to wave
your arm at or anybody to speak to except yourself. You could never
slack off until after the OOD would appear for an impromptu visit at his
pleasure, or at thieiggestsee f f , t hat he woul dnéo
during a downpour or a blizzard.

OOD does say f@ANo! o

There is one more account that
adventures at the main gate. o Th
birthdayon a sunny Saturday afternoon at the Derby Tavern. He was with
five other stokers including the
Frank Rostek. By 1600, the dough was running low and it was time to
return toStadaconaln 1962, a new fast food hadsjuhit the streets .
nCol . Erniebs Kentucky Fried Chic
it. As another birthday gift, Fra
and bought a huge bucket of chicken. We strolled aimlessly tdstac
up GottingenSt. eating our chicken leaving a trail of bones behind us.
We arrived near the gate and by now, the chicken had been devoured. |

placed the empty bucket over my head. . . approached the opened
wi ndow, stood to attenti omrabodard)en
sir?060 to which this time, the OOL
..Negativé 6 Wel | , 6 | thought . ) . fAHe
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Punchyds Punbo

Joining kit musters took place at the Agtis school which today, is
where the Canex is situated in AoBk. The secalled school space
doubled as the wet canteen duringwtirking hours and from that tiny
office, down at the end next door to the canteen heads, is where the
administration was conducted. The little round tavern tables and
accompanying wood/ire chairs, familiar to most as the wet canteen
furniture, became the desks and chairs for instruction on the topic-of gas
masks and the Adreaded | ergyo dur

| wrestled my kit bags into the-& school and was promptly told by
Petty Officer Quartermaster Nel sc
on a long table. Punchy had a ruddy complexion that looked like he was
a goalie for a dart board and had sunk enoughtaifloat the east coast
fleet. He could be persuaded with a modest 'mickey now and again, in
order to make house calls to do kit musters in the interests of the married
hands from Shannon Park. This would save them having to hump their
kitalltheway inoSt & a .O0muster o

| thought | was doing really well because a lot of my kit had never
been broken out from new entry training (too many towels and nobody
wore pyjamas). What surprised me though was when he hollered,
ABrowinYou got semeslondwylel yolur spa
shithouse, and you only have three handkerchiefs. (the tea strainer went
into the Bendix) | oughta run you for theft because the official number
on the toe of that starboard jedu® ot sur e asH'hel | ai

| stood there frozen in amazement. Then redder than the cross on the
white ensign, "Punchy" gl ared at
to slops and purchase a new pair of sandals, one handkerchief, and
another cap. Have St att er caasp. .ahda | |
muster out on the parade square at 1300 today with your kit laid out at
the bottom of the parade sqguare! 0

| showed up for 1300 and did as he said at the bottom of the upgrade

parade squar e, and a Ar unnifartlygldo ki
responded at the double, to the top of the parade square with one article
at a time as Punchy went on and enSi | k s . . .t wo

Doubl e! 0 ATowel s. . . bat h. . tov

Doubl e! 6 fAShi timuse three pair.in hand.n.Boulged i r
Waddyad sweat i Amisditovent udts he allkwed ndie200
do the |l ast run with two empty ki
my neck in one shot. As | arrived in front of him for the last time, ttk sai
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ABr own! You got I|int all over ye

Dis. . . missed!o
However, there was al ways a chan
at the pleasure of the MAA. Becau

there was a stitcket go just below your starboard pocket seam were
indications that you had a habit of putting your saluting hand in your
pocket too often. But i f youdve g
even by mistake as was easy to do when coming ashotand.lsy for

heavy rolling!

Catholic is best

No one looked forward t&tadaconave e k end duty wat
exactly what it was. ADuty, o0 both
Sunday mornings. You could lay in for an extra hour and later wind up
as skirmishing party down at the
gettoworkinasenms oci al at mosphere where
still be engaged from the Saturday night party, and slide you a wet for
cleanind up.

Those Sundays meant ¢bh as well. . .mandatory attendance. As we
know it in most societies throughout Canada, composition of the
Christian faith has the Protestants-aut mber i ng t he RCO:¢
It didndét take Il ong to find out

hou r , down at the tiny Stella Mar
Commodore and all his minions would certainly attend the Protestant
service at St. Nicholasés in front

minutes, and of course was much further awaynfthe parade square
than the RC chapel. The Duty P.O., under the shadows of the barrack
control centre on the parade square, would fall in some ninety guys
comprising the watch and decl ar e
di smi ssed. . ... Rd@estants omtheteft. e .Senior gands .
take charge. . . Turn right, Di s
proud. The Commodore, not

Long nights. . .no fires!

As a fire sentry, meant musteri.
galley andhe Gunnery School) to get the same old boring lecture from
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the hehum civvy firemen. You had two, fodmour watches to do in
either AA Block, o0 the Joint Mar i
any of the other schools. . .Gunnery, Electrical, and M.Orethe other

hand, you could be gate sentry. . .the predecessor to the minimum wage
commissionaire who eventually arrived as a result of unification.

Stoker turned cop

Very scarce, and if you could get it, would be to nail down shore patrol
on a duty wich. You could be detailed to patrol the Seagull Club dance
on Friday, Saturday or Sunday ni
end up with. It was difficult when a puncip broke out though for you
might have to deal with a winger or somebody that yaghtrhiave sailed
with. But at least you got to ride in the patrol wagon and ogle at the
Seagull dollybirds. Faye Talbot and her many, many girl friends were
regul ars al ong wi-nirhed id ®Woallyicleft dSdaint a r
with dfAIlI y 0 us smoke sy aigarettesadrink eny beer,
play my guitar and (two words)!o
spending the night with one of th

Il n contrast, Ashore patrol beat
in the winter months where you plodded through the freezing snow banks
and icy winds with black leather boots and white belt and gaiters. There
was nothing to cover your lug holes unless the greatcoat collar might help
the descending twthirds. Brown ledter gloves that had flimsy lining
might be appropriate in the fall with a burberry, but certainly not in winter
with a greatcoat.

Patrol routes consisted of pairing up on a beat on Gottingen St. that
started at Cogswell and went norttf&td andiigate ad return. Another
went from the CNR station, north to the dockyard South Gate on Water
St . and reciprocal. A third, and
Al aska, 0 the patrol route that be
tavern under the bridge Barrington and North, to downtown Duke St.
and return. Here you were caught up with all the transient matelots in
varying states of sobriety heading to and fro through centre and south
gates, to the Barrington St. Exchange lockers, the Atlas lockers,

Caapnt er 6s Hall, the Ol ympic Garde
taverns. At the extreme north end of the route was the Seaway and
i ndeed, Mama Camill eds for beer
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junctioned at the popular stopping place at Hattie Bown on L oV
Water at the foot of Cornwallis.

It wasndt boot topping

Often you would see a matel ot kr
throwing a pebble at an upstairs window, then back out onto the street so
that she could see who was trying to getShe did have her regular
customers and that was very important and sacred to the regulars who
frequented when the liquor store on Buckingham St. was shut.

And how her regulars were grateful for the hospitality extended. She
was a loveable person. Tdhaw their gratitude, a bunch of RN
submariners decided to help out Hattie by offering to paint out the
frequently used heads in her busy establishment. Popularly, it is assured
that the donation known as boot topping was used, the black sticky
preservativehat is deployed about the waterlines of surface ships. Not
so! The RN submariners instead, showed up on a Sunday morning and
quickly transformed the surroundings of the entire convenience including
the seat, with black, admar, submarine ballast tank painying similar
characteristics as the shipboard stuff. Hattie never had a chance to view
the accomplishment immediately, as it was to be a surprise. The ardent
workers insisted on some refreshments after their industrious efforts and
that held her atdy. When they finally left, Hattie went to have a shuftee
at the new d®cor. Humourous panic
appeal fpoari nan pfaunt yo from cust ome
took a month to get the heads back into its rustic appearance and
usability.

The Mail Star

To stroll along Barrington on finer days, you would reach the corner
at Duke where it seemed thatery trolley in town would also intersect.
On the hill at the trolley stop right outside of the Barrington Exchange
(our favourite pawnshop and civvy lockers) stood the paper boy, or
should | say. . .man. He was like a landmark whose shoe leather was
anged to match the incline of the
capture anybody getting on or off the trolley with Get yer péaper thir.
. .Mail-Thtar thir. Prithe...eight thents. Two thenth back on your dime
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thir...Mail-thtar thir...thankya thi. ¢ hi s | ast as ac
keeping the twegpennyworth of change.As an aside, he was to become
rich, webre tol d.

'A' Block

Up in the Dbl ock, |l i fe was just
Sl ammi ndé Doorso from the nnisomb ous
outs every morning. Everything had to be in shipshape and Bristol
fashion. Wax the cortisene decks, dust the ledges, make up bunks, clean
linen, no personal items left sculling, no dustballs under the bunks,
furniture inventory as per the loan dabehind the cabin door, gash
bucket scrubbed out, lockers locked, opened windows and curtains
dressed off, damp mop the concrete gangways and on top of all that, stand
one in four as dodger and onboard as duty watch every fourth day. Instead
it was now ecase of survival, spending your few dollars wisely, staying
out of the pawn shop, and 6éthe ra

As everybody cleared the block for the forenoon whether at divisions
or in class at the school, no one was allowed to return to the block. During
this perod, the Block Petty Officer and his idle dayworkers from Barrack
Control would carry out rounds in every nook and cranny in the cabins.
After you had your scran and then whipped down to the mail office to
find out that there was no mail for you, freegaagyw t hen ensue
cringe as you walked into the cabin to find a chit on your bunk.
Everybody got them whether things were immaculate or not. There was
always something that got picked up and if you were cabin dodger,
chances are you had two chits taldeith. All this in order to press
people into the manual party by v
as charged, 0 at Bl ock Officerds
spacious office down at the block entrance. Now you quickly learned
who the mases of bodies were that got to scrub out the huge heads and
washplaces that were situated on every deck and wing in the block.

By the time Abirdso were over sc
| arge numbers to weigh oécfiveschoolu 6 d
and then get charged for being adrift for afternoon class that commenced
at 1315.

The integrity of the block staff was minimal and that was frequently
demonstrated by the officer in charge. No one wanted to criticise Lt.
Manzer but he leftimself wide open more times than enough in proving
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that among the wardroom crowd, his duties were justified as Block
Of ficer that fell under the categ
runs downhill, the calibre also reflected of his waywaadif st

Case. . .dismissed! ???

One day as cabin dodger, | was on the carpet for dust balls under two
of the four bunks with a scuff mark in the waxed cortisene deck of the
cabin, as well as not having my locker doorknob bollocked. After | was
found guilly and caned three days stoppers with extra work, the next guy
called forward was Able Seaman Gary Hopkins, a stokerfforonand
long-life submarine oppo of mine.

Hoppy lived in cabin #328, just next door to mine. He too was a duty
dodger that day andas picked up for scaley windows. They were the
type that to open, were eased out horizontally from a centre hinge thus
presenting a 48legree angle. . . and a place for odds and ends and fag

ash to rest. The charges gsombotle d t
of the cabin windows! o . : . wi th
order and discipline.d When aske

totally disregarded in his cleaning responsibilities, Hoppy replied with an
excuse that made him abougftfirst hairy bag in Canadian naval history
t hat ever got fAcase dismissedodo at
He went on to explain that when he had left his cabin and the last out
on that morning, the windows were spotless. He then suggested that the
people n the cabin directly above #328, were throwing things out again
t hat | anded on his opened windows
sir. |l work hard to keep our <cabi
was his assured reply. . .and for that, Hopm@s off the hook. 'Manzer
never stopped to appreciate that thdegt cabin numbers that were
preceded with a number A3, 0 signi
third deck, but also the top one.

AG. 1 .06s! 0

You would go to divisions twiceweeek and sometimes, not get picked
up because either they didnodt i ns
to pick up the obvious. On the other hand, you could get some inspecting
officer whose notion was to nail as many as he could. Then there was the
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off chance of a shidisturbind dodder i ndé ol e chief
inspecting officer to make him look like he knew what he was doing.

The other denizen to watch for was the the Gunnery Instructor, the
parade G.I. Thoughts of-Atroke and the Royal &t Guard quickly
returned but this time, without the familiarity that we had come to
respect. The common parade G.I. was ambivalent. He would be one of
those guys with a peculiarity he inherited from Whale Island or the two
or three drafts he spent@ornwallisas a drill instructor. He was grumpy
with grimace, and an evil bastard. It was once written in Naval
regul ations back when Christ was
properties, office, and duty of a gunner. One thing that always
enlightenedme and explained the doting ways of the G.l. was how his
desire for O6vittlesd @mBazrirngglGy |l af
to know that it is wholesome for him to drink and eat a little meat
before he doth discharge any piece of gunnery, but. . h€ fumes of
saltpetre and brimstone of chordite will otherwise be hurtful to his
brains, so it is very unwholesome to him to shoot any piece of
ordnance while his stomach is ful

This then to all stokers, reasoned as to why they were always se dumb
founded and skinny and looked like an advanced party for a famine. So
in his grandeur, and purposeful and thundering gait, would strut about
the parade square like a peacock as if hd gz rent for the place.
Garbed in gaiters, chain and gunnery whistle, and with more hob nails
and steel on hi s i Qu e eaged stepldancet, s 0
would bear down on these back from the fleet and +aistyill matelots.

He pranced anywdre he wished looking for cackle, chuckle, fingers
apart, or a haircut and appearance that was beyond the pleasure of the
Queen, and the dreaded inspecting officer to even bear witness to. If that
happened, you would give up your station card, be orderad but and

report to the main gate, and automatically cane three days stoppage of
leave with a $15.00 fine. Instead, try to remember how it went at
Cornwallis and especially in the Royal Guard. Head up, chin out,
shoulders square, eyes dead aheadt oa¢sfingers clenched at the first

and second knuckle, feet at 45 degrees. How the hell could a stoker
remember all that and hence, we became easy prey. But. . .in miming the
ways of the parade square, there was a way at getting back after divisions
wereover and we were held -baewkdfloirl
would be selected by the G.I. to take charge. In portraying that G.1., a
good upstart clanky with booming and timely voice that could
overwhelm the din of a turbfan could be heard irpa with a deafening,
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ARI GHT YOU LOT! GET FELLWeO&NdTHREE
in and be brought to the O6Ho0OG. | n
fil |l ed FALDI& AIEPHABETICOALLY. . . BY HEIGHT. ..

N O W! Then inensuring distance as peranmds | engt h i

rank. i WI THI N OU-AR-BRS/ BY THE RIG-G-H-HT . ..
DRESS®H Now in attempts in turning smartly before marching off, the
order camefi MOVE TO THE RI GHT I N THREE
. N O Wobr &he other method when in company with otbguads from

the Fleet School . -R-R-ADEA .MOVE TO THE RIGHT. . .IN

A COLUMN OF SMOKEG. I.. 6.sP OOgV er | i
words. . .just the thunder and timing.

Divisions
There were times too, when a fe
fora | ot of reasons, one chiefly t|
to snuff or they couldnét raise e
be paying a fine and runnin' #50s

at not being missed in the sheffon the parade square, so now the
problem arose as to where to hide until Ceremonial Divisions had
secur ed. Anybody seen that hadno
gueried as to why he wasnoét out
behooved the eluder tee as cunning as his mettle would provide.

A favourite spot was to hide in the underground maintenance tunnels
that mysteriously exist somewhere $tadacona.lf you were more
inclined to stay a little cleaner and warmer and away from the rats, get
your cabin oppo to lock you up in your personal locker. The lockers
werenodt | ar ge, b-uptclobbeyto enk side,iyau goulgg o u
park yourself onto the fixed che
showo rounds party had etonnfeenca nd
mistakenlymanaged to do one Friday morning, as he sat contortioned in
the darkness waiting, was to flash up a smoke to pass the time away.
When the rounds party entered the
haze streaming through thenditicabin emitting from the onmch vent
holes at the top of a personal I
but the mystery remained as to hc
Gayton, his good friend and evemiling keykeeper, was tsksk-tsking
for a week.
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O0Tdhel i ned day

Naval tradition records that in order to get your pay, was nothing like
seeing it automatically show up in your bank account as it does today. In

days of yor e, the ABursaro (the -
ssrings. He soon became Kknown as
Amuster by the open | isto for the

man reported as to who he was, and what he was being paid for. On the
lower deck, slang entered that described the wan g event a
l'ine dayo for which he Atoed th
recounted his duties to draw his pay Stadaconasome three hundred
years |l ater in 1962, we stil]l h a
modification.

On days before payday, anxieties, or depression as was often the case,
woul d escalate through witness to
on the notice board in A Block for all to see. . . noting that everybody
including peopl e vy owendiilfriemdbthe DIOn o w,
the | oan sharks, and the bill col
your financial status. Your popularity would increase, or decrease as the
case may be, the latter if after your name and number their appeared but
i X X, aningweo pay this time. . .just two kisses from the Queen.

After Friday Ceremonial 6s, we br
where of course a white line runs the length at the head of the parade
deck. The paypobs would be distanced at portable ¢ghbh ten sections
of Ads to DOs, E6s to HO6s, et c.
files, the MAA and the G.I. still on red alert looking for birds, and
progress to the front of the line. When your name came, you would
smartly march up to the tableff cap, and place it on the table. Upon
your cap you would display your ID card and on stuffy days, the station

card as wel |l , ann o u-pl.dermigsion téigdtpadw n ,
Sir? &Vell times had changed. No longer did you have to tell thviat
you did or didnét do, and as | ong

station card and your own attestation was finally, proof enough to induce
the paybob. He would then lay down those ha@ned few bills upon
your cap. Yo u thankyno wss og nveedr & omroti tr.
drips. . .see your D.O.! Our sums are correct. Next man. . .Brown. . .
initials E.L., Front and centreo
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0OAG Gall ey

Down in the galley, things were somewhat better from the ones in
Cornwallis At | east it wasnot bui |t
seating for three hundred matelots and the clatter of aluminum trays and
the appetitedestroying stench of scullery steandagish water mixed
with pig-swill food scraps did little in upholding an appetite while
standing in line to draw. However, it was food, and getting your swiss
steak, spuds, and creamed corn mixed with the dishwater puddles left
from the scullery and theitwvarm tray melting the ice cream in the duff
partition made it all look like a techwabloured yawn. On the whole, the
line consisted of single victualled matelots who the card sentry knew
were legitimate. What was illegitimate was the odd wayward swrri
hand who got booted out by the ol
sentry. By flashing his liquor permit as a meal card with a wink or two,
he got victualled in too. . .but there was that element of sympathy that we
all agreed to let him pass. Nadily, the killicks went to the front of the
l'ine and that we didndot mind for
could | ook forward to that big pe
that the WRENS, regardless of their juniority, all went to the loé#uke
line too. So with ladies first, several estranged married hands, and all the
killicks, would you ever succeed in getting your meal. . .and having
enough time t o -RPeiaptesiot abte flo3rle0 ,a ta ni
at M.T.E.?

The Club

Behindthe walls of the steailine servery, you could hear the chatter,
noise, and clatter of pots and pans while cooks squmweg from the
noonday r ush. Anyone who wasnot a
about, or penetrate the rear depths of where the fané é@m. Well,
there seemed to be a few influential people. . .who belonged to the
clandest i ne fA.MWiether ibithvas cash & gour dcket
or just a naval influence, the buzz had it that behind those shrouded walls
was a gent Iclebmiespdrted as atncospadre complete with
table service, wine, and even a sherry before, and a liqueur or glass of
port after, a forcourse dinner. Who were the particular members we
would never know and further of you
keeping your place. Many a cook and steward got TG 2 and later, their
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OJTo6s signed off by working at o]
training aids. They never received a standard ten percent tip. . .just a
hearty well done gaonodd fjYoobu tdhiedr ea, h

Jennyos -dell o Hair

RN submarine crews from SM6 were victualled in the galley too.
Transport from the dockyard used to take the ratings from the boats at
jetty five right up to the block for dinner. The wrens with theadof-
theline privilege unsettled the troops and sometimes it was further
aggravated. During one lunch period and finally served, a submarine
stoker went to take up a seat further down into the cafeteria which meant
passing the Awrhadbsentumedyodown ia thé boat .
and carried that wonder f ul odour
|l aggind and steamind boots were
attention of a dining wren who wa
you people wuld wash and change clothes before you come up here to
eat! o

The stoker came to a grinding halt and peered down at hiéotady
of scran that included a duff bowl full of lime jelly and whipped cream.

He very carefully lifted the bowl from histrayandnver t ed i t ,
.right on top of the brazen jenn
AfiHey Medusa. : .take yer cap off

continued on his way with a suttle grin as the entire galley of matelots
were in hysteris. The stoker was never traced and by next day, a
cordoned off area was erected consisting of brass stanchions and
upholstered cordage that dowsiggregated the wrens entirely from the
hands. A Duty P.O. was positioned to keep the peace but spent all his
time looking for the stoker who caused him to cane thisfoesd duty.

fiThe Bi no

During the days Staddcanawet ftanteen) was n o
fledgling, the lads would gather from both the surface fleet as well as the
iWe come uncleans. 0 The Bin (toda
pool room and doub-mastrs duong wdikig n c |
hours. As a wet canteen, teewas impromptu evenings when it was
announced at t he sDhoryial Ih eaafr tthhee rbed
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beanickleni te in the wet canteen at 1
This was done well after the married hands had gone homeShamifor
the day. And to emphasize the meager perks of the single hands, the bar
staff would stick a paper bag on the entrance door upon which was
wri t N&n BROWNBAGGERS A indicatiwEdD their
lunchtime conveyance for homemade sandwiches. But somém®w
buzz got round and there would always be a dozen of these letchers
charging through the door with tF
hand that would getyouatdhiyoad of @G oOi ckl e dr af
Submariners, in the meantime and usually on Sundayddveegin
with a sodébés opera | ed by Rodney
from Alderney who | would sail with in years to follow. He would stand
on a chair and direct the chorus. Rodney had an exceedingly long, black
beard full of dandruff with exnding greasy hair cared for with
Bryl creem and shal e oi-devemeleverd Bld n g
was slight, round shouldered, and very much a typical submariner. He
was always garbed for The Bin in a letagled coat and carnation, a top
hat, anda walking stick and would boldly declare that he was the other

ASmith brothero . . . as depictec
a tee, a nNwWpedi Agt manése except f
gal l opiné dandruf f.

On those Sundays, The Bin wi® only place in Halifax where a
mat el ot could get a wet, apart fr
Hum Mowdés. At Humdés, i f you spice

tea, it would arrive with your chinkeyosh encased in a sweat laden
teapott opped off with fArum and coke

The Foreign Legionnaires

One early grey afternoon when The Bin closed, a uniformed bunch
from Alderneydecided to play Foreign Legionnaires. They went into the
heads, tore off strips of toilet tigs and tucked them in dangling from the
backs of their cap$Stadaconp ar ade square to the
ground and dare anyone to encroach the square unless in an organized
party. . .even on a Sunday. These legionnaires felt they were very well

ogani zed so therefore fell in wit
bl oc k, (SM6 J. R.06s accommodati on
today.
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Meanwhile, the OOD at the main gate heard orders being barked on
this normally quiet Sunday afternoon and glycleft the offices to
investigate this unscheduled activity. As he approached the squad with
his duty crusher, he demanded that the Kkillick foreign legionnaire in
charge of this motley shower, march them to the main gate. The Kkillick

repli ed wnotnhsia uff®wi ,. : .squad an
further aggravated the OOD. He t
. squad. . . FIl ee! 0 and everybody
makeshift | egionnaire hats fetappi
dozen, two got apprehended and were briskly escorted to the main gate.
Aboutahakhour | ater in his office,

posh speaking voice on the calli
Lieutenant, HMS/mA | d e r and wenton to explain that he had
apprehended all of the people involved in the altercation. This delighted
the OOD. The First Lieutenant then requested sending two of his own
shore patrol personnel to the main gate to take custody of the two prisoner
legionnaires The OOD felt confident with this course of action and
agreed with the submission. As a result, two of the most presentable
legionnaires appeared at the gate ten minutes later now transformed into
spotl ess #20s, negatupbelesgaiteasstahdN&p s ,
wrist bands. In a very serious and forthright manner, they accepted
custody of the prisoners.

Alderneyp s First Lieutenant never kn
arrived back in the YewKay and everybody except the main gate staff
canohy guess to this day that the
foreign legionnaire 0

Buy scran...get beer too

Noting that both, the City of Halifax and especially the RCN in its
lack of compassion, had little if any for the provision of social life facility
for hairy bags. Apart from going to the gym for a swim, the library, or
scrounging enough money to go outlaat in a café, there was little that
one could do on those Sundays. As The Bin was shut down at 1400, the
palates had been whetted for more ale, so what to do next? So much like

speci al tea at Hum Mowds, ot her
theAcadian Hotel on Hollis St. Beer was foffiye cents a quart but only
if it was accompanied with the pu

was a ondadged AB gunner aboard tivaggie. He recallsthat the
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cheapest item on the menu was a cheese sanfwi@® cents, and as
long as there was an item of food on the table, two or three guys could
sit at it and were allowed to buy a beer. Well after about three quarts
each, the legalizing, peppered with fag ash, lone sandwich had already
curled its edges whd the cheese within it was showing beads of sweat
now equalized to room tempo.

On this day too, a frigate had just come in and a bunch of guys from
her came into the restaurant. Among them was this buff O.D. who Eddie
knew as he sat down to join the trlde was U.A. which meant that he
coul dnot So,while dtaring atehe sandwich, he propped his
elbows up onto the table and decided to yomp it. He was sbarvin T h e n
the group quickly got upset as the waitress appeareal,fré i r mi n g
you want beer, you gotta buy foood
ordering up a repl ace me n-bits shirtore s e
buying another quart.

Meanwhile, back at the School...

The T.G.2 course was passing in such a way that | was holding my
own. There were tough times when it came to the academic phases but
valve packing, hand fitting, moulding, and diesel repair made it a lot
more rewarding. In the offdurs on weekends, trips way out to the radar
station, RCAF Beaverbank, were ce
out there sure liked our presence and if one or two of the guys had a car,
we were on our way. Al ASunnyo S
didndét work right. Because there w
gear was on the same flywheel so he reasoned, which meant that anytime
we had to go fiastern, 0 we all jun

One night, Sunny went out to the Bedford Legmn his own and
something else broke down on his
leave the next day, so he left the car in the parking lot until he would
return to Halifax in two weeks' time. A couple of nights later, a bunch of

usgotintoanicemewer , 056 For-smokinra Wiyn
French who was also on leave and left the keys with me. We drove out
to Beaverbank in it, just knowing

way, quickly realized we were getting low on gas. Dan Dailey, lh Hu

Mechanic who was related to Sunny, was with us and knew that the car
was I n the Legionds gravel par k
Beaverbank, the Chevd just had t
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on fuel. We were all dressed up in suits and &ed eagerly, | crawled
under the car with a wrench and jerry can to drain the gas tank. As it was
getting dark, it wasndét going to
the tank and aim the gas into the jerry can. By feeling my way about
however, | nanaged to get the fuel flowing into the tank but some of it

trickled into my sl eeve. One of

under there Buster? Here, 106I1l1 gi
a flashlight or somet hiThgt 61ll rhe
Suddenl vy, the fAor somethingo | igl

and then grew brighter as | turned my head to see somebody's hand
holding a flaming Zippo lighter just starting to come under the rear
bumper. nAGet t hatheroedldia m tchriinegd ,o0 ue
out from under the car. | got out and darted away to safety as flames shot
up everywhere and !tbhastateddincandessence. i H

The car was engulfed as the fire department shortly arrived. Dan,
beingthefast al ker he was, didndt take
that everything was under control, he was the driver, the owner was his
brotherin-law, everything was just fine, and the fire truck could go home
now that the fire was out, andhy i ng fAThank you f
Whew!

As Sunny returned from | eave, h
Legion to see i f the car was alr|
the other night, and sheds right
an i nch, and you wonot have to w
anymore! o0 Sunny, thinking that Da

and went out there on the thumb returning later. With a smile, he wanted
to know why the steering wheel was made aewhow come the tires,
windows, and seats were gone, and who did the rusty, rustic paint job on
his pride and joy.

It wastimes like this though that made me feel good about matelots,
their sensitivity and theioftenweird senses of humour that was rare
any other society. My mind began to wander onto other challenges
feeling the security of being Al o
and the uniqueness of the life as a whole. | had met a few submariners
who returned for trades coursing from tewKay and was inspired
about their uniqueness too, and isolation, however still belonging to the
RCN. Equally, | admired the RN submariners for their camaraderie and
humour, and their mystical independence. There was a calling within me
to want to givetia try. There were combined allowances to the tune of
$120.00 a month for being in submarines that included foreign service
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allowance. It was a chance to return to England, and then maybe even
serve in Malta, Australia, or Singapore. . .but certainly lmatk in
Hali fax. That would be automatic
two and a half years and | could opt to return to general service. In 1962,
| submitted a request form. It read:

fiPermi ssion to be considered f

On the morning of the day the course had finished we were in the
classroom to receive our final marks. There was a different and subdued
feeling about everyone because the close ties and friendships we had
made over the past six months were coming terah Added to the news
of our accomplishments on the course, was the anxiety of wondering
where we were all getting drafted to. To sea for sure as that was the
stoker s6 bane, -dustres, sokne seamen anc theslike, |
who might end up with jos ashore in offices and in barracks. That was
not for us anyway. How does it go? Men belong on ships, and ships
belong at sea. After all . . .we are clankies, greasies, stokie boys, or bilge
rats, and quite frankly and unless you were married and evewdisaa
variable in many cases. . .t hat 0:¢
be. Senior (E)6s and Chief ERAOS

As the chief instructor was divvying out the numbers, there was a
knock on the classroom door and in sauntered mydorChief ERA,

Chief Lindsay, who was now the school chief. In his hands was a stack

oflegatsi ze forms held sideways, whi
chitso were in. He | ooked at the
face and ostaisdo mefilnbevwes ghere for ev
his gaze upon the class and cl ai m
instructor | ets you go for the da
chits and start doi ng \mebytomdr@dwT o
morning at 1100. Be here in the

asked and replied in one breath without even looking for a raised hand.
Who would, because at this point no one knew his destiny or when to
join his ship. There werealbsr t s of t hings on peo
wouldn't the queries start after you knew. That would make pure sense,
but not the case iBtadaconan those times.

ARi ght! o6, the chief Dbarked with
and as | call out youraame , cCome up and get
Bonaventure. .CouvelllLa Hulloise. . . Rostek'Gatineau . . Gagnon!
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Fort Erie. . .Brown! sputter, sputter, with a bigger smirk, . . .submarines.
report to RCN Depot as sdamh as
the quartermaster. . .Eme§ioux o0 . . .. and so it

Excited chatter began as a result of the good or bad news for which
every sea draft had varying affec
the skipper, or t he | hieh@BRA?? The a
machinery, whereds the ship headi
into refit or just comind out to

In the navy, all of these factors are the turnstiles of satisfaction or
discontent. There was no dickering about swappd dr aft s, o
or getting a ship that you wanted. It was done in complete surprise and
you went where they sent you. One factor was common though in that
you stayed on the east coast and | suppose, no matter where you were or
what you did, evemyring hinged on running from Halifax.

Meanwhile, | was in a split mind. My classmates looked at me and
tried to get a signal. Were they envious, were they chukklin wer e t
glad that |1 was and they werenot
how to react. | was leaving the RCN so it felt, and in a way that was
somehow comforting but one of wo!
My next time at sea would be irsabmarine . . .in another navy, and all
of the things that people said in the preceding months began to haunt me.
AYoubve gotta be out of your minc

| submitted the request . . theor f

hell do you wanna go boats for?

stinks, youbre at sea forever, yz

dondét come near me anymore.o . . Yo
Off I went in two lanes of anxiety tCN Depot on the third deck of

the Gunnery School. When | arrived, | quickly noticed that the
atmosphere of these offices was none like anything | had witnessed in
M.T.E. There was an air of quietness and efficiency with only a few

people who seemedcontee dl 'y busy. A kil lick
came toward the reception desk.
asked. Al 6m here to see Ch?dohé Po
killick sized me up and saw my G.
fOh yeah . . . you must be AB Bro
sai d . . . AFoll ow me this way! o

He led me into a tiny office, where seated looking down at masses of
draft sheets, was Chief Pollock. He laid down his pen and looked up at
t he ki Hislis Able Seaniiai Brown chief. Just finished T.G.2 at
M. T. E. Hebds th@Almneeglod ntbhd oahise f
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do Brown? Are you all ready fortlisd 6 Ges s o chi ef ! 0o |
In that case you can get on with your processing routin@nt you to

get a medical, do the Apot," and
Youbve got three days starting ¢t}
to the manual party P.O. and work for him the rest of the marning
thought al .testMent

Off 1 went and quickly | was turned to with bucket in hand. Above a
classroom door on a ladder, cleaning the upper window was another
volunteer, an AB stoker by the name of Rick Selka, someone who was to
become a close friend for many yearsdame.

| did as theChief said, and there was only a week to get ready to leave
Stad There was something else | had to consider and that was what to do
with my dr ums. |l didndét want to g
plenty of opportunity to playnem in the YewKay. | got them packed and
shipped from NSD in the dockyard. They would go overseas aboard
FurnessWi t h y 6 Mandhesiéras military drums to Liverpool and
then to HMSDolphin some six weeks later. The price for that meant
scrounging enougfor a mickey of rum and because there were several
pieces, | held onto the side drum that when in its canvas, looked like a
smalley kit bag.

Doingt he pot test was the Ayes/ no
listening appliances were capable of withstagdiuctuating ambient air
pressures. It was at the French Cable Wharf in Dartmouth where HMCS
Granby(the now engineless,gpowh er e Bangor 0Swee
a diving platform) was secured. Being wintertime, | can remember
entering the potwithaP1IMAho di dndt waste any
to 100 ft. It was the first time | had ever experienced such a sensation and
all I can remember is how he kept raising his thumb in the air assuring
me in a highpitched Mickey Mouse voice, that everything wasgalr
and my eardrums hadnodét pierced. W
if my ears were on me and not on him. After a pressure of 50 psi had been
attained, we equalized and in just seconds, the airtight exit door opened.
All of a sudden, this huge clowd fog filled the chamber and as | climbed
out of the pot into the snowy wintry air, there was a trail of steam going
up, back, besides, and in front of me. | began to walk up the hill, my
greatcoat emitting enough sstheam t
P1 scablifter shouted from the di

A scablifter is the title bestowed upon a medical rating in his capacity
as an assistant to a senior medical specialist or commissioned surgeon.
The term fAti ffy o retatoonthat ncaoysaldretaday, mi
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wrongly associate with as singling out a person from the Med A branch.
When the RCN had t hem, technical
wer e regarded as t h e -skiledvtgchrscal | o v
capability. Hencetey wer e dubbed as #dAti ffi
have a little fun, so Jack quickly labelled the sick berth attendants and
medical assistants as tiffies too. As included technicians and now
recogni zelWayast ififsfiiceks, 0 t hey thassi
maintenance of peoples' anatomies, the proficient issue of fsafies,
aspirins, and bandids, adroitly running shedrms inspections
whenever the Squadron M.O. said so, and were relegated to within a
fifteenrt houd t ol er anc e imymstitches to wingver a d
matelots after a punch up.

The next day, | did the P.S.0O.,-called Mental Test and was
mystified at some of the question
you?0 or ADo you prefer ground gl
Replies came back from the examining officer whose conclusions cited
that Al didndt mind shining brigh
Then | was instructed to ADraw an
by fANow do one ofmytahateursketphasalitiesel s ¢
produced an image of a guy in a suit and tie, smoking a pipe. In capturing
an impression of the fairer gender, | drew a very tantalizing young lady
in a bathing suit. The rational e
Browni s conservative, but shows a
suppose the assessor came to that conclusion because | chose to draw on
first. Then written in red pencil at the bottom of the second sketch, was
the observation: AMarrdcdiexmglddys t e

So, before the journey to the YewKay begins and as the barracks, fleet
school, parade square and roadways of HNB&laconare now fresh
in the mind of the reader . . .it is timely in recalling of another departure
from St ald jast a few maths after | left, an event was to take place
that would witness the skills of pillage and plunder in generously
contributing to naval history for many, many years to follow.

The Shovel

Within the Maritime Command Museum in 1998, there was a
contemporary exhibit well regarded among submariners but through the
course of four decades, had languished into a neaeminty within the
skimmer fleet. During the nightonthe23f February 195¢
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and Petty Of Stadacenais ©® o rMmaslisl yi nr ef er 1
Block, was burned to the ground save the skeleton of its brick walls. All
of the inhabitants escaped without injury due to the quick response of the
fire sentry, Abl e Seaman Raymond
memorabilia, ad personal belongings went up in smoke but had it not
been for the sharp awareness of
been more catastrophic. So the homeless, bastacichion inmates
were now consigned to AFO0O Bl ock,
the hill in Stadacondoward the dockyard. It was therefore quickly seen

as a necessity, that the Chief and Petty Officers were in desperate need
of modernized accommodation and perks that should remain parallel to
their status.

Work began on the consttion of a new mess that faced onto
Barrington Street i mmediately adj
H.M.C. Dockyard. Conforming to tradition, a shovel was implemented
in the ATurning of the first sod.
Barracks HMCSStadaconavas bestowed with the honour of doing so
on 26th September, 1961. A prominent tally plate was attached to the
business end of the implement, whereupon etched were the details of the

Commodoreds garden wor k. Awabuldso t
be regarded and paid tribute to f
was exhibited asanehi spl ay sy mbol of the (

foyer of the onceompleted mess. As otherwise discernible mess
members came and went by the trophy caseone really paid much
attention to a simple garden tool that bore a brass tally commemorating
the event. After all, it was only a shovel and no matter which Commodore
was in charge of RCN Barracks, the guard of the day had the undeniable
authortytorci de and Decl are, fAYes ple
a need. Let them have a new mess!

Part 1. . .the cunning of Andy Mad¢ean and his mates

In April of 1963 and by then, there were a few mess attendees who
thought that the shovel did besagnificance. And so it came to pass that
because trophies are displayed as symbols of success and
accomplishment, it also meant that such hallmarks had a certain amount
of heraldic and historic value. If this were to be the case, then such a prize
waswot h absconding with. The cCcoXxsw
SubmarineAlderneywas CPO Andy Maclean, who by his flamboyant
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but unwitting initiatives was to lead the introduction of a threaded larceny
throughout the world that would extend for over thirtyrgedhe story
was to begin.

Alderneywas based on the Halifax Station of th®& Submarine
Squadron and after a successful and lengthy exchange programme with
the RCNOGs Atlantic Command, she
the YewKay for major refitAs Coxswain Maclean and some of his
messmates were waiting for motor transport to the dockyard to board the
submari ne, t hey el usively oni ck
submarine tradition and efteviousness of the like, it was an appropriate
thing to . Later in the day as the boat backed out from Jetty 5 in the
dockyard, mess staff watched with inquisitive interest from the windows
on Barrington St. Then in bewildered surprise, someonalderney s
bridge began boldly waving what appeared to look lik.a shovel. The
mess staff quickly ran to the trophy cabinet to find that where the shovel
was, now installed was a box of Tide dhobey dust and a pair of mankey
shitnicks.

Several days after the crossing, the submarine drew alongside HMS
Dolphin in Gosport England. The shovel was then transported to an
analogous stowage for display . . . ashorBatphind €hiefs 'MessIn
compl i menting t he i nscription
accomplishment, a surmounting brass tally bore the inscription:

OMi sappropriated by the so
HMS/ m Al derney, 10 April 1¢

The lark had started! Later in the year, HM&8abaskanvould visit
Portsmouth, England where vengeance would ensue. Abloareast
bound tribal class destroyer was
personal interest in the shovel as his recent job ashore®\eagd on the
Stadd mess ¢ o mitderheypineh. Adaompianied bytthie e
Buffer, Petty Officer Sid McNevinthey went on their mission. Bud

FI anagan recall s: il had no help
in the Chief ®dphithes submarme bddd across the
harbour from Portsmouthdés H. M. D

and bothinundbr m we headed for AKingods

t he Admiral 6s barge was berthed.

had to get t®olphinfor an important conference. He then agreed to ferry

us across t@olphinpierhead. We arrived about 140tdanquired where

the mess was from the O6pierhead
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discover that when we got to the mess, lunchtime had come and gone,
the bar shut and the mess completely empty.
There on the bulkhead was mounted the shovel so laisegphenny
coin as a scresdriver to get it adrift. As we had brought our burberrys
with us, it would be easy to hide the spade. And then, because the Main
Gate was much closer to the mess than the pierhead and a chance of
catching a boat back, it would brich easier to go out the gate and catch
a bus over to the civvy ferry terminal instead. Once back over in Pompey,
Sid, the shovel and I, started to hit the pubs to show off our prize but we
almost lost it. In one of the pubs, a patron contacted the poes$ but
instead we quickly repaired back
support. At 0900 the next morninq
G. I . and Chief Bos6nods Mat e. . :
Cabi n. 0 CodnPegeCHNntowanda by the time we got to his cabin
door, found that the press was onboard in looking for the story. We did
so while pictures were taken etc. but after the press left, the skipper said,
AYou two get back i nto myiotacdnd n n
a O0supreme blast adé shitdé for not
and invited us to sit down and join him for a wet. By the time we sailed,
a couple of attempts had been made fromDbphinChi ef s & Me
re-acquire it but they faik On the way out of harbour, the C.O. had the
shovel hoi sted at the 6éyard, as
Har bour at the end of the trip.o
The shovel had been successfully retrieved and a third inscription
was tacked on. It read:

0 R-appropriated by HMCS Athabaskan DDE 219."
0 R-aeppropriated by the sods of Atha - bee,
17 October, 1963."

On arrival in Halifax,Athabaskarsecured at Jetty 5 also the berthing
jetty for SM6 submarines. Some days later, a ceremony took place that
would see goint marching contingent being formed on the jetty by none
other than Chief G.I. Flanagan who had also-granged a shovel
reception with thé&StadacondlC & PO6s Mess Presi dent
recovered trophy was chained and padlocked to PO George Raéris
wrist, he,ailmeg¢ scort ed by two other pet!H
6shoul der 6. Foll owing the escort
Athabaskab s Chi ef and Petty Officers
noisy, clanging mess traps to provide mamasic. Behind them, were
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two uniformed submarine chiefs who in an upright position, each

supporting a boat h ook mysterio
Admiral s barge which | ay at the
bet ween the boaty hoglks owasag, 0N$
submarine service. Following the colour party were the senior rates of
H.M.S/mAuriga, the boat that had since relievkldierneyon station.

The parade moved off and up the dockyard roadway exiting through
North Gate onto Baington St. Civilian police were closed up to hold
traffic so that the contingent could march south on Barrington without
interruption to the front entrance of tBéadaconaness. On arrival, the
steps leading into the mess were seen to be lined witbromgfl mess
members sporting plastic shovel s
renewed with closer attention to safeguard, led well into the mess to
where the shovel would be returned to a new and ksgtarred display
cabinet now rdocated deep into €hmess instead of at the front entrance.

In attendance were, the Commodore and Commander Johnston, both of
RCN Barracks, the Commander SM6, C.O. H.M.S/#uriga,
Commander Hinton, C.O0. HMC&thabaskan Danny Cram, mess
presi dent C&P Gtadacompang & large Bhower of mess
members.Cdr Johnston stowed the shovel. All Canadians present
applauded with cheer while the Br
bar was opened and stayed that way till very late and into the night and
early morning. Bud recunt ed | at er : AUnf ortu
assured Hinton earlier . . . he was under the impression that in order to
march up to Stadacona on Barrington St., we had cleared permission with
the Admiral (we had to march past his office windows) and théaal

City Police, but | failed to on both accounts. So | got another blast . . .
then foll owed by another wet. o0

The fourth inscription on the shovel was then tattooed with the
acclamation:

oReturned to proper owners an
ol ndians of Stado
0 St o we @dr Bohnston, 8 November 1963."

In anticipation ofA u r i dppaduse to YewKay nearly a year later, a
replica shovel was then resurrect
away with the real one and as it arrived bacbBalphin, it wascarted
back up to the Chiefsd mess once
di splay in such a way that secu
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compared to what a woulge thief in theDolphiniwet so0 was
confronted with. The fifth inscription on the sledwas to read:

0 R-emisappropriated by the Kippers of
HMS/M Auriga, 10 September, 1964."

The replica was now also up for grabs and the travelling stories of the
shovel (s) continued now, by anoth
successful. The nextap for the genuine shovel was one that extended
temporary ownership to a third continent. It was to abscond but remain
south of 0 lat. and around tMeredies Pacificunfor over ten years.

Many fAAussi ®dphinin thef midsixtiesadnadudinghat
Oz submariners removed it froBolphin to HMAS Penguinin Sydney
but failed toinscribe of their feat. As it arrived down under, the shovel was
then displayed on the bul k hPergun o f
barracks which indicated that t h
over 6 by gaining e nHMSDolphimto makeetheCh i
pinch.

There it remained for nearly a
Submarine Squadron. Above it, was some kind of a foolish crayon
drawing of two very pleased and
UNITED. Was this an indicatimthat the spade had been shipped south
via airmail? Soon after, and in the interests of commonwealth relations,
it was wilfully transported to New Zealand on a good will visit by
HMS/m Taciturn. On arrival, it was presented to the wet canteen at
HMNZS Philomel the Kiwi naval base in Auckland. The recipients were
trustingly instructed to take care of it and display it in their bar for sailors
from around the world to see . . .and fetch if you will. The times and dates
of changes of hands and ownership aot recorded but what is surely
known is where the shovel was. Within the next 2 to 3 years, it was to
return to Sydney at HMA®latypusb u t Aitheyo too, N
message of the accomplishment. The next recorded theft was from
H.M.A.S. Platypusto YewKay in 1969. It read:

09 Jan 1969
ONicked from the dinks of Pl &
pomms of spare crew and Tr um
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And to this point having now projected well into time, the visit to Part
2 of the worldwide travels and adventures of the shovel stalltinue
later as much more evolves.
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CHAPTER FIVE

SUBMARINES - A GODLY PURPOSE

oLi ke the destroyer, the subr
has created its own type of officer

and man with languages and traditions

apart from the rest of the service,

and yet atthe  heart unchangingly of

the Service. 6

Rudyard Kipling
(The Fringes of the Fleet, 1915)

| been married and accompanied, | would have sailed by steamer.

Now that would have been a change!tdavel was taking over and

in the early sixties, the trastlantic liners were dwindling to the big
ones only, like th€® u e eandsti@Jnited StatesWe arrived in Marville,
France, the RCAF fighter base, to find out thatth# C9 o6 b o x c a
RCAF Larga, Nottinghanshire woul dndét depart u
went over to the AA/ C6bs messoOo whe
sailord6s warsuit, the drinks wer €
tell me t hat there was an RAF 1
Lyneham to the west of Londgrand if | was anxious to get to YewKay
| should go out and ask if | could get a flip. The A/C took me out onto
the ramp where the Dakodé was and
AFl ight steward?o | tthatahisgvasta V.1.P. .
flight, I said, AAny chance of g
AiCan you sweep floors and make te
because it would put me in the south of England much earlier than
planned.

Iflew overseas from Trenton in a
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We took off & d I wi shed I had t hat fih
t

di scovered that 6pigeons6 wused
housewi f e. AOnly in England you
still using | oose orange pekate! 0

Lynham. The broom was worn out and all the tea got scuppered. It was
now time to get a train to London.

Remembering Ahowo

Waiting on the platform at nearby Swindon in Wiltshire, the
excitement of being in England again was overwhelming. It seemed like
ages ago that | had left 'ole blighty', and | was anxious to see if | could
find my way back to 18 Belmont Grove in Chiswitlgot off the train
in Paddington Station and took a tube. All you had to do was remember
what colour the O6Line was and wh
Line and Ealing Broadway or Richmond on the front of the train told of
its westbound destinamo At Turnham Green, | got off and the
familiarities of urban London flooded me in memories. The clickety
clack and the dynamo whir of the
evening air. The smell of malt vinegar, fish and chips and guiness wafting
abawt € t he s o uyrodourafrthe #58 doekddecker heading
to Acton as it zipped by on Chiswick High St. This all made it seem that
| had never left England at all. Little had changed except that the bomb
ruins were all but disappeared and a few rwdings now stood in
place. Seeing nan and granddad for the first time in all of those years was
to be my last time. BeyonBolphin and the short years that followed,
they were to pass away. Wit hout
began to feel thd was the last family tie to England.

In the morning, | had found my way to 1 Grosvenor Square in the
heart of London, and HMCS8liobe,t he RCNG&s Headqgu:
United Kingdom. | reported in early and none the worse for wear. | was
introduced to thé&illick writer, LSAW George Stark who was to become
a longtime acquaintance and the resident memorabilia chandler in
Halifax when he retired many years layer. It was a delight to be spoken
to instead of hollered at for a change. As well, he crossed hywpigh
a Acaswual, o along with a chit th
issue of a carton of Exports, a f
encouraged with an assuring an independent feeling. | suddenly realized
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that there were perks to shmnew adventure and it was now time to head
for Pompey. Now where did that name ever come from?

Not knowing Ahowo

Born of the teaching that i f yol
issued with two answers. In the name of Pompey the Great, a Roman
General who opposed Caesar and fought the Mediterranean pirates didn't
seem to jive with things Angi&axon. The more realistic explanation
was a drunkarddbés inarticulate att
Point, o0 the good inadendays howkeownds t
AnOl d Portsmouth.o This is the for
gut of Pompey Harbour . . .or outbound from where the Wright and
Logan photographs of ships leaving harbour are taken, even the ones
from the RCN.

My first mistake was getting off the train at the wrong station. Armed
with two kit bags, a suitcase ful

. drum, | ended up standing at a bus stop at the Guild Hall,

\;@&1’ right in the middle of the city. | soon found out thatita
i got off the train at the next stop at Portsmouth Harbour, |
(%2 %% would have been on the waterfront, somewhere near
where ships and submarines would naturally be . . .I
supposed. After two bus rides, the first one being the
wrong one, | got to the ferry parin landing at Pompey
Hard, where | could now clearly see about a dozen submarines across the
harbour near a building with a largedip marquis board that read H.M.S.
DOLPHIN. All I had to do now was cross the harbour on the Gosport
Ferry, | thought . .take a left, and walk what looked like no more than a
thousand feet. Not knowing that the historic Haslar Creek penetrated
inland from where the submarines were to a distance of over a mile with
no bridges, | then found out that another bus ran just andeur that
got you toDolphin main gate.

Two hours had now passed since | got off the train and finally I arrived
at the gate. With little discussion and a flash of my I.D. card, the sentry
| et me pass with the dir ecanithen,
seafront 6éere and report yoreself

minit wawk! Roight o6den? Off | tr
cockney, only to find that when | got to the Colinade, | was in the wrong
place. The duty crushersimar | y sai d, fiNah Canac
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ta Dawlfin Two.Naa 6éer eds wotyado! Go awl
gate, make a roight . . .donodot go
roight?? hethee! . . . Wawk fer anuvva foive minits, and thebeayr e g u
: Dawlfin Two 6ard on t h-dawst a\
den, Canadal! o

By now, three hours had passed since getting off the train, and looking
back at Pompey city on the other
| now got some help. The duty crusher said that | could take a cart to
hump my bags in, with the complete urstending that | sign for it. .
.which meant more walking to return it. Off | wentBoIphin II, after
breaking the pencil point and mee
and brewery horse, pushing this oxen cart with wooden spoked wheels. |
arrived at feezing cold Turbulent
Block a halfhour later, dumped off
my bags, and abottirned to return
the cart. My shoe leather was quickly
wearing out. Submarine training was
to begin sharply the next morning
and immediately, being spoken to
instead of holleredt, was to be short
lived, but that night, I met my
classmates to be.

The Tanko . . . AT
deep. . . breat

It always struck me funny that the
first thing you did in learning about
submarines, was how to escape from
60em. O first daly, i we were
marched to the Submarine Escape
Tank Trainer, (S.E.T.T.) and if you were successful by overcoming this
obstacle, you were committed and there was no turning back. Strangely
too, if you passed the test in the challenge of submarine esgaype
became aware of the quality of your physical and mental capabilities and
felt indoctrinated into the underwater realm in making you very apart
from your former brothers in general service. The telikerconstruction
consisted of ten decks, accessiby a lift that surrounded the tank itself.

It was fitted with a complete replica of a submarine escape compartment

i The -THMSRolphin
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with a canvas twill trunk at the bottom, 100 feet below the surface. Inside,
was a diving bell that could rise or descend to any contrdibggdh. At

the thirty and sixtyfoot levels, there were two compartments, or locks,
through which trainees would emerge in preliminary training. Adjacent
and isolated from the tank structure was another replica that typified the

gun tower of a submarine.adi f i ed and doubl4dng
man escape. 0 It was on t Hoetdeep nt h
reservoir at the 100 ft. tanktop

The tank staff had a complete regard for safety. In attestation, when
one peered dowto the bottom from the tanktop, there were as many as
half a dozen instructors who swam about freely and popularly known as
Aswi mboys. o0 Unlike fish in their
subsist with trapped asupply from side blisters ordm the bell. The
sight of these calmly immersed sufp@rmans would certainly help to
remove any trepidation of doing a

We did the pot once more, and as much as | assured the instructor that
| had already been that route . Ge t yore coloni al
6Canadad, demanded this dhief whosethame was Mallows
and would later become my coxswain Afliance The RN did have
something in common with the RCN. They too, had a capability in
demandi ng standdhe cogtenuof yidwd bowels into your head
gear, 0 so | shatinit and got into
doing it again. After passing that one successfully as | thought | would,
it was much less alarming than it waszanby. Was his an indication
that it was acclimatizing you?

Later, we completed the 6dryéo
AArturus Downo, starring Coxswali
submariners before us who shall for eternity, remember the phrase,
AArturngs .cal Il.iAr t ur u deataraihcludedagriore T |
recent demonstration in escaping from a sunken submarine called,
AGrampus On Patrol .o This was to
some contemporary submariners including LSEM Brian Dagenais, a
RCN stoker. The fact that @Ahe was:c
sense of purpose.

In the afternoon, it was finally time to get wet. This was to be the most
sensational encounter with the elements that anyone could ever imagine
but it tdutwitma8suranse Sidney Sidebottoms, more endeared
as Alnsipid Sido because of his
doing the gurtower escape. This phase was done as a gentle introduction
that when pressures equalize underwater, opening afhatclan escape
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tower is easier than doing it out of the water. We climbed up into the
tower to find that many, oh so many, had been in here before. Pre
engineered and in red stencilidtering, clearly marked were
instructions as to where to put youetén order that the mass volume of

two people could safely squeeze into the tower without losing a leg or a
hand when the | ower hatch was st
FOOT HERE . . . RIGHT FOOT HEREO
did, and as the lower hatcha# shut, it was now time to flood up and
equalize. | was the first man and in flooding up, the content of trapped
air allowed us to breathe as well as equalize with the depth of water above
the upper hatch. At the tap of a signal from outside, | becamiédieesd

in thought, convinced that theneretons of water above me. | nervously
opened the hatch and because of the air in my vest, went rushing out of
the tower, goggles came off, cracked my head on the hatch handle, and
swallowed a gallon of water. bfind myself in a tub of water no deeper
than the level of the hatch, and a series of tossing heads from three
swi mboys. ANevad you moind o6Cana
learned to take charge of my emotions the hard way, by banging my head.
. .insteadf using it.

Training went on through the next day after doing ascents from the
thirty and sixtyfoot locks, and now it was time for the big one . . .two
Afree as c e n tfoptdockl Bsampes were dond.ddrthed in MK.

5 S.E.IL.E. suit, one being edsdemanding tower exit and the second, as
aGodf earing O6rush escaped6 from t he
into two, and we mustered in the escape compartment at the base of the
twill trunk to do the O6rush esca
alarming rate as the ambient air temperature and pressure quickly
increased. In short time, the canvas twill trunk quivered, indicating that
the compartment was equalized and the tower lid was open that provided
the 20 second or so ascent to the top etaink, albeit, a long and distant,
hundred feet away.

Procedure was that as your turn neared to the base of the ladder going
up into the tower, stationary br e
the mouth and handed from one man to the next as theaersmeduced
through the tower. Further instruction, and to be hygienically polite, was
to give the unit a quick rinse in the water before you handed it back.
Al nsi pido was the man ahead of m
had difficulty with toothbushes and making visits to dentists throughout
his lacklustre but youthful life span. He had teeth just like the piano
keyboard back at the Seagull Club in Halifax. One white . . .one black . .
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.one yellow. . .one missiuwmmggemwiftrh
the foot pedals. He preferred not to be polite by choosing not to rinse the
B.U. | was gasping for breath and so inserted this warm, spongy, rubber
mouthpiece into my gob. Oh, the joy to the palate of what | had bore
witness to,idosmiling Alnsip

It was now my turn, and at the very loud exchange of communications
with the o6tanktopd of fMarcready,intf@hi e f
hundred-f oot Tlbek! c0ame the reSpanéby!
St andby!-tap.. .taptap,.cane p mallic noise from someone
banging on some metal, somehakeer e
a good . . . afderedgthe instructor, dnd levant umderdthe
water and into the tower with about a fityund air pressure in my
lungs. | shot out fothe hatch and was quickly seized by two swim boys
who looked me over and now jabbed me in the stomach with outstretched
fingers . . . the signal to start blowing out. | instantly remembered what
Chief Mall ows had said i rurlipshaed c | :
just blow out like a brown hatter's whidtlére-arranged my mooghst
like a destitute goldfish and began to blow out, while bubbles surrounded
everything from my neck up. Then | was released and went soaring away,
all the while being watched closely by the swimmatgvill swimboys.
The exhilaration of speeding thrdughe water to the bright light and
fresh air on the surface is something that no submariner can ever forget,
and all the while remembering to
put 1t . . . AMuch better to have
surface like a champagne cork high into the air, | was still blowing out
great volumes of air.?da@%mereawasi
| fell back onto the water, upped the gag relief on my life vest, and swam
to the side of the tanktop with aratge mix of bewilderment, while
chuffed with myself. 1 had done it, and the work of the instructors
throughout those two days removed the one enemy of this adventure . .

Fear! Once that was el iminated,
Tank 0O

A short period of adjustment

Now that we had been indoctrinated and our worth tried, being in
Dolphinll and training for submarines was quite a change from what any
Canadian matelot was accustomed to. It required some personal
adjustment. When it came timedo and eat,
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the scran was typically English. Bet that the menu for every dinner
and supper was exactly the same everyday but provided some variety
except with three choices. Roast of beef with mushy peas, snake and
sidney pie with mushy peas, or toadthe hole with of course, mushy
peas. They could all be accompanied with chips, chips and more chips,
so many that it made our arseholes turn square. And if you asked for more
chips, the chef would ask, ADO6 vya

Macaroni, as any Canuak Italian would attest, will usually arrive
all smothered in cheese. Not Dolphind s Vul can gal |
Di scover that thereds macaroni a
raisins and plenty of milk and nutmeg Voila! Macaroni duff. Not too bad
and ather tasty and some might disagree. One day a wayward Canadian,
who becomes better known on a later page, had already loaded up on a
roast beef dinner but as he neared the end of the steam line where all the
duff was, in borvivant delight he spotted threacaroni. Being ravenous
of the unforeseen and copious supply of tubular pasta that stood waiting
to be pounced upon, he ladled three heaping scoops of the sticky stuff
right on top of his alreadymmpi |l ed
m-d el i cieonused, as hé jackstayed his payload of vittles to a
vacant seat at a table amidst the many other diners ipaitieedout
galley. Our Canuck sat down and commenced to yomp his mountain of
groceries in suddenly realizing the cagh. Meanwhile, all eyes ave
upon him in unbelievable amazement but in concealing his quandary, he
vigorouslyyaffled it all like he was really, really enjoying it.

Meanwhile. . . back at the Block

Digs in the twestorey Turbulent Block offered the barest of
necessities. Undstandably, so built for the sole purpose of providing a
minimum of shelter ashore for wari me fimot or t opedo
this formerly HMS Hornet there was little to be had in comfort
necessities. A series of messdecks on two decks enclosedrsuiated
brick walls, designed with eight men to each space. Being the winter, it
was colder indoors than it was outside in urging me to get my other
bl anket out of my kit bag.-wobhonk e
cortisene decks was what one was to adpstt but t hat wa
major problem. Hot water supply was. The communal showers being in
very limited supply, meant that if you lost the race to the first four guys
who had theirods, you could | ook
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only way to livewith that predicament was by getting up in the middle
of the night and beatind 6éem all
well-needed sleep, instead | could abstain for the purpose of getting
accustomed to |ife in submmthenes
weekends.

And then came the classrooms. The methods by which the Royal Navy
operated were very traditional and often behind that of the RCN.
Cl assrooms wer en 06-heatedsahookbuilding, bat ac e
series of oneoom wooden huts with door, two windows, a chalkboard
and about ten desks. Each had a-tioadl, potbellied stove to keep you
busy stoking it up well before class would start to be reasonably warm
but with stinging, watering eyes throughout the winter weeks.

Submariners to be

The lads on the other hand were full of personality, some outlandish
while most were witty characters. Smartly dressed . . .sarcastic, original,
eccentric, patriotic, cleverly silly, confident, scheming, shrewd and
aesthetically crude. bst were intelligent, very proud of their navy, and
moreso now by going into submarines of their own will.

Stan Wyatt, a killick sparker, had a classy Norton motorbike and

explained how he always took it i
tupagaist t he mantl epiece in her si
pinched. Georgy fAGoosed Largueds

fifty -eight and had decided to marry again. The Goose maintained that
on the big day, he would attend the wedding in DiptorrfiNmnberland,

and give Mother Goose away to her new husband. Ron Elliot was
possessed in making strange and funny noises. His pet game was to stray
on his imaginary flam¢hrowing tanks over his civvy suit before he went
ashore. He would walk along Southdéront and prepare himself each

ti me he was about to pass by an ¢
aim his torch, and with derisory noises, blast away at the elder. When the
deed was done and to his satisfac
flami 4gr@nny in a state of incineratibro

Two-badged Abl e Seaman, AMad Mi ck
southern Irishman from Dublin who had no cause for the IRA. Mick was
known to all submariners and t he

a T h o u s a mihis Bpantaae®pus will and with his rubbery facial
features, he entertained us with everybody from Laurel and Hardy, to

141



Prince Phillip andPinocchig or maybe Pope Pius Xll. Mick was
hilarious. He was the epitome of a matelot who was tall, had blond curl
hair, and in uniform, wore his cap at the familiar wprdof square and
tilted slightly aback. (the mark of sea going sailors) And too, with a seven

seas crease in his bells that yol
his naval career in the IhdNavy and had the distinction of sailing in that
shortl i ved mobds single corvette. M

where we learnt that he made serious efforts of having one, or two, or
three, in every port from Rothesay, to Port Said, to Fremamtteeven
Greenl and. He was witty and was :
One day as he had just saluted a passing Commodore, Mick had taken
note that below all of the gold braid that adorned the peak of his cap, this
officer had an extremely largeauthful of ivories. Mick observed of

hi m, AJust | i ke a Japanesled ea mi r
goindéd sailor he was, who played g
and knew every word from every S
earring,a black onyx stone on his left pinky, a gold ID bracelet, a Rolex
submariner, and among many others, a tattoo of a shitehawk on the back
of his right hand . . .and at sea
away.

How it came to be

There are two things that need attention here before some old
traditions and priorities are lost through time; the earring and shanties. |
describe Mick as justified in wearing an earring and weighing his live
wire and aggressive personality. In my expece there was a handful
of RCN matelots who wore an earring and that was seen as an admired
symbol for sailind round the O0HO
mal es 1 s against regul ations i n =
overwhelming result o€ivilian fashion, fad, and vanity. But in getting
the record straight, who was really first?

It was the custom for seamen to wear a single gold earring pierced in
the | eft ear for it was said to
medical opinion woul ever support the theory is not a concern, for they
would never agree with anything you do to your body except take care of
it anyway. It is a fact that in the days of prizé ght i ng, 0se
seeing that their man was in an exhausted condition,dnmté his left
ear and draw blood. Accordingly, the bettors and other onlookers agreed
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that this rough treatment had the desired effect of bringing the fighter
quickly into action again. Did it really work?

Mi ck sang ditties ainallsHisdiarsionsmp e r
AMagMae, 06 AMake Fast the Dinghy, O
AThe Chatham Ladieso as exampl es
original untamed versions along with symbolisms that would stir any
civilian or Jennywren, both in eaand stomach.

Songs in the navy webitfersmeol lye
the audience gathered around the vocalist as he would stand on the fore
bitts . . . the socket of the mainmast . . . and perform.-Bitters were

al so known ass, of O oo nteheYeféi r st | in
ye jolly sailor men, and | isten t
wonot detain you l ong. 0 Shanti e

mercantile navies and are based on African spirituals. They came about
soon after the abolition of slavery when many blacks were out of work
and took jobs on merchant ships sailing from New Orleans and other
ports. When at sea, they found themselves longing for their homes on the
plantations and sang old spirituals that rexhliheir shanties to them:
hence the word, from the French,

Fire Brigade are we??

When you were duty in Blockhouse, it simply meant that security and
frewat ch were the priorities. I t O s
facilit i es di dndot match to combat moc
technological means of extinguishing fires. Everybody was armed with
no less than a billy club and if a fire should ensue, meant dragging out a
spoked twewheeled horse cart that was ladeith hoses, spanners and
a couple of portable extinguishers. Here we go again in cursing the
opportunistic officer who transformed the matelots into horses at
Victoriads funeral. Such was the
fire erupted in the harlbw between two #oats. No doubt, somebody
had flicked a lit butt into some fuel polluted seawater. If water was
needed on the jetty to provide area or surface cooling, dugaee
portable seawater pump fitted on another handcart was drayed to the
proximity of the fire. The first requirement after flashing the turbine was
to drop the suction hose into Haslar Creek off the jetty to muster a flow
of seawater. It worked great at high tide but any level three feet below it
simply affirmed the laws of physi@end maximum suction lift. No pump
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in the world was capable, so if the tide was out or on its way, gave little
alternative than to call the local Gosport Fire Brigade. Then in
anticipation of their anxiety and unfamiliarity among the several
submarines, gont t o the one thatoés engu
with smoke and announce with so0me
the onel! 0

Domestically, we were to remain
aye ready. 0 When duty, \vidBloek)xthest ec
grot also designated for transi el

make It home at night. On doubl e
but not in, we were to stretch out for our few short hours, fully dressed
and ready to go. Withavt c hcoat , boot s, bel t &

ensure that your feet were propped up on the bedstead frame so as not tc
soil the mattress covering, using your yellowing white cap as a pillow. If
your booted feet dropped onto the pit, you could bet tleatltiy P.O.
woul d be on 6éem with a stick in |
were allowed to keep our hands in the watchcoat pockets that we signed
for on our tour of duty every four days. Those coats were choice . . . worn
daily by different people,@h only enough in sl ops
to send them to ASunbeam, the cle
scabies or bedbugs after a night
di dndot take much to Canadians.

.. .And other naval amusemerg
The Wrens

Friday nights was ACanadaknoWwn ght
NAAFI Club in Pompey that was spaciously spread out in several large
rooms on a single floor, hence the jest in name. Word got out about this
jovial and enticing weekly escapade. It becampauular that as many
as fifteen Canucks would show up for the evening whether they were on
a boat, in Blockhouse, Bolphinll, or even spare crew. The jenny wrens
in tow were generally doggo, and from the north of England or Scotland.
Because a train jooey up the line for the weekend was either too far or
too expensive, they would opt to remain in Pompey for the weekend. The
goodlooking ones whose homes were in the south were duty on the
weekend, so that provided a nice balance of dollies interspansedg
t he fAdr agon ®uwingdhe dances, they wese all open game,
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they often gave the I mpressio
care for this dance | uv?20o |
shedd rte a statemenilikestipn n d
, |l dondt wanna dance with h
Across the street was HM3utchessof Keliar r acks, (t he
or to us at the Ranc Hwashdddyfocthems s
to nip over and chaye their lagging to whatever was best suited for the
eveningbs plan or better yet.

— —h
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Getting back aboard

Getting back to the Fort at nights, often presented a problem. At
midnight, the last Gosport Ferry had sailed and theS?.Boat from
Vernonpierhead had packed up by 2330. One option was thefout
schedul e, APink Boato that was
doreyman when he felt like it. The fare was 2s.and 6d aboard this like
pai nt ed woode Ranestiyoufsirfer adneal yf car ocsrse
Keep yer 6éands in the boat at awl
thank you very much! o

Other more reliable services were desperately required, and it
woul dndédt come as a result deotbget he
the maximum of kip, and grab the first P.A.S. boat in the morning without
having to trek through Portsmouth or Southsea, meant being on the
pierhead by 0615 sharpwo- or threeTon class minesweepers from the
woodpecker fleet were usually seedratVernon pierhead. With the
availability of these Afl oating
cash to be made by people in to
have been AFawlty. o0 The duty wa
prominenly on the jetty that bore an advertiseménfT ea and a
Si xpence! Cl eAs wddd byt DPPSro up t

B
d a
[

freezing cold and often wet, weod
focobsl e. fAWhat a zoo! owerBkigpedautanner
tabl es, the deck, benches or an)

between. In the dimness of the mess were resonating snores and grunts
t hat were diffused with everybody
It was worse thanthe Leoppb s Den i n the O6Home
what seemed to be a very short and uncomfortable night, by 0600, there
was this thundering voi Getupt.Ipiast ho
.and pay fWerthenyall surfaced iard ddvé into this
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steaming pot of tea to try to get the cold out. There was never enough tea,
so we shared, we paid our tanners and at the invitation to that brusque
6directdé, the heads were al ways o

The .303 reappears

And all the while, there was alwaygime that you had to get nailed.

I did, for on a noonday exit to
the Gate and a short distance along the Spithead embankment. Endearec
by submariners all, and appropri :

went for apint and a bite to eat and showed up in work dress. Much to
our surprise and in the pub was the training officer foiphin II. His
name was fAShonkeyo Nor rchosen thraugho s e
the large and dynamic dimensions of his proboscis featte eyed us

while we bellied up but nothing was to be said until Hands Fall In at
1315. As far as Shonkey was concerned, we were run on divisional
of ficerods defaulters and charged
Orders. Not only were we outside tgate during working hours. We
were ashore in work dress. That d
the equivalent of the RCNoO6s #50s.
por tDolphinmeemed a | ot diQofweallisparade t h a
square. Nbbecause of the rifle, but because this was punishment aimed
at the individual, not a whole p
timing right.

A little persuasion

Six weeks had passed and by the end of March, we had been instructed
in Part |, basicsubmarine construction and systems, equipment and
routines in general. The method at that time was to be issued with reams
of system sketches, operational and technical instructions and notes that
we were required to paste and catalogue into a huge bBwlemow that
the main basic course was over, us stokers would isolate and get stuck

into the nittygritty in takingtheonave ek Part 11, MEOGSs
specific to the branch we served in. Then after being ad@disdHo and
at sea inGrampusfor s ome f ami l 6, | Anvdievgin d r a

the Far East as the Block Draft was to assemble. When aboard, | would
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have to bring it all together and commence Part Il (at sea) training to
finally qualify in submarines.

APeanuts, 0 at mal afting Pffice)t wasAtded i t
6draftyé, and when yhadgédrkitick was ndb u s i
to be omitted from opportunity. Word had it that the colonials might be
somewhat approachable for a deed well done. Peanuts was aware of the
entitlementof foreign allowance that included the monthly NAAFI issue
and, in a pinch, his sharp pencil could easily slip for a preferred
geographical destination, especi a
their station cards. His pencil had an eraser on the ethet of it that
could also be brought to the action state if a particular submarine was
included to sweeten the transact,|
wasnodét approachabl e!

The Fuelling Jetty

| had six weeks to wait for the block draft to finalize so | was detailed
off to work on the fuelling jetty, prepare for the foreign draft as well as
take a little embarkation leave. Fuelling every class of submarine that the
RN had to offer became an iattuction to the several complexities of
fuel systems in different boats, but surface craft weren't to be excluded.
HMS Dolphin was also home to two convertible gun/torpedo boats
because of proximity télornet the former MTB base, and diesel fuel
availabiity. Brave Borderer and Brave Swordsmamere powered by
three Proteus gasrrbine engines in order to maintain their cruising
speeds of 50 plus knots and a day at sea in them was just that, as they
adventurously consumed their complete lading. The {pregellered
Afguzzl erso werendt too popul ar as
returning around dusk from their daily round trip to France and shopping
forduty-f r ee wi nes or maybe a high s
back.

Up in Arrogant block, w rushed and scrambled into our blazers and
ties to get the duty boat overWernonbefore theBravesgot alongside
or else we could | ook forward to
the next four hour s. lt di dnot
constructed with countless columns of moistalbsorbing paper discs
were of great necessity in meeting the modern, -bighdard,
technological requirements of fuel purity intended for use in Proteus gas
turbines. Once fuelling completed, we would havedigconnect the
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awkward and weighty elements and rotate them. We would wrestle them
up the jetty in a horseart to store them iVulcanb|l ock gal |
antiquated furnace room to dry tl
ones. Very higkech, it was.

We would start to get antsy while standing at the pierhead in blazer
and tie to board the P.A.S. boat. In the distant, the-pitghhed scream
of the turbines could be heard from the Spithead just outside the harbour
entrance aSwordsmarandBordererwereon their way in. Once aboard
the P.A.S. boat safely concealed in the after cabin and peering through a
scuttle, we could see the ol ed cl
arms to stop the boat and retrieve his fuelling party. We liked the
i ma st eP.AsSO boaisf because they were just like London busses.
Once they left the bus stop . . .they never backed up or waited for
straggl er s. ANevad you moind mat
Strong union. . .the Port Auxiliary Serviced

AdKillicko am |

Oh what a joy! This hit me like a ton of bricks. In March of 1963, out
of nowhere, | was promoted to Kkillick, and this would make for some
confusion when | was to join HMS/MAndrewin Singapore. In the
meantime, the flak started withandid recognition and rewarding

comments such as, AWho shit on vy
hook. . .in a raffle?0 or, AThey
mind, whedoésnPbe Awdt wet it was,

the ritual bega where everybody poured a wet on my gleaming new
6hookdé that took a week to dry ou
ABefore you go on | eave, get y C
calledNiobeand spoke to the O6scribed,
that it was all orgazied. By the time | would get back from leave, it
would be in the mail waiting for me. Rick Selka was goinémahorite
on the same block draft, so we decided to go on leave to Cambridge and
Nottingham. Rick, like myself as a young boy, was in Englanahduhe
war and his fate during the bombings was to evacuate to Cambridge. |
was introduced to RickOos relatior
two sorority frauleins from Germany who were attending university in
Cambridge. These two attractive girls ghtiour attention for several
days in several ways, but it was now time to move on to Nottingham.
Before we left, we assured the girls that on one day soon, we would go
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over to Germany to visit them when they were home for a holiday. They
passed us theiddresses and as we got out onto the M1 Hiiking for

the north the next day, we gloated over the scribble on the paper to find
that the girls lived in Brandenburg. . .in East Germany. That ended that
opportunity!

As a young boy, Rick had met a girl wiveas now a nurse in
Nottingham and he assured me that she had lots of friends, one of whom
worked as a barmaid at the Peach Tree pub. Sounded good to me
especially in that Rick supplied
faddr ess on ddand thenowelty 8fdwo £anadiaw sailors
walking the streets of Nottingham was to become a-lasting, sweet
then bitter memory. In jest as we passed a statue in front of a public
buil di ng, Rick grasped my attent.i
a this. You'll neveémnmedately ¢thoaghti t .
AOh yeah. Sherwood Forest, the Sh
to see King Richard himself prancing down the street on his charger and
if you kept your eyes peeled, whokrmw Fr i ar Tuck?0
pedestal was a dumpy little fifeot, potbellied, bronze image of a
medi eval woodsman. ..and below re
What a letdown when we think of images of Errol Flynn and Richard
Todd in emerald greerThe only likeness that | could see, were the
fletchings on his arrows. Then, . . . the sudden news.

An ill -starred lady goes down

On the 10th of April, 1963, USBhreshef SSN 593) whi |
trials out of Portsmouth New Hampshire, went down witlihands off
the continental shelf 220 miles east of Boston, Mass. The sinking of
Thresheri n al | submarinersd minds re
category of where were you when Kennedy was assassinated, or when
Canada beat Russia in the final gam#éhef1972 series. Of course, Rick

and | were in Nottsd on a Arig r
submarine training, we were spl asc
G. C. , a stokerb6s badge and HMgol d

SUBMARINES. We had yet to put wup our
come after getting to sea. We looked forward and were anxious for the
days ahead.

It was around noon of the day and as news of this disaster filtered
throughout the world, the locals of Nottinghave r e n 6t exc | u.
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resulting shock and grief. The f a
by-thesea starved civiians meant to them at least, some menial
association with the poor devils that had gone down and | suppose we
were the only human tieith the catastrophe that they could relate to. It
spoke well of the British faith and their enthusiastic support to those in
the armed services, and | shall never forget it. People would gaze at Rick
and | with combined admiration and a look of emptinastheir eyes,
showing clearly about their genuine grief from such terrible news.

Meanwhile, in Halifax

In addition to the US submarine fleet, any submarines local to the
areas were called upon to assist in the mass search or better defined. . .a:
at i me for fAsubmar i ner sAurga whoseiforee . 0
ends compartment had recompression capabilities, was in the midst of a
maintenance period. Apart from many other systems in disarray, her 187
asdic dome had been removed from the bowdsfiem a hydrodynamic
stand point, her structural seaworthiness was compromised. Regardless,
she sailed while down below, everyone concentrated on preparing the
fore ends with PO2 Art Bodden in charge. If for some reason a miracle
would occur and there wtilibe survivors to care for, was enough to
instil the crew with urgency and untiring energy.

As the boat sped to her destination on the surface, some two hours
later she was ordered to return to harbour as official news came that
Thresherhad gonetothb ot t om and was fil ost .
Auriga slowed and came about, the crew sadly abated from their
determination to assist. Lt. Coward, the navigator, who passed news that
once the exact area in whidtresherhad gone down was confirmed,
the seasvere just too deep to expect the possibility of any survivors. An
overwhelming feeling of sorrow had spread through the boat as it did in
every submarinero6s heart througho

And with every submariner throughout the world, just a few hundred
miles from Halifax, there was personal grief of the men who had lost
their former shipmates. It is further described by a then, young American
submariner who had acquaintances and personal dealings with some of
the crew in USS hresher
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The honor of an officer of the United States Navy

On the 10th of April, 1963, | had just gotten home (near the Armdale
Rotary) from the day's efforts at the Joint Maritime Warfare School in
HMCS StadaconaThe phone rang. It was from CDR Bill Kinsman, the
Operatiams Officer on the staff of Flag Officer, Atlantic Coast. He asked
how soon | could be ready to go to sea and would | report to the HQ when
ready. | answered that | was on my way. | told my wife that one of our
submarines was down and | would be gone foit.d surmised that was
the case for there was no other reason | would be asked to go to sea at
immediate notice with no explanation over the phone. Only secrecy
would dictate that and as a submariner, | knew all too well what hurried
and secret sailingsneant. | rushed upstairs, tossed some khakis,
under wear, socks, and toil et good

| went into the Ops Room where there was a good deal of activity
going on but with little noise above a hushed voice level. Bill Kinsman
was at a chart table with CDR Ken Vause, the RN S/M 6 Squadron
Commander, and the Chief of Staff, Group Captain Creeper, | recall.
CDR Kinsman beckoned for me and pointed out the last known position
of USSThresher It was over two thousand fathoms at thattspo

He then went on to tel/l me t hat
from the U.S. Submarine Forces for the last hour or so and had issued
AfRecall so in preparation for qgett

notice, duty destroyer was already s$ewtgup and ready to go.
Additionally, they had called up F.D.U. clearance divers who were now
gathering diversod hoses -@psgeo@es s o
had alerted the AArguso squadr on:¢
least one airplane wadready airborne and heading fiinreshed s -1 a st
known position.

A reporter then called from one of the local TV stations to inquire
about the general recall he had gotten wind of from a sailor friend. The
Chief of Staff told him he had nothing to repaontat the moment. A short
time later there was another call inquiring about a missing submarine and
the Chief of Staff told him that the submarine in question was safely tied
up at the pier. The reporter then asked if an American submarine was in
trouble. H was told that if they thought there was something going on
with the U.S. Navy, then they should check with those authorities. The
Royal Canadian Navy of course, keeping the problem quiet until the U.S.
Navy went public.
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The Admiral then came into the Op®om and asked the Chief of
Staff if everything was set and got an immediate answer that they were
ready. He then got on the hot line phone and asked to speak to the U.S.
Submarine Force Commander. When the U.S. Admiral came to the
phone, the Canadian Adnr a | sai d, ASir. The e
Air Force is at your disposal and ready to dgie then went to confirm
which forces were ready to get underway, get airborne, and what other
forces were being readied including support. | can only imagine the
reaction in the United States. The Canadians were never included in any
of the message traffic but within hours of the first reports of trouble, had
stepped forward to assist their ally. Frankly, as | recall these events, not
only do | have goose bumps oy arms but also, moisture in my eyes. |
had a number of former shipmatesTihresher The main propulsion
assistant was in my section at Submarine School. In a former position, |
had even gone to extraordinary | e
transferred to the doomed boat so that he could be with his brother. The
previous winter, | had been in Portsmouth Naval Shipyard for several
months and got to know many of her crew, both officers and men. All
were gone. While some of the emotion | feel imegated by those
thoughts, there is a tremendous feeling of pride that wells up whenever |
think of the event. Here | was, standing in the headquarters of a foreign
navy, whose commander and his entire force had just committed
themselves to an unsolicittda s k of unknown magni
and | had been chosen to serve with that navy under that commander.
How very fortunate for me. | was honored.

LCdr Richard Gallipead) SN r et 6d

Aut hordéds note: Richard passed awe
June 2002. He left behind his wife Marion, three sons, and a daughter.

The physical reality

With all the excitement of the
month later, a USN rescue vessel had entered Halifax harbour carrying
debris fromThresherthat had been recovered by DSRYieste The
vessel had requested the RCN in providing radiateiaction equipment
on her arrival, which as it turned out was not readily available. RN
submarines however, when deployed on foreign stations such as Halifax,

152



did carry on inventory, a Geiger counter which was quickly released to
the rescue vessel to conduct tests. At l@astiga could do a mere

USS Threshre- SSN 59

Afsomet hingod as a contribution to
be examined was a torn section of fan trunk upon which bore the
stencil | edSiNn $9r3i prtHIREB,HER . 0

Meanwhile . . .back in Yewkay

| felt within me, an introduction to a feeling of pride and a sense of
bel onging to Athe Trade. 0 For wit
joined, | was fortified by the sinking dthresher | now felt for the first
time, and was to for the rest of my life, the uniqueness and prestige of
becoming and being fia submariner.

Brothers of the O6phin

No matter where you travel,

when you meet a guy whoos
Thereds an instant Kkind o
6cawe@&re brothers of the
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What am 1?

An emotional time indeed had Rick and | experienced but by the time
we got back off leave iolphin, | was to be quickly aroused with a
Afwel come homeo chit I n:s ifidRee pnoyr t s tt
MAAG6s Of fi ce Nowwkaf ibwonderedy Bintblediover
to Alecto Colinade and was instantly blasted by afaeed jaunty with,

ABr own! Ni¢b&tCesSl ephoned us. We o6ad r
Where the bloody oOel le wead tyhaed ?b oB
the post office goind round to t|
fer an o6ole fortnoight and you we
were yabdb . . .ay? You are |l eavinbo
0 av e part. Yoaaenot...repeat...nota Canadian! So what are

you? 0

Well out of that litany, | worked out that my address on leave should
have been the Peach Tree pub where she worked, but it suddenly sunk in
that | was not a sthought, naturalized Cadian and still an expatriate
British citizen not having ever applied for Canadian citizenship. | had
little time to get a passport that was in the era before polaroid cameras.
At a local photography shop however, British phteohnology did have
a mean$y which a picture could be developed in clobyp time . . .but
at a price.Never before in international history had a passport been
produced for a lowly matelot in such a record time as within two days . .

. at own expense.
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CHAPTER SIX
SM VIl - HMS/m Andrew

NemoMe Impune Lacessit
(No one touches me with impunity)

efl ew out to Singapore from L

aboard a B®AC t@aBmi athouoflight.an t h

addition to a dozen of us, the block draft included a lot of wives
and children. It was a Thursday night and we would travel threagén
ti me zones with brief stops at | s
Paya Lebar Airport in Singapore until the Saturday morning. Right away
we knew that there was going to be an awful lot of cranky kids. Apart from
running arouinsshheotpli @egnansteéwar de
formulae and trying to amuse the slightly older little snotters, it became
well worth it. | had managed to get a date with her on the first night in
Singapore, but as luck turns out that ifit wererainingbeérd get dr
in bilge water. After getting down on the ground, | began to run a fever.
An embarkation party in Pompey, the time change, little kip, rum and
blacks, and the #ile trudge into Singapore city slowed me right down.
After a cowplmeoofphmewxcwal | s to at
arrived at the Ambassador Hotel at eleven that night to misunderstand as
to why she went out with the pilot instead.

Singapore, in 1963, was in transition as a British crown colony and
nothing near the pristineness it is today, although there were moves afoo
to at least get it going that way. In 1965, she separated from Malaysia as «
state, and became an independentlogp. All the roads and monsoon
ditches 6échucked upd with domest
that prompted us to dub these wat
only 70 miles north of the equator and the island virtually covered in
jungle, brests, and mangroves, the hot and humid weather never varied a

al | . Singa pur, (Sanskrit: Aci ty
founding as an entrepot and strategic position on the trade routes made |
an excellentluty-freep o r t . AEeEyanwgwasAlthe best

your bartering. Laws of the day were not well enforced but independence
was soon to come and things would rapidly change.

Other popular spots for jack, began just outside the dockyard gates in
Sembawang at the food stalnd bars. The road then wound onward to
the Kampong of Nee Soon, home to the Ghurkha Regiment and the neares
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tattoo parl ours, Serangoon, Sel et
itself. Across the causeway from the other end of therfille long kase

at Woodlands, was Johor Bahru on mainland Malaysia. Most of the
ARAGsO (married with ration all ov
grippo and fAup homers, 0 the run \
Amahs cleaning up the houses.

Inboard digs

At Royal Naval Barracks, HMSTerror, we were
assigned to Keppel bl oc k,
(victualled membrs) unaccompanied and single
submariners only. Here, the handstloé crews of four
submarines turstiled back and forth to sea. In RN
standards, they were a vast improvement to what we had
become accustomed to in the qwar brick and freezing
digs inDolphin. Eight hands to a welipaced, twenty by twenty terrazzo
deck cabin with overhead fans and wicker furniture. It opened out onto
balconies on two sides, and this would be transient home for most of us,

Behind Terror Barracks, HM$§led wa y i n fiwitihS83 AGdresv,eAknghior
and Ambush alongsidle Not e pontoons and AA

for the next two years. Down the gangway were ¢cbmmunal ablutions
that had plenty of showers with a bottomless supply of water. Singapore
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had no shortage of fresh oggin because of the monsoon season's heay
rains that cascaded daily. You could set your watch by them. At precisely
1303 for instance,uyge, thick and black clouds would open up and offer
the AReign of St. Swithino for ex
the reservoirs and filling the sweetter canals, the sun would blast out
again and now the afternoons became as steaming arydasuéver. That

was the case as we ran getting soaked, down the hill behind barracks wher
Terroredged onto t he 6 sMedway. t.sriverbdat e r ¢
LCT mother tender to theé"”Submarine Squadron upon which, three of

t he s quad rtoweré secufedanher duth@ard sMedwaywas
moored offshore by about a hundred yards and the means by which to ge
to her was on foot, on a system of chaiegether and bobbingsyou-

went pontoons.

The boat. . .
We stepped aboarAndrewf or t he first ti me
routined tot ti me was well under
Aqguali fiedo were to be renewed

forehatch was a time | shall never forget. Because thssthe boat | was
drafted to, everything about it became part of a personal ownership. The
reality of everything surrounding me was the environment | would live in.
The fittings were the same as any naval vessel except that now anc
especially in submarineghey were miniaturized, compact, more robust,
impregnable . . .the tightness of it all. But the heat, the humidity and the
charming aroma that came with it was nothing at all like any surface vessel.
Immediately | knew that there was to be a lot of atjment in
gualifying as a submarineand now that | was aboard, the task became
two-fold. When my draft was cut iDolphin, | was recorded as being an
M(E)1, the RN equivalent to an ABEML1. In the RCN, | was ABEM Trade
Group 2 and i f ndtdwaa qualified forypeomotica woa r
killick, | probably wouldn't have been drafted Amdrew The qualified
RN LM(E) intended to join the boat had had his draft stopped and sent
elsewhere. Too much money and administrative time had been spent as
result ofthis mistake | supposed, so the draft remained effective.

Now t hat I was her e makesel eaa r nmete 0
submarines and being one of four
somewhat | esser per ks -ahopkilickud oT Hii
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compounded a dilemmaiftherewavte one as | eiedndd
that submarine killicks in the st
It told you of the i mporta
of the rank of ALEADdadd®Go S
why in just a few years later, the Royal Canadian Navy
di dnot need to muddle 1itseé
Master Seamand6s rank and w
first line of supervision. It drastically reduced the
responsibility, prest¢ and pur poseful ne
Seamen and through that inclusio
j oi ned t h e-outs auty watches and lesser responsibilities
among the Able Seamen.

Meanwhile aboardAndrew to fully understand the operat and
workings of a submarine was one obstacle. But equally if not more
important was having to take charge of competent qualified submariners
in an unfamiliar and very complex engine room in a demanding
environment that in my wavering determination, wasbe a supreme
challenge.

AnAl I compartments . . . Make

It was to be a week later and as we closed up at harbour stations, yol
could immediately feel an accelerating anxiety to get underway. The pipes

reporting back to the control roorp® | | ed out the ne
room closed up at Harbour Stations! . . . Engine room hatch shut, clipped,
and | ashed! o0 From further aft, @Al

Both main motors ready, Hfigr

érds.closéd up at Harbour Stations . . .Hoaéch shut, clipped, and lashed.
..strongpacks shipped! d and then the |

that | was soon to | earn, were sc
Day our onetime gunner, dresseth his ambuscade battle tunic and
machete reports in his Brummy acoc
at oO6awba stations, sah! . . . Tar
by our only <chef, Leading Cook i
Oar bauross . : : Oven door shut

ventind inboard,-asSatlthrion gA avned-tyb bdfri
comes back from the bridge from where now, the Captain has left his cabin
above the control room for the bridge and daljn or der s,
telegraphs! o
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He was a very lofty and slender 6ft. 7 in. Lieutenant Commander whose

idr awetdo name was William (Bill)
Although he took on the appearance of being an advance party for a
famine, theriddleinth b oat was, AWhat 6s | ong

finfq refers to the captainds cabin
bridge) . . . to which he would always mildly smile.

The first dive was a bit of a hairy experience.Axglrewwas destined
for a refit by yeards end, the s
depth, before supertankers started taking to sea in the droves that they ar
today, was just ninety feet atndh at 6 s wher e we r e m;
down to such a wimpy and dwindling depth, the fore hatch leaked as well
as fittings in the engine room an
but because everybody seemedstatto
throwing my shoulders into the air in unison. What was now realistic was
how quickly the air changed. Without efficient air conditioning and near
90-degree sea temperatures, the events from reading WW2 submaring
stories in the Far East of whichl#oats were of that vintage, designed for
the Pacific but not participants, now became a living reality. The heat and
humi dity became bearably unbear al
why everybody wore little more than football shorts or a wasgund
sarong and sandals, and slept on a rush mat. Machinery was shut down an
apart from the odd domestic railway fan, the only other method in reducing
the flow of sweat was to wipe yourself down with the messdeck door, duty
curtain . . .that everybody else dsghen they went in and out of the mess
too. It wasreckoned that the absolute temperature in the engine room was
3 deg below scalding and conditions on board did not support lifas
to learn later that there might be a curakethesubmarine deep with the
main vents open until we went through a layer at about 140 ft as the
temperature dropped some 30 degrees in 30 ft. This manoeuver flushed oL
sea water that had been taken in when diving which was around 85 degree
and we would sitelow the layer while we changed the water in the
internal tanks as well. This gave us a cocoon of cooler water which made
life a little easier, if but for a few hours.

Being unsure up in OKeppel d whi
we sailed, lhad egpiped mysel f with wearing
with a shsserrds ofty blue shorts,
much and wrong choice for in no time at all, not only did | suffer from
prickly heat and chinketoerot, | came down with dhobéys i t c h
inflammation to the private parts as well. The pain became intolerable and
| finally gave in with a visit to the coxswain for medical aid.
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Submarine coxswains had muitiles. Not only were they the regulator,
the padre, the grocer, and thelrhe@man at harbour stations, but the

apothecary as wel | . Such pleas f¢
eyes! o or ACoxswai n. | "' ve got a
professional, remedi al t herapy | i
to sea with wus! o or AWell, go sti

determine the degree of their medical qualification and accorded
sympathy. . .simple and none. On this very sore occasion, there was nc
provision for substitutes in submarines, esgcas a dependent Killick
stoker. Besides, never think for a moment that the singlewdaling,
senior killick of the mess was going to stand in for the rookie, bonehead,
colonial killick. | was to remain in the watch bill, under prescription to
liberally apply calamine lotion to my naughty parts and live with it. After
the first application, it began to cake and encrust from the heat and swea
just like craters on the moon. For physical support and not morale, | was
also ordered into wearing a diapkwas to extract it from the precision
sealed packaging of a MK. 5 S.E.ILE. escape suit with the added
responsibility that i f we were to
to use the suit | had broken the seal to get into. The huge, puffy diaper,
thab s desi gned -heeds whiesfloatirig ort theesurface in
waiting to be rescued, did contribute to some support but navigating was
another problem. | could barely walk, and to leave the mess and go througt
the boat to the engine room took aboemh tminutes looking like an
overgrown fANew Year dso0 baby with
making exit at the stroke of midnight. For three days, | was limited to
leaning on the donk shop desk and getting the register filled in. | was the
hot-talk, colonial object of the boat. . .but took it with ginger. Deep down,
not only did | feel humiliation and uselessness but such a poor entrance tc
life in submarines meant that after | got better, | had a lot of catching up to
do with my Part Ill seaualification. To this day, when it gets hot and
sticky, remnant reminders return. Not only in my shorts, but also in my
mind about doing snort watches, chasing pipe runs, sketching systems
bl owiné shit tanks, and r hymtemd o

Two kinds of different dedication

With such an introduction, | was soon to learn that life in submarines
required a whole different outlook in the business of going to sea. The term
nal l hands 1ino is ritwuali st iamd, a
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positive spirit in this new life that | would encounter. How teamwork plays

such an i mportant rol e. Simpl e t
.take a bag of gash with you, or
forget yourself. Help witlthe dish up if your idle, or share the two small
fans by waiting til!]l someoneds asc

Living conditions in submarines in tropical climates, or for that matter,
under the ice, demands not only s#icipline, but commihent,
cooperation, patience, and above all, humour. For every man aboard, he
must forget about himself and dedication to his submarine and messmate
become the two sole priorities.

A typical day at sea was to be a domestic routine so precise, in order tc
satisfy the needs of a full crew who were closed up in maximized watches.
The simple need of peeling spuds is an example that extends from the
single stewardds responsibilities
can imagine, the navy has spuds asainrstaple for all meals, even the
ones left over that were fried up and chucked in with breakfast. Spuds hac
to be peeled that would supply enough for two meals in the day ahead anc
where the steward was strapped for time and resource, the wardroon
portions of spuds were included in the requirement for two spud peeling
stations in the boat, one forward and one aft. The output was known as the
Afstokerso and fAsail orso spuds. | f
of a pain as far as the stokers, thetele@ans, and a few afteendees were
concerned . . .who formed the after station. The engines were shut dowr
and the requirement had few distractions. During the five to eight morning
watch and after the | ube odilkrdeya
out was done, out came persondallyned paring knives. If you never
owned one, peeling spuds with a dinner knife was near to impossibility,
wasteful, and above all, tirnsuming. We would group up on the donk
shop platform, while listening for balapump orders, with fannies half
filled with precious water and spuds that would look after half of the crew
for a day. No one seemed to mind of the oil slick and engine carbon that
was mixed in with the spud water and tattooed on the spuds themselves
At three spuds per thidthree men per two meals per day, quickly
calculated to a hundred Amurphys.
the sailorsd mess during the same
the dimly lit and sultry air of the fore ends.

On that same 5 to 8 morning watch, the time soon came to go forward
and shake the reliefs for thel®. Never go anywhere unless you could
transport something with you and as thewaich stoker worked his way
forward to the mess through the darkenedr@dnoom, he would be taking
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the tea fanny with him full of a freshly brewed reke. Once in thpitch-
black mess where all that could be heard was the whir of the two little
railway fans, a fart, and a snore or two, he would shake the reliefs quietly
and wedge the fanny on the deck in case of a sudden tilt of the boat. He
then would take three plates with him as he riddled aft to deposit them at
the galley. To speed that up and so that chef could spend minimum time ir
the stifling heat of the miniaturgalley, tins of aregones would go into a
stewpot and muffin trays were filled with coconut oil making mini pools
for eggs to be added. The trays were then wedged into the oven and left t
6roastdo for about fifteen miaeut e
veggies like beans and carrots in the washplace across the passage th
never got used at sea except by chef who had already begun getting hi
dinner ready, long before doing breakfast.

Later, the stoker doing the shakes would return with three-jgatks
of AShit on A Raft, o and a o6di shi
having to do the dishp, the opportunity was that you got to wash your
hands. After the watch coming on had yomped, they would now come aft
to relieve, one of them carryingree more filmy plates for the watch to
draw breakfast. Up in the mess, time would have gone by when on went
another bunk light or two. The rest would finally turn out, grabbing that
very last precious moment of kip. After these ugly sights had a quiglacup
from the cooling tea fanny, the chief stoker would now come in the mess
and get them all turned to. As the-otiming watch, we would remain and
do the diskhup, square off the mess by turning up the pits, dropping the
table leaves, and start a scrub oluthe mess and passageway using what
was once the dishingp water. Then wedd fini
with coarse emery cloth to Aboll o
.. .one in the adjacent passage.

DoubleDec ki no

Here itis timdy to consider how both the quantity and quality of food
plays such a critical role in the business of going to sea in submarines.
Of t en referred to as Astored fo
fundament al requi rement distributiohtoo d
the entire boatdés crew becomes th
water, the second. The abundance of carefully monitored fuel consumption
or the conservative and wgdlanned discharge of weapons be they
torpedoes, mines or deckrgammunition indeed align as a lesser priority.
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On top of the fresh bread and vegetables that would quickly go to rot into
day 3 of a patrol meant that for
end and be glaringly substituted with canned varietidmobn, sausages,
babies heads, tinned duff, baked beans and you name it, that were to be tf
main staple for the rest of the patrol. Extra food meant countless cardboarc
cartons that i n Astor i ngtefeddrectlyar ,
uponthemai n passageway that served a
| ater when the content of the Co
Once void and empty through grocery consumption, appropriately the
passageway of oil and grease stained worn out caromsdays, perhaps
weeks from trampling hooves, would shift to the store that revealed once
more, deck tile in dire need of a scrub out. As water may or may not be
available, then badly needed oreday scrubouts would commence. If it
wer enot athe casa, svhitengpirite and steel wool served as the
alternative.

First Port Visit in another foreign port

Some time later, we got into Bombay, the Gateway of India, and tied
up in the Naval Dockyard. No one seemed to know too much about their
mob but & of their ships were RN harched 0o wn s . AThat w
familiar! o TVikrant theaonce intended HMINrcuesvas
alongside while I.N.®elhi, the former HMSAchillesof the Battle of the
River Plate famelay anchored in the approachés.1963, Bombay was
still subject to prohibition so that was going to cool the run ashore
significantly. Ivorybuying, camel rides, dhowai | i ng, and
coconuts on the black sand beaches were in order. The best the inboar
crowd could do as hosts lronouring the prohibited demands, was issue
two tickets to all the hands on board. Then if you wanted to get in the line

with a thousand I ndian Navy kil |l
two free beers that were weakerthandemBu dwe i mled . 0 Gl
Meanwhil e ashore, a O6grippob6 wa:
LM(E) nDarkyo Janes, whose succe:

company and had nothing to do w
Bombay fame. We sat down with his own largenily, or better said,
squatted on the floor surrounding the hottest food that | can ever recollect.
There was no beef to be found, for it was roaming around the downtown
streets with right of way to the traffic. | can recall that the best | could
handle vas a chapatti filled with curried goat because the rest was
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vegetable, herbs, and animal tongue liberally bathed inh@trynadras.
That night and at the pleasure of
and visited many night clubs and bars. Theyeageautifully décored in
anticipation of the prohibition that was soon to lift, and carried an uptown
New York and Leicester Square atmosphere. Of course, the big deficiency
was that they were fitted for. . .but not with.

The streets of Bombay were potyeridden. In attestation as | recall,
was an elderly woman on the curb on her haunches, her threadbare sare
and white bedraggled hair covered in edung as she pummelled patties
that sold for two paisas each that served as fuel for cooking. The sight
mdted your heart. The nevending chore of scrambling for pieces of
cardboard or corrugated tin for shelter in the long, steamy nights for the
people that literally lived on the sidewalks among the rats was by far, no
mean task. How fortunate we were inikization. So life down the boat
wasnot that primitive after al/l
with al/ the watches stood down
population of ten million. But it was civilized.

| went across to the inboaigr ey houndé f or a s
invitation of the host frigatdrishu. Thi s wasndét goin
for we were also told not to exp
religious customs. We were to wear a bathing suit for showers, which
meant that my trunks would get a
midnight and after tripping across all these bodies kipped out in the open,
stagnant air on the frigateds qua
port main flat where the washplaeeas located. As | sallied forth all
chuffed about a dhobey, | heard this scuffling and scraping above me. |
|l ooked up and there mingled in th
cabling, was also supporting a free gangway for two eyreyf f | then 6 |
size of porcupines. | was outta there! Negative shower. . .neJatsieil.

. .negative Brown, as | tripped over and stepped on the heads and the bod:
sleeping on the quarterdeck, quickly twigged that they had exchanged
berths with the rats for tha@ight. All the time | thought they were turned

in up there to get away from the heat. The next morning, | told the Jimmy
about it who was little fizzed. He said he ordered the rat guards fitted from
Andrewto keep them from going ashore . . .not thedegged kind from

coming aboard. He further consol e
any in their wardroom fl at when |
must bestoker'ssir, andyoursar e on | eave . . . as
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The President and aChandler

After Bombay, we headed out and northerly on another patrol and
worked with HMSHermesand her planguard and escorts. The day we
went into Karachi in Pakistan came as another bombshell. We had been ol
radio silence for nearly two weeks and ligtabsolved from any news, let
alone what had happened on the other side of the world. It was Novembel
22, 1963. As we drew alongside the naval base, we were berthed outboar
of two Semil AGuppyds .-bourlortso hefmrs weahadhfinallyf
Adoubpédand hatches were opened.
Obreath of freshersdé and a fag, w
Afl yi ngmaastt ohal f. .once again. I 1
consequence of the frequency of reasons and the |@opulation that
American patriotism thrives. | shouted across the casing to a hand standing
on the inboard boat. ASo who the
at me with a very distraught tone on his face and replied sombrely. . .
APresidedy! BeAs qui ck aAndrewvhvewebeu z z
equally shocked and coul dndét come

Karachi was a milder interpretatiof Bombay because of a significant
difference in population . . . only six million. We glily learnt that the
black market ashore was hot and heavy for U.S. dollars and the scurrying
began to swap Malay dollars, English pounds, and Indian rupees with the
two boats inboard. My kit locker was a drawer at foot level in the passage
outside of theme s s . Il can remember O6a | oc
a carnation, sitting on a bunk behind me. Inside my drawer among kit, was
cash and my chronograph Birkos w:
five years wearlier . Afdner andbird@a th 6
ablutions to get dressed to go ashore, the drawer had been lessened
content. The civvy who was though
Nobody knew who he was, and we f
that got nailed. Thatased the pain a little bit, for a whole bunch of us were
now ‘quidsout’ and it was the first time anybody could recollect getting
6roll edd onboard.

We had been gone from Singerso f
now time to head for the barn. We sgéd, stuffed in the cotters, shut off
from diving, and went into a more comfortable ‘passage routine’, heading
southeast.
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Beware of the S. 12@6orm

Andrewhad a unique method of ditching gash on the surface from the
fin via a homemade gash chutedibpped down as@nefoot wide panel
from the starboard side of the fin immediately adjacent to the upper
conning tower lid. This avoided having to transit the gash forward to the
fin door. Routine had it that anytime on the roof, was a great opportunity
to ditch gash. During the transi
donkshop and after he came off watch and had breakfast, the pipe came
Al |l gash to the control r oQalynahd
carbon packed gash bags joined the atl¢he bottom of the tower that
came from the forod messes. The
scratcherods dickey, the tanky; a
shop, oily gash bag representative. The party straddled the tower anc
chainganged thdags uptop and into the fin. Before shoving them down
the chute, they were punctured with a pusser's spike foflreding. The
trick then was to give the bags a shove, but only on a starboard roll as the
structural dimensions of an-dA o at 0 s |s avelalperpendicalar to
the boat, presenting a flat surface. The roll would allow the seas to wash
across the tanks thereby flushing the bags over the side. Over twenty bag
were delivered to the fin for discarding but three or four of the heavier bags
lie stubbornly on the ballast tank and easily recognized as coming from the
donk-shop. The casing officer, who had the watch on the bridge observing
the evolution, noticed the petroleum prism breakdown embracing the black
paintwork. He immediately passedttch e ¢ o n t Control roono. 0 m,
. Officer of the watch! There are some oily rags and lumps of carbon
on top sfavbbaeed ball ast tank. L
casing to clean it wup!o

As Stormy was the representative while we all sat musirige mess,
he mustered a bucket and a heavi
obtained permission from the bridge to scale down onto the tanks to flush
it all away. As Stormy had to 06si
bucket. Hemadeuplaee avi ng | i ne onto the bu
the other end comfortably around his waist. With the boat doing up to
twenty knots, he flung the bucket into the oggin. The slack in the line
qguickly paid out and with adeasafdd
arms and legs in emergency, and headed for thesieep

Fortunately, conditions were good and the boat quickly executed a
AWi |l |l iamson turn. o | n short tim
recovered but it wasnotll secarsdyto himT h €
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making for a difficult Uredatbevrape vy .
yab6 f | amiomwldich Starinyt burbled back between waterlogged
g u | pPNst,on yore(chokec h o k e ) fukkind [|ife!
(choke) get 126 @ (fehlhmolke )f ulkikkd knedt
(choKkgpne was just no way that St
gone for a full duedo as was the
over the side. With a certain amount of difficulty and urttierbreath
curdng from the recovery team, he was finally dragged aboard. An
illustration in his determination was signified by a very black and blue
waistline, finger nail marks in the paint job on top of number 3 main
ballast, and a now harmless bucket and heavingyétteng returned to the

scratchero6s store. The captain w
send a signal reporting AMan Ove
calm seas. 0 which then begged t*h
F.O.F.E.?70 . . HfAHow

The Movies

Only new in submarines, the first thing they taught you was how to
escape from one but after getting to sea, you soon learnt what the secon
one was . . .learn to (yuk! yuk!) run the movie projector. The big highlight
of any day in any submaenand indeed any ship as earlier recounted, was
the nightly movie. In submarines, movie screens were anything from a
flattened gash bag to the back of a navigation chart, a white bulkhead, anc
even going alongside a skimmer in a tropical port, usinglherp 6 s s
while the viewers were spread out along the casing-I1Ssips were not
a good choice because of their dark tone grey which was only slightly
better than a submarineds bl ack
Australia, New Zealand, or even tharadians because of their bright and
lighter gray paint were about the best unless you got beside the very best
.awhitethul | ed pusserds hydrographic
the two cinema projectors had their allocations. The supper evengleel
to the ERAOGs and S. R6s mess, the
after evening rounds, and by the time the chuffs and puffs had finished
theirs, we would swish it forwar
bunhouse saw the first reel. Theema in most submarines was the fore
ends where there seemed to be t he
our two cans of beer and somehow get all horny to watch what somebody
ashore decided upon . . .released films that had wrapped their premieres o
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Broadway and made their money about ten years ago. When J. Arthur
Rank announced his presence with
|l ion came on, everhyhddy wWbhankbi®mmalrenl
and Jerry cartoon appeared at the front ofllddagth movie, everybody
jumped with glee. Then when the credit announcing director Fred Quimby
as responsible for the gaiety to follow, everyone would acclaim in loud
andinuni son aGaedr @lne &heh ificand tilme to choose
the movie, dot of arguing ensued. From a flimsy selection of four or five
films for a three week patrol that often skirted the times you were on watch,
a fellow had to be very resourcef
them all 0 bef or aegsiyeoWheredisassiorns got hediea c
and a miniwar was about to begin, somebody had to lighten things up
before the row got out of hand. A good killick of the mess might intervene
wi t h, AHave yoddeewhi Mlbbpyn®i emmk gh
dondtselxi Kel ms. o0 AThis isndét abou:
killick would assure. Al dondot | i
might mutter back.

Have gun .. .Will travel

It was now near Christmas in 1963 and the Indonesian Confrontation
upon Malaysia had heightened. President Sukarno tried to destroy this
newly created nation in declaring his opposition and hostility toward it. He
was a militaristic nationalist who was itng to balance the Communist
Party of Indonesia and the Army, and hoped that his opposition would keep
both of them together with the people of Indonesia in support of him.
Britainds interests in Malaysia &
two yeas, and along with a very large surface fleet, required that
submarines would be tasked in covert operations in and around the Jav:
and Sulawesi Seas and the relatively shallow waters of the Macassar
Bauka and Carimata Straits. As such, SM VII boats walldre in
intelligence gathering, surveillance, reconnaissance, commando landings
and inshore patrols.

Because of the shallow surrounding waters of Indonesiaatgime
fleet both commercial and naval was shallow drafted and often more of a
target fora gun rather than a torpedo. It was therefore decided to put deck
guns back on -lboate with oinoa allap@atods because of
their previously designed integritipefore streamlined conversion of the
class had taken place throughout the fiftikshoats included a 4in.QF

168



deck gun as part of their superstructures. The conversion included remova
of the gun which by now was obsolescent in SSK warfare requirements
however,the mounting platform that was integral to the pressure hull
became redundabut was to remain below the fecasing.

Andrewwould be the first, and a preserved and rewda mounting was
shipped from the YewKay that wascated on a concrete base outside the
Attack Teacher at Rothesay, Scotlamd was fitted accordinglyrhis too
would bring a restored personnel dimension to submarines for once again
the submarine Quarte6 s Rat e/ gunl ayer -badged a
Abl e Seaman AHappyo Day, one of t
became exonerated and was revert
Layer. o He quickly turned atinenavah t

" Andrew w. yet ;[o bépainted deck gun just fitted, bks away frm Medway
Second from |l eft from foréd to af

gunnery. Two torpedo men, a sonar rate, and because the gun was directl
above his oO0turfé, the wardroom s
crew. Noncombat ants such as stokers v
also trained notonly in handn &6 and humpi ndé ammu
from the R.U. magazine and the trench in the fore ends, buagion
surfacing as well. The good news was that we could legally soak the
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bunhouse carpet that was below the gun tower. The aftermath bitterswee
requrement was that the stokers had to run the 15 gph electric distiller
fitted in the A.M.S. directly bel
another watchkeeping chore away
because it made the wardroom nice and ewesnser. The gun was also
useful for other things on the surface. Hanging movie screens while trained
at hwartships, a backdrop for 6RO
hangindé out your dhobeyind i f tim
was ever aailable.

Procedure

Preparations for carrying out a
dived, in gaining the advantage through the element of surprise to the
enemy. As memory serves, once on the surface, it was handed over to th
bridge to execute.rir to, the fiveman gunds crew wou
the tower in the wardroom while an increased ambient pressure was built
up within the boat through blowing HP air into a venting inboard, Q tank.
This would assist the first man out of the tower in opgtine upper hatch.

It also increased the humiditgden 110 degree ambient temperature by
yet another ten to fifteen degrees. At the same time, the bridge OOW anc
the lookout would stand by in the conning tower ready to open the upper
lid. There was anotlheform of, but very low pressure blowing. It was
through the O6gunnery whistlebd <ch
seated at the after search peris
audibility that conveyed the orders from the skipper in therobrdom to
the adjacent wardroom for the gul
would never comprehend it.

The captain would commence the operation by blowing his whistle in

one | ong blast. Verball y, Guhactiowo ul

Sur face! . . . Th@& boat wouldch aow strudggle tol a
wantto-rise, and seconds later would ordérFor e and aft e
full Trhiisse!woul d take the O6brakesbo

the surface with a very acute st&lown amgle. When the captain felt that
the boat was shallow enough to open the hatches as it sped to the roof, h
would blow his whistle once more and follow with the distinct order,

NnOpen Tuhpe! COonni ng tower upper |id
present a problem during the ascent. Although thetgwer hatch would
Opopd6b open without assistance, on
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of water as the case may be, would enter theetamd deposit into the
wardroom bel ow. When the O6shootd
quickly as we surfaced and then pump out, mop up, flash the distiller and
return any unspent projectiles to

AThe maiolugghot. t.hr. Finall y!

We got back alongsiddedwayto find thatAlliancehad just arrived to
join the squadron, fresh from refit in the Yewkay. The mail came on board
too, of which there were two letters addressed to me. The first was a big
brown enveloperbm Canada House in London along with another one
that appeared to have travelled everywhere in the world. | opened the
brown one and became joyous, for on the 15th of October, 1963, the
Canadian Government certified notice to the fact. Confusing adititea
sited that citizen, Donald H. Brown, who resided in Singapore, not Canada,
whose place of birth was London England, was now by paying his $5.00,
worthy of being a Canadian. Attached to the certificate was a passport anc
a typewritten note from the plaob inNiobedisclosing that his pay record
was docked five bucks, and warning that next timgdeson leave, ensure
that the pusser could find him when he wantedTtth e Br i t s 6
i mpressed for now he was a gsolll ¢
his birthright. Oh well . . . no jubilation after all. Everybody shot inboard,
he was in bad need of a teamner, and typically duty on the first day in.

So later that night after scrdut and rounds, | got to open the other
letter finding thatfianybody in Canada, and notably the RCN, wanted you
in a hurry, it wouldndédt be easy.
sent toStadacona, Micmaaut to the west coast dadenthen got a little
closer by going tiNiobe,andDolphinin the YewKay now the Far East
to Terror, to Medwayand finallyAndrew It was a wedding invitation from
an old chum from Winnipeg who according to the date of the wedding, had
already been married two months ago. With a chuckle, | got thinking about
the distance fromi8gapore to Winnipeg, so | replied to the invitation with

the foll owing: fiDear Keith and Ve
future. Thanks for the invitatiol
duty that day! Your old friend, C
Timeandsed i me were trotting on and
submarines. o | began to feel t hai
doubt ful about staying in the nav

the RCN and | felt good about what | was doing &l &s helping to
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represent it. There was challenge, and not only the sort that makes you
sailor but of one that drew the best from you within a unique society of
men who sail beneath the seas. Tl
environmenttosut t hemsel veso . . . while
the environment. o Now therebds an
e hard and working very
hard, you realize that life
in the navy . . .and
especially in submarines,
was one that went from
one extreme to the other.
The bonding that comes
from a blend of rare
personalities is at
advantage because there

is a natural
conduciveness for those
that traditionally
volunteer i n

a selfchosen profession
with a different reward.
There was a charisma
attached because you felt
good about being and
belonging with such
people. Even the nen
volunteers that were
pressed into submarines
became this way.
Outsiders are mystified

by it and to suca in the

life, meant constant sacrifice too. Our satisfaction came from nurtured
selfdiscipline as you increasingly adjusted yourself to suit the
environment. The scarce few that failed in the endeavour were cranky,
irritated and wi s.hTdate wash royhing weore e n
uncomfortable than someone to be
t he mi ddl e. 0 As w e witnessed s
inconvenience, never any comfort, the long hard hours, and never being
able to get a shower afteeing absolutely filthy, simply served as a guide
to your own improvement. After all, there was an element of pride to be

All-branch messmates on the landina in Keppel B
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gained through enduring and withstanding and nobody wanted to be
| abell ed as finot havin' it. awafo |
foremost.

It was clear to me now how submariners were possessed of a certair
quality. It dealt with respect for each other for everybody in a submarine
regardless of rank, is either a technician or an expert in his own right and
dependant of each twdr. They too, were so much better in sustaining,
believe it or not, politeness and strong in habit in caring for the needs of
their messmates. Nowhere on earth except here and beneath the seas, we
the words fdApl ease, 0 fAt hadnkoreylbhoged e
words and their appeal might otherwise be maghsubstituted with:
ASwing the slide down please! 0
gratitude for the slightest of gestures, but it harboured sincerity and made
life cheerful. Keep your gud up for wit and ridicule too. Brand new Part
Il 11 6s | i ke us would decl ar e, i E X
peeracceptance, that was sure to be wittingly reciprocated with the jarring
inquiry, fWhat didja do

And nowhere else could you findch natural initiative. To lend a hand
at any time on any job; to carry
he needed it; to immediately clear up the mess deck table while doing sc
for the man beside, in front or behind you too. Inevitable that dddwv
equally reciprocate the next time or whenever the need should arise wher
you | east expected it. To pour a
yourself | ast because you were fq
close familiarity of each otheit was done with no need to appeal as to
who took NATO standard, armoured cow, or just plain black. When the
cups were empty, equal initiative by another would promptly clear them
away in case the boat would roll or take on an unexpected angle. Manners
Sitting down to eat meant doing so briskly in order to allow the next man
some space and enjoy his we#irned meal too. Never, ever, ever. . .
remain seated to eat duff. Duff was little consumed among submariners a:
it was time consuming and unlike theimaneal, was not an essential. So
now of the builiin character. . .

There have been books and tales about these creatures of the sea b
perhaps more often than not, penned from hearsay rather than havinc
endured. Two pieces of contrasting literatdefine submariners that one
needs to analyze in order to form an opinion of them. It is evident however,
that their unqualified analogies might be reasonable, but how can one be
sure? Rudyard Kipling in 1916, opined submariners as novel, elusive,
bawdy,and unpretentious:
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The Trade

They bear, in place of classic names,
Letters and numbers on their skin.

They play their grisly blindfold games

In little boxes made of tin.

Sometimes they stalk the Zeppelin,
Sometimes they learn where mines are laid
Or wherethe Baltic ice is thin.

That is the custom of 'The Trade'.

Their feats, their fortunes and their fames
Are hidden from their nearest kin;

No eager public backs or blames,

No journal prints the yarns they spin

(The Censor will not let them in!)
Whenthey return from run or raid.
Unseen they work, unseen they win.
That is the custom of 'The Trade'.

Onthe other hand, prophets philosophised of the-feadng and more
practical aspects of those same
brothers above:

ASubmari ner s. . . A Godly P

God created lower creatures of the seas and called them
ASki mmeAsd with a twinkle in His
He could have, He gave great grey ships to they, the skimmers, to go
to sea upon as Noah, and soon on:¢
gave them many splendid uniforms to wear, and at night . .pyjamas.

He gave also to the skimmers many wonderful and exotic places to
visit. He gave them much water to bathe from toil, and pen and paper
to write home every week . . . and He gave them make and mends at
sea ... and a laundry to keep their splendidniforms clean.

And on the seventh day as you know, God rested. On the eighth day
at 0800 local, He looked down unto the earth and the seas thereunder.
He was not a happy man, so He thought about His labours and His
infinite wisdom. God then created a dtine creature and this He called
a 0 Su b madnd tmesercreatures, whom God created in His own
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image were to be of the deep with Neptune His warden; and to them
He gave them black steel messengers of death to roam the dark seas
waging war against the foces of Satan, and all things evil ashore and
afloat and at 20,000 leagues. He too gave them comforts . . . submarine

comforts. Doubled ec ki ng, submarine jersey
heads, onein-one tots, two beers a day (unopened), hot bunking, and
all of this . . . without water to cleanse with. When they were to be
weary from doing Godoés will, He g

shore, and willed an allowance of subsistence so that they may
entertain the ladies on Saturday nights and so impregbe hell out of
creatures above ..0 . Yea the nASk

And to assure in perspective how submariners, and even skimmers,
compare themselves with soldiers and . . . animals, certain passage:
describe in digressing intervals of the nobility of a messmat

AMessmate before shipmat
shipmate before soldier,
soldier before dog. o

Medway, Terror and just out

After being alongsid&edwayfor a maintenance period, we did a short
patr ol and now it was Christmas t
duties over the holiday and as we were heading inboard on Christmas
morning after tot time, we quickly learnt that a turkey was in the galley
oven and a bunch of the R.A. &8s w
wives for spiffy-dins. On the way off the boat, we would exit through the
donk shop hatch, which meant we had to go by the galley. As we passed
the aroma of roast turkey took charge #mete was no way we'd be seen
off. Enter the galley! Click, thunk, on the oven door and shloomph . . . the
turkey was in our grasp. Then here we were, trying to throw thikotd
slippery carcass up the hatch. We succeeded, and off we went inboarc
munchihg away as we strode joyously toward Keppel block with bones
flying about much | i ke tHday kdindd w
fowl on Gottingen St.

Sembawang Village (Kampong) was the place that the run ashore begar
before heading into Singaporehe Melbourne Bar, the Golden Hind and
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a few others with typically chosen names, so that jack would meander in
the door thinking that the place was occidental. However, in behind all the
bars were chicken sheds that served for two purposes. Eventuahé&bod
quickly transformed into Banjo Eggs or setmrbe slivered chickens that
were galloping away five minutes ago and in the blink of an eye, ended up
in your Madras curried noodles. After your nosh, the very same chicken
shed now served as a cinema #tei blue movies, but those of the heme
made 8mm variety which featured local actors only. The projector was that
ropey that it reminded you of the start of the TV show Bonanza as the
stalled celluloid started melting right before your eyes.

By 1600, it vas time to get out on the road and whistle for a Pirate Taxi
to head on into Singapore. So called were these older model Mercedes
Benz that seemed to be everywhere. Flag one down and prepare to jum
in with seven other passengers with their goats and eschll heading
for different and out of the way destinations on the 14 mile trip. The price
was right though at fifty Malaysian cents.

At night, Sembawang was the last watering hole before going back
aboard. Of all the little kiosks, one that comes tadnivas WakPoor
Leebs. He only had three tabl es &
good chinky nosh came Tiger and Anchor Beer. After ambling through a
maintenance card, plastic envelope that was offered as the menu displayin
Chili Crab, Nasi Gore, Bee Hoon, and MaNklee as his main
concoctions, the usual rice dishes and Indian chapattis and nan were als
listed. What was obvious though was that Wab on coul dnot
into English as he had gotten one of his regular customers to go aboard on
of the ships, muster a typewriter, and outline the items of fare so that jack
could understand it. The proof came just after the duff section at the bottom
of the page. AANY DRI PS . . . SEE

If it was any time after 0300, Waho o n 6 s w atwahddashbde ¢
with four clips for the night but there were other means. One was through
a resourceful wallah named Rani who used to sleep on top of his Coca
Cola icebox, the type with the tabletop hinged lids. Thereunder lied frosty,
Asl i glricddaf eurp mi dni ght o6 Tiger Dbeer
cap, we had to shake Rani. Not only was he getting his kip in if business
was slow but what better lock than his own weight to keep a thirsty matelot
from heaven forbid, helping himself.
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The African Queen .. .Dolly, and Nabob

Jock MacAlpine, Georgie Goose and me were in the dockyard canteen
one night and got to meet the ma
Bosb6nods Mat e aciewed, r RFA Rethireer. Heri lawduly
occasion was to transporumitions to and from the Fezz and YewKay on
a constant turn around because of the Indonesian Crisis and the demanc
of the growing surface fleet which now included the R.A.N. and the Kiwis.

Later, on a Saturday afternoon, he had invited us out to thdashap
pint. When | say out, | mean that the ship being of the ammunition type,
was traditionally moored in the stream, the Johor Straits and to get to her,
we uBedwssyAf r i c 8he walledaench, o dubbed for
her likeness in appearancenopy and allShe had a diesel donk because
the Aistoker in the boato decl ar ec
We looked under the thwarts and up in the forward stowage compartment,
but we coul dnodét find Kathariameods
the stoker was right . . . no coal either.

The voyage in the afternoon sun took us from the pontoons near the 'rec
hut' at the back oferror, on a onanile trip to the bottom oRetainels
accommodation | adder . -liKebtiduré withd h |
redtiled roof and yellowed walls that was supported by pilings edging the
waters of the straits. It was the WW2 scene for the decapitation and
disposal of British nuns and POWSs at the Japanese takeover of Singapor
in 1942.

When we gotaboarthe wer e givdvenhtyg, 6Coekvds
the ship that included the ammun
cabin for some weltleserved refreshment at the completion of the circuit.
Dolly was a WW2 merchantman from the Southampton pool Hbdt
sailed in merchant freighters, 0
relegated to the more attractive consistency and security as he explainec
of sailing in H.M. Royal Fleet Auxiliaries. He was quite the guy, for not
only was he sincere and fridgd . .he had instant regard for submariners
which we had supposed from why he was so excited to have us aboard
Dolly was a traditional sailor an
but as gl aringly notfiidaed , &dunihre
crewmembers showed courtesy in their reflections.

It was now time to have our pints in his cabin and Dolly soon began to
rattle off his solosinthe artofsedperai n 6, or i n his c.
Out he came with every parody, lyric, and gestatéé tunes of The Spare
Crew Song, Pompey Gals, and Yarmouth Town. He then did his rendition
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of Nabob, the Pay Bob for what we, Jock, the Goose, and Buster thought
was nothing wedd ever seen i n th
acclaim with his boundig Yorkshire voice and volume in great gusto. He
heralded of Nabob, a fabled sailor who riddled a society with salacious
characteristics and discriminatio
a modern civilization soon to come. The lesson:

NABOB .. .SON OF THE PAY BOB

"And it came to pass that Nabob . . .son of the Pay Bob, whist
leaving his craft afloat, came journeying through the dockyard to the
wayside that leadeth from Chatham to Rochester . . .and he was beset
by bandits.

The bandits were thieves . . . not ordingy thieves . . .but asshieves
.. .who ragged, bagged, 'n shagged the bastard so he should stand in
stiffness. They then, unto him . . . robbed, and gobbled him to a
bloater, and sent him on his way rejoicingly.

Reaching the gates of the sovereign's dogard, he was yet beset
amore by a harlot who sayeth unto him; "What whilst thou grant me
to tarry the night oh noble Nabob and what should payeth |, that |
shoulde lie with the® 0And he replyeth unto thine harlot: "Oh
haybag, oh haybag! | shalt give youmine dhobey bag . . .mine kit bag
.. .one scran bag and mine shitbag . . .also shalt I, my ditty box . . .my
hat box . : .one pair of socks
agreed upon.

From this eve of bawdiness and boldness, awakening thext day,
he sayeth unto her, "What is the hou? @And she replyeth unto him .

: . " Sire . : .1t is the eleventh
the sleep from his eye, cried out to the gods in howled anger: "Fukarat
.. .I'm adrift!"

Returning to his craft in bewilde, he reported straightforth to the
man. Not a big man, not a small man, nor a short man . . .but the
bloody Jossman. And the Jossman in his ire sayeth: "Go ye forth to
the apothecary, and say unto the apothecary, "Sque-e-ezé @And
whenstin his nakedness to the doc' . . .he squoze . . .and a great green
lump arose. The apothecary upon this spectacle declareth and
commanded the son of the Pay Bob . . ."Thou art rotten . . .aye rotten
to the very core. Caste thyself among the weak and dyihy
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And Nabob, the son of the Pay Bob, caste he himself to be now
vittled in the bunhouse.

And when he died as others that surroundeth he, thousands died
with him. He was fukkin' l ousy wi

And so endeth the lesson.
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CHAPTER SEVEN

HMS/m Anchorite

sign on the door in layapastores in the dockyard had a gun

sil houette on it with an inscr

Travel! o | soon found out t ha
Stoker, Ron Rae knew it. He made a few inquiries and soon, | joined
Anchorite to replace aother Canadian, LSEM Ken Dutnall who was
ter med, Aisick on shore. o | was r
temporary end to hangind about at
gear, stuffind grease into sangrn
ot her grimy jobs ol ed Ron Rae cou
room i s | i koeutdoiim 6a af osxchraulbe! 0 we

One boilinghot afternoon in an engine room where all the top gear was
gone, oriental artisan engine fitters sat ltdnad over the big end bearings
t hat cradled the mammoth engine
slowly turning while honing the surfaces by hand withsbidnes with
precision from a naked eye. Chief Stoker Rae entered the space and clear!
d e c | aBuseed Headidown to the D.O.T. (engine Drain Oil Tank) and
start wiping it out. The dockyard chemist is coming down tomorrow
morning to certify thetankgdsr ee and safe to ent ¢
|l qualified as a coal emmsifeltthattbeawaar y
gainful employment for a ACol oni a
As | joinedAnchorite | had company. With me came the gun, and my

experience as an ammo handler for which not only would | cane the donk

TheAndrewhad entered refit and with that, off came the gun. The

shop killickos job agaitrannglnuwun | e
action training as well. We were to sail in a few days after loading fish and
mi nes at RNAD. . . up the creek.

working with the Far East fleet and the RIMPAC navies with runs into
Hong Kong Japan, and thé&ifppines. This was going to be a good trip
s and everybody was looking forward to it. Like any
operational sea going draft in any navy, the markekey
had yet another atmosphere about her. There was enthusiasn
with the OPSCHED which was busy and celfain
adventurous, and the energy of the crew seemédve a
brighter spark. In my relative newness to submarines, | came
to realize that refit sBPrendWherenshe wa
had completed her last patrol and had gone into refitntjerity of crew
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were R.A, and were anxious for time ashore. With that distraction came a
tendency to defer minor repairs and pay lesser attention to the upkeep o
the boat as anxieties and priorities began to shift toward their personal lives
and a shoreoutine. Unknowingly, this had an effect on me at the time. |

was single and rarind to go, soon
running boat. Wherénchoritewas in the midst of her operating cycle,
meant that shore time was sparse and foRtheA. 6 s, good ma

the little time at home with the family was a priority alongdutiedway

but when not, it certainly swung toward the boat. Besides, there were more
single hands and V.M. 06s on this
were alwaysup for working hard and a good run ashore as well. At sea,
humour of a drier sort abounded with witty comments whether you were
in the donk shop, the main passage, or in the control room.

One afternoon we were deep and | was off watch and sitting in the
motor room, mildly yarning with the neto-busy, propulsion switchboard
operator, fADarkyo Savin. The tele
the lin Mar ky replied, AnYes, it i s !
coming! 0 war ned hgmeeroffieet caneerthrough aho e r
was of the idea that he should always make comment on equipment anc
practice his impressions of really knowing the boat. He stared at a wooden
grab bar on the motor roomds open
operatirg lever in the same proximity. He grasped it while remarking to
Dar ky, ALEM Savin. The astern swi
with a smirk and sai d, fiYeah. I k
we pinch another boat hook off th

Ouir first stop at Honkyid, took us alongside HM$amar,the old RN
headquarters for the former China Station. We were billeted ashore in
barracks and that was a welcomed opportunity. It was my first time back
to Hong Kong sinc€rescentand what usetb be a graving dock in 1958
had now been baedkled the following year. It was now utilized as
Tamabs parade square.

The inboard digs were new, clean, and had goodoiwmers. There
were lots of skimmers alongside. The Aussie Daringsyager and
Vencetta, Hartland Point the destroyer tender, and the kiwi frigates,
Taranaki and Otaga Out in the midst of the junk and sampan dotted
harbour were the carrie¥&ctoriousand USSShangriLa, in on R&R from
6Naanl,ong with a number of pusser6

Here we got stormed by Tanainsn ybdess
loved character and history has it that all the way back to 1928, Mrs. Ng
Muk-k ah and her band of females wou
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for relatively little reward. A nomindee perhaps, with free gangway on

useabl e gash. But the | ads from
those years would reward Jenny and the girls with extra rabbits including
bread, eggs, clacker, and tinned

theship and turn to in the galleys and sculleries.

The stop in Hong Kong meant three Sunday routines as the exercises
north from Singapore were successful with no breakdowns and few
defects. This was encouraging and gave everybody a confidence about th
major exercises we were to undergo later near Japarlaas special ops
in the South China Sea on the way

' In the meantime, the paybob had showered us with
lolly, the inboard digs and galley were tdpawer, and a
run ashore was very much in order. Hong Kong in the
early sixtes was aggod Aburno where
cheap and dutfree. As you got out into the streets either
in a fast black, walking, on a tram, or in a rickshaw, it was
difficult to choose where to start. The historic China Fleet
Club (that opened in 1934) was a poputarstering point for it sat on the
harbourdos edge and was surrounde:c
with the Wan Chai district in behind. This gave us a chance to sit down,
have a wet, and decide on what to do from there. It came at a time thai
althaugh we were not aware, of what had happened in that very year of
1964. The mammoth building was under renovation and it was learnt that
duringthe installation of air conditioning, a live shell was found two feet
below the reception room on the ground flodhe three foot, 83 Ib.
Japanese shell was removed by the police ballistics division. Undoubtedly,
it had landed in the club during the battle for Hong Kong back in 1941.

Whenhal f a dozen of wus arri-pitehdd i n
deafening mmour from uniformed matelots from all over as indicated by
the nationalities of the many ships in harbour. There were yankee sing
songs, Brité sodsdéd operas, ki wis
a lot of bootnecks and U.S. marines. It was livehd as we arrived, we
were casually eyed and taken as |
That was fine and we didndét mind
perks in submarines were acers b
Unseen, 0 c dhelksgingattarofieade-diegel. Our time would
come, as the run would no doubt accelerate, as the day wore on.

We i mmedi ately gathered round a
empty beer mug. We declared a $10
thejug as two of the lads headed to the bar to get the round in. | browsed
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around this huge, sunlit struck, smekeen bin of a noisy clientele of
about five hundred matelots who were in varying states of a good beer up.
Tot time had packed up just aboutt@ur or so before, gangways were
opened, and evidence was that there was a lead among this sea of matelc
and theVictoriou®d | o't was wel | under way.
unable to hear the words, was obyv
frontwent flying onto the deck from
table. At the other end was another bunch rolling up copies of the Navy
News in prep offThre FTheni d@dn Ag sehol
from anot her ¢ or nerng,kirgdor shawtyare ringh e
But we dondét want to see yore ri
AnOggie Songo could be heard some

orders of the sergeaatar ms i n t he stage pl ay
Pensi oneresd.so owWhe Mi ck DO6AiIi sh? we
massive, bare bul khead which di sp

Duke bearing witness, stood a lone juke box with very loud throbs of the
Beatles playing fiHel p, 06 abdr Fian
What was equally entertaining though, was thisqyied, tattoeadorned,

long bearded Kkillick hainf ai ry donned in 2A06s
physically playing the juke box. He was seated in front of his instrument
tickling the selection keys awinced that he was Floyd Kramer or Hogie
Carmichael. He was in a world of his own and having a grand old time as
he plunked away o0 n-nouristedwith asqoart of San, 6
Mi g6 and a packet of Seni or ®rdheand
slot between sets.

As we sat and scuppered our ales, in came Bagsy Baker off the boat
He always made his entrance by doing something that would grab some
attention even when coming on watch in the engine room in the middle of
thenightandstihal f asl eep. fAToday, 0 he ¢
your bag week! 0 Our attention was
his fly and rummaged round a bit until out of the opening, came a closed
fist. With his other hand toward his mouth, he begahuff and puff on
an outstretched thumb as both of his elbows started to flutter up and down
Then suddenly from his lower grasp, the starboard side of his scrotum
sprang into bulbous proportion. Just as quick and in upstart fashion, he pu
thingsawayand corrected his dress, - ut:t
anoon gents. Good run?dhen? O6Aas

Bagsy was dressed in a posh,4s@bured suit. Being the gingbeer's
storesy, he had perks and got ashore earlier in the morning and headed fc
one of the tailor shops. He went on to model his new lagging by pointing

183



out the tiddley glaskued buttonsthe white silk lining adorned with
embroidered Chinese dragons, and a cut that was Beatlgy for the day.

He got measured up at 9:30 that morning and had it on his back by 11
o6clock. While he waited for his
drinking complimentarySapporobeer and by the time he got fitted out
with a Thaisilk shirt and tie to match, he had had the best part of a dozen
ales.

After the yorkie ran out, we up and headed for the Wan Chai. Out on
the street in this miadfternoon,it was hot and typical Hong Kong bustle
was everywhere. You could smell the groceries cooking away from all the
little stalls and a quick nosh was in order. We had a smally piece of chicken
or goat with rice in a banana leaf and whatever the meat waspicasi

enough that whatever ani mal you \
East. What did matter was how good it tasted and that would tide us over
until the next Ahands to noshind

As we approached an intersection to cross a narrow lanereebties
ofdstackd pulled up right in front
Bagsy, not a foot away from the rear door and without missing a beat,

opened it and said, AC6émon | ads.
the other rear door of thexiagot out, and carried on across the lane. We
six all foll owed suit of fering a

nonchalantly transited through the back half of the cab. Picking up on this
little caper, Pete, who was last to follow, upheld the qualfityubmarine
gentlemen by shutting each of the doors behind him accompanied with a
thank you to the driver as we strode on without cracking a smile.

Then Pete saw a rickshaw and convinced the coolie that it was crucial
that four of us had to ride togeth&he coolie looked a little doubtful but
then reasoned that for an extra dollar for a $3.00 fare, he could draft this
heavy load. Four of us piled on and we were on our way. After a few steps
by the cooli e, -shPetleeedno.l.hek bd, WaTd
in unison when suddenly the O6sha
hanging on to the pull bars for dear life, while his legs were flailing about
high in the air above. The whole intersection came to a grinding halt as the
four-mancargo cane toppling out onto the ground like a dump truck while
the coolie went hurtling back to the earth on the other end. The whole of
the Wan Chai was in fits, we got up, dusted ourselves off, and paid the
coolie triple what he eintheattegnbanand e 6
time for a bar or two right in the middle of the Wan Chai. Coloured drinks
for the bar girls in their cheongsams and incense scented air conditioning
was the next riiashore order of the day.
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It was a carefree good time and the want on into the night until the
wee small hours. Tattoos were in order at midnight, big eats at the stalls,
while others went for a bagff. In the end while on my own in a rickshaw
heading back tdamar, it was the only time in my naval career that | had
ever been rolled and robbed. | kick myself to this day, and the only thing
worthwhile out of that episode, after an uncomfortable night on the
pavement and a very sore brainbox, was to be reminded that you shoulc
never end up ashor éat weall knew that, yed d ¢
somehow and sometimes, we tried to defy the fact. Did it ever make for
good discussion at tot time on the engine room platform the next day along
with the tattoo parade

AYorkie and t-hegBuéwar k fi

Nearly a dozen | ads ended wup in
and in the morning, it was time to come to the donk shop, take off the
Kleenex tissue and scotch tape bandages, and see what we all got. Ho
ideas for tattoo designs extended into agamo f -cdabtl taicrkg 6 a't
one better! Just a few weeks earlier in Nee Soon, | got a little half inch,
very discreet, snort head valve engraved on the inside of my forearm. It
was tiny and just sticking up from a feather atop of some banners that gave
an impression of a snorting submarine. This appealed to many stokers, a
wel | as Mick DO6AIish who among ot
his right hand, a majestic eagl e

As the bandages were carefully removed, the exhibitiqgarmeo
accel erate. Propped up on top of
valve. Griff got yet a larger one, entangled within a maple leaf on his bicep,
then ATaffo Davies topped everybo
that showed a little moe mast tube, but #AYork
black-catted us all. He was on loan froAdmphion In her donk shop,
Yorkie was a stoker from the infamous watch that held the record for the
most snorts in the boat for 1964. They had turned into snanets a
teamwor k beasts and became known
made his entrance by removing his shirt . . . and there in all its glory over
his entire chest was . .-aea-nother head valve. This one was so large you
could see the spray mat heatand the rivets on it. At the top was an aerial
warning light with a shitehawk in the distance, and circumventing this
masterpiece were the inscription
ANI MAL WATCH SNORTI NGo
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Tattoos in the RN were commonplace and in theHBsst, you could
estimate that ninety per cent of the matelots had them. They arose fromr
naval superstitions. They were expression. They were naval spirit, a
trademark of their profession. Some of the designs were artistically
magnificent as they drapedrass backs, around legs, and of course, on
the naughty parts. Tattoos were aesthetic for their time, as orientals were
very talented and imaginative in their tattooing artistry. . . especially with
bamboo needles. With angelLibeedisp

. .with traditional flags and sinking ships came much humour. . .some
quite bawdy. . . some coarse and some very original. Others had a dotte
l ine around the neck . : . ACut |
of the right hand thaivhen the wearer saluted an officer, the recipient
mi ght just notice that he was bei
cans on belly buttons, hinges at the joints complete with Phillip's head
screws . . . crucifixes, a pig and cock on the kneesehnas a real popular
part of the anatomy that best served as the céuittepage of these
owal ki n-gt rciopnsi éc. Backsi de banter
usefulness than just sitting on it. A pair of green or blue eyes or twe four
bladed propellerswith he accompanyi ng p+Keep au't
Clear, 0 were exampl e ssitting® tattoo, fpkng t

depicting a devil with a pussero6s
the register where huge flames are seen shooting out ophbsite bun.
I n doing one better, we were o0on

dance, witness to yet another-hanm exhi bi ti on of
Mi ne. 0 A r el e nBulwaksup onsat table dor hisfstagem
flashed his weseenit-before, car oon f or everyoneads
in opposition to this devil who was keeping the steam up, was an angel
aeronautically flying above the s
gal l on pusserd6s foam extinguieyher
to knock the flames back.

iVenus turns off at nigh

We sailed from Hong Kong and spent the next two weeks dived. It was
now time to surface and head in. Yokosuka (Yokoska/Yakooska in hairy
parlance) is on the main island of Honshu. On the nigbt o entry, we
did a north and south reciprocal passage up and down the coast nee
Shizuoka to kil time as our ETA
Shizuoka is a spit of land south of the entrance to Yokosuka, the U.S. nava

186



base, Yokohama and th@ okyo. It was a serene evening with a flat sea
and at about dusk, Rick Sel ka anc
some air. Lt. ADel AncBohnt@msn o,y viyhe
the bridge were a few other tourists and the lookout was-Miak

D6 AiIi sh.

Del Shannon was a fine budding officer who always had a smile for
stokers and sometimes we worried about that. He must have been alrigh
though for he went on to be skipper Alderneyand of the belief, as
skipper of a nuclear fasittack in yees to follow. In the meantime, he
came across as a young officer who gave an impression that he was alway
Afone upo on the | ads.

When Rick and | got to the b?2ddg
and AWhat wa ? dohhe lja ® dozew aladyrue tketre. As |
looked about at the sinking sunlight and placid sea, | saw a very bright
light just off the horizon to the starboard side. | nudged Mick, the lookout,
and pointed into the general direction of the bright illumination on the

landfalltha was at about ten miles. Mi
breat h, and with his binocul ars
.green 90 . . .angle of sight, five . . . approximately 20,000 yards, . . .
probable 1 ight housSeaman! ®6ATE AN
reply from Lt. Shannon . . . but
Venus. It casts a very bright [|igd

Well Mick then felt a little embarrassed in front of his touristy audience
of non-lookouts and | felt all the more awkward for not keeping my place
as a stoker. ANever mind DO6Ai sh
this verywell-informed naval officer in a superior tone. Then suddenly,
the bright light went out. Mick then opn e d , A We | | i f we
south sir, that should be?Wealus
looked at each other with a shrug and the navvy looking dead ahead.
cleared an already clear throat. Mick then began to croon away in his
southern Irif twang to the tune of Jingle Bells:

Al 6tink | see a |lightho
Sinkiné down on me.
|l o6tink | see a |ighthou

as plain as plain could be.

Navvy got 6éis star gl obe
and from it quickly read:

Il tés not a Japanese | igh
but Venus there instehdo
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As a UC, Mick was proficient as well. His trick on the 187 and other
sonar sets was always well regarded and valued in the control room anc
his emphasis after the watch over tea, tot, oeer lwas the sounds and
tones of marine life as well as the din from ships above. His personal
accounts of his experiences from the watch were quite audible, relating his
conversations with a pregnant whale, sharks, minnows, shrimps, and &
horny jelly fishmingled with the din of carrier turbines-X0 gearing,
Loch Class recipsd6, an RFA,-boandd
yankee bomber that went by. . .over, or under us one day.

ASoapyo Wat s
Nﬁ\\' UBMAR'NE TRAI”W ~ another top of the line sonar

: % rate who was reared in the
o 4 RCN as one of the listening
experts. | had met Soapy in
P AL CA DIAN NAW I Micmacand it was obvious
é ¢ that his experience as an

underwater detector

specialist came as a result of
his travelling with the
Mobile Anti-Submarine
Training Unit (M.A.S.T.U.)
in the | ate oOfi
small but informed team,
they were assigned to visit
~the Naval Reserveiflisions
all across Canada and train

Bottom left: Soap & d' th aff in front of th local requisite personnel

ottom lett: Soap ean e staff In frront o e . . .

M.A.S.T.U. serrailer in some city somewhere Wlth. typical §h|pboard sonar

Canada No of f i#3edrss wh d rhe equment in its use and
spellsf o auty." operation. There could be

many tales to tell in such a jammy inland mobile draft as that one.
Although at times. . .

Soapy was proud to leeCanadian and now, in the midst of his kipper
oppos, constantly served in illustrating his tenacity, determination, and
adeptness of every Canuck possessed. BecauseAnehoritewere to be
heading into Yokosuka, t hougthck s ¢
right out in everyoneds minds tha
very Nipponese U.S. naval port.
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The case of Scotchéeééé

While alongside the Tang class US%ahog a mixed crowd from
Andrew,including the captain, LCdr Frewer and our Soapy, were invited
aboard to rally relationships. While touring the boat, they were fascinated
at the presence dNahots endeared mascot, 'Miss Wahoo'. She was
similar in size and as significant to what the @dian navy had in the
names of effi gy mas c oetrssNovadhd byachg t
midseventies, (Pander a RG@ksnagart.a) AT

AMi ss Wahooo was | ocated in the
poised in Polynesian attire ahincluded a blossom in her hair, a lei
obscuring her ample breasts, and a grass skirt that concealed extra anaton
that was accurately realistic. It was well known throughout the US
Submarine fleet that she was ndeup
issued that if anybody achieved in kidnappiWgho® s popul ar
he or they, would be rewarded with a case of fine scotch whiskey. His
assuredness extended from burglary prevention for if a perpetrator was tc
be successful in capturing this fikawaiian princess, he had to deal with
a technicality. She was wired to the submarine's diving klaxon alarm. Once
di sturbed from her pedestal, -&he
0-0-0-0-g a hs o alerting al | hands t o
imprisoning the culprit and keeping the worshipped idol intact.

By the next day Soapyr uhna da sbhecerne éo
become more and more determined of the challenge. From the tour, he
foggily remembered that in order to get at Miss Walkitbout being seen,
he would have to get into the conning tower. He would have to slip down
a |l adder into the tower and head
beyond. He would also need the assistance of thedrdty to avert the
attentionofWalbod s sent ry.

When darkness fell, he sneaked his way across the shadowed ballas
tanks and got into

Waho@s si de access hatch at the ¢
a wooden o6false hatchd to the «cc
noticed that a pecope and its bearing housing had been withdrawn for
repairs. Soapy examined this small opening very closely and figured out
that not only could he get into the boat, it would also provide for an exit
when he got his hands on the Polynesian princesssliawtight fit though
and Soapy started to get thoughts of getting stuck. He stripped off his shirt
and tropical shorts and was now in his shitnicks. Typical of any submarine
in way of a watertight hatch was grease . . . amply applied in keeping the
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mechaimsms operable. So he smeared gobs of it on himself to help him
through. Feeling like a gallant commando on a mercy mission who looked
like a staggering Japanese POW, Soapy began to edge his way in. After
lot of wriggling and inching, he found himself g¢ugh the opening and

into the conning tower. A few steps forward and into the cabin, there she
stood in her splendour. AWhat a t

He grasped her quickly and immediately the klaxon engaged in

repeti ao0-mogggafmA. 0 Bel ow, the repe
were interspersed with frantic voices, rushing footsteps, and stgmm
doors and hatches throughout the boat. Out of the cabin and up he wen
and in order to evade th&ahoopursuers clambered straight up to the
bridge. When he arrived, he realized that in his efforts to escape, Miss
Wahoods head had MissWkhkheoacrasstangrewd $l e
trot-sentry who quickly sent her below. Soapy then decided to remain on
the bridge in hiding until the excitement died down but most of all, he had
to get that head back. He did not bewilder. More determined, he knew that
beause the wooden access hatch was shut, they'll never think about tha
periscope opening. He waited for a few moments until it was absolutely

CO WahoolCdrFr ewer , ASoapyo & AMi ss3 W

guiet. Off he went again retracing his steps, putting on more gobs of grease
and slipping through the opening onoere. In his rush something had
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happened. He was now not only looking for the head, but also his shitnicks.
To his alarm, they had gotten hung up somehow and somewhere as h
groped about in the darkness of the conning tower in his nakedness. Or
handsandikees, he sl owly made his way
thought the head might be. When he arrived, he felt around on the deck bu
there was no head. At least there was some assurance. A bath towel (bat
towel???) owned by the captain would serve aseans for covering
himself up. As he folded the towel around his waist, the doorway became
shadowed with some Wahao. ACaught yadé!o they
one of them was the head of Miss Wahoo. The next day, as both captain:
boarded their boats, theews was passed. Soapy, LCdr Frewer, and
HMS/m Andrewhad won the case of scotch, the POLTO had cemented
her head back on as she was return&labog and the boditted a blank

where the periscope wasnot. When
the Royal Navy as being the first to ever being successful to the challenge
Then, and still a little hurg v e r Soapy replied.

minute! You mean the Roy@lanadianNavy! 0 AYore qui't
Seaman Watson! 0 a ctdine omwhisord gsechmetas t
clicked onWaho® s casi ng. Later in the d
all submarines alongside as well as to the bar owners ashore in nearb
ASubmarine All ey. 0 Soapy was-tab Ca
guest in all of them. Rightly so.

Subic Bay

By February AnchoriteandAmphionhad sailed from Japan and on our
southbound patrol, stopped at Subic Bay in the Philippines before linking
upwithamulinavy exerci se. From t he st
alongside until later in the day so we went on theieaVictorious at
anchor in the harbour approaches. This was a dodgy move but when yot
want to get a shower, and there was plenty orVthec 6y oudve g
resourceful. The top of the fin was only as high as the gun sponsons tha
were situated belower flight deck and it appeared that the only way we
were going to get aboard was with a wooden plank that bridged the fin to
a gun sponson railing. The wind was up &ictoriousnever moved . . .
but as a smalley craft inddosvolikegaa r i
fiddlerdéds el bow. The only way to
your hands and knees. My, those hdalyies must have thought that not
only were we primitive apes, but looked like them as we swayed about as
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in the jungle vines. \Wwere greeted at the sponson by a third in line, duty
subbyd who insisted that we sal
traversed the plank with manky smelling towels hanging from our necks.
Well now! Victoriousi s a 61 ong s hi p o ithandtmngt s
to do with her mammoth lines, defined as inhospitable, a long way astern
from the fount of hospitality...a long time between drinks as the Governor
of North Carolina declared, to the Governor of South Carolina in the Civil
War.

The next day, w andAmphionleft the towering shadows of the carrier
and RV &rhbushBhe had just arrived from a southward patrol and
as a joined trio, went on a trot outboard of UB£ch.She was one of two
U.S. boats discarded of tubes and bunked for transgortiarines to
Vietnam. She had had her forward engine room converted into a bunk
space and could carry up to 160 personnel.

Subic Bay was a very busy naval station that was gearesupply,
repleni shment, and quick fAshave
Before that though, we stokers were to strike down enginedilibe the

I.tor. USSPerchHM § m Amphion, Anchoriteand Ambushat Subic Bay

tune of over a dozen 45 gal. bbls. but as luck would have it, no crane was
available on the jetty. Beg on the outboard trot and four boats from the
jetty, presented a problem in that no way could the weighty barrels be
carri ed. -I'Yennhg pied, Smarderch,as well as a few oppos
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o nBusgh,andAmphionseemed amazed when they witnessed us securing
the barrels with a heaving line and pushing them into the harbour from the
jetty. Simple physics said this was effective but with precarious doubt on
some stokersd minds, e ac hwaterfwithtah e
woosh and a kethunk and disappeared for ever so long. With a visible
sigh of relief, one by one the barrels surfaced some moments later as thei
contents having a lighter SG, rendered them buoyant in sea water. We
would now hangow them toA n ¢ h @& putbbaeddlane guard to wrestle
them onto the dwitflidgsconmestisn oh the aften e
casing.-lDséd @%a@mour oppos were in
of doubt had prevailed, we were pretty chuffed with ourselveslief.r

Philip joins the submarine service

That same afternoon, the scratec
casing and ballast tanks. AlIl of
| got!o It was Mad Mick i n abmas o

preservative, climbing out from under the after casing. He had what looked
like a bird in his hand that turned out to be adailen duck. Everybody
came to a grinding halt as-unfannyh e a
of warm water and teeptd administer this poor duck with a dhobey. We
finally got him reasonably cleaned up, replenished the fanny with fresh
water, and anxiously put him back in to see him swim. He sunk! We pulled
him out and dried him off and decided that he was probablyrizuiide
had | ots of mouldy bread on hand
with a tin of ¢6éCarnation. Well b d

By now, Mick had rightfully assigned himself as the master and keeper
of the duck, who when we finally gotrh afloat in the fanny, could only

swim astern. This duck didndét see
properly . . .he also couldndét ncC
Well that didnét fizz Mick. Firs

some affectia. Later in the morning as the duck circled round the
messdeck table at tot time, everybody unanimously agreed on the name

APhilipo because after all, he di
he was very quickly determined a single hand and viedatiember, his

christening extended to APHhi | 1
Naturally, i f Phil 6 was going to

identification and would certainly have to do his part three training. Mick
then wentdownthepassages see the &6dswain and
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|l ater with a blank I D card and th
stood Philip onto the stamp pad and then transferred his distinguishing
marks, namely a pattern of two webkeeét, onto the square on thard

that otherwise takes the photograplext, he needed a stock number and
now a big dispute started about
Chatham rating where RN service numbers incorporated a geographica
prefix signifyinge aporratt immugcohs |aisksei
the RCN. The argument went on for some time but as the James Bonc
movie ADR. NOO was aboard (and we
good submariners), everybody set
established, somebodyisa : i Wo t i f ? Mell theati did Gt.t &
Everybody cheesed down then finis

Being on tropical routine, leave was piped at 1300 and Mick headed
over to the Subicd PX and bought
Asithappened it was quickly determined
was off, and he was the brand t hza
to be handled too frequently as this would minimize his buoyancy grease
secretion, but Mick socaatd. fWeodr e oa
in it!o The book went on to say
more than he was, which was convenient, and a diet of fresh not mouldy
bread, and evaporated milk was a good substitute.

The fuss continued later in the day. Tbeap t ai n, LCdr
Expresso Purdy, so | abelled for h
had | earnt that Phil d had joined
have to do his part three qualification by, at his own capability, scaling the
hatch coaming from the tube space into the fore ends. He also inquisitively
stated: AWhere is Able Seaman Duc
a shake to go on watch?o

Mick then went to work again to get Philip a bunk. He got out an old
p u s s wing 0et ved, a small square shaped cardboard box, and a couple
of carefully selected bed sheets from the engine room rag bag. He woulc
then suspend the box between the forward tubes just under # 1 main ven
and very near wher eemid .k 6Bhips twawva
get seasick and Mick could keep a fatherly eye on him.

The only problem we were | eft wi
a vacuum in the boat when we snc
excl ai med. ALet 6 Mickvwaypteasad withatlatbut s t
little uncertain. AOwdés he go?onb
he asked. He furiously paged thro
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ears would be the two holes on the beak. Well, we all looked at dsah ot
whi spering: O06Think oO6eb6so0oconfused

We sailed from Subic Bay and within five days, Philip passed his part
three, had been down to five hundred feet several times, could handle the
heat and humidity when the fans went down, colilkecar hi s | u
shaking his beak in the air, and became extremely fond of the rum dregs
on the messdeck table at tot time.

One night during the exercise, the captain was on the dimly lit plot table
filling in his night order book when Philip was very curiously wandering
about on top of the chart of the immediate operating areas. He paused an
|l ooked at F at h plattédsight om top of Rukad Tidmhne n
Island. The captain unfizzed, turned quietly to the trimming officer and
said, APipe Abl e Seaman DO6AiIi sh to
his duckshite cleaning gear designed for black and white admiralty
chart$ o

Two weeks later, our trio of boats were back alongsigelway at
Terror. It was good to finally get ashore and get at@mmer in the high
pressure showers up in Keppel. God knows, we needed it and discomfor
persisted. Some of the guys were nursingkly, others, skin infection,
yet more wi-tbt@d@chThé&y wee&d all s
shoes for the first time in weeks after wearing leather sandals that were by
the end of a patrol, rotten and falling apart from being constantly oil and
sweat soaked. To get your feet all cleaned up took about a week as
everyonebs toenails and foot wrin
of f the donksdéd, spud water, and/ o
wrecker's staff. To put on fresh shamd long trousers for a change, the
pleasure was indescribable.

Mad Mick in the meantime, felt that Philip deserved a run ashore too,
and we all agreed. He was now a seasoned, qualified submariner and ti
make him legally ashore, Mick had beeM®rorbar r acks MAAOG
and acquired a mini brown, speetalty, (no watches) station card and

filled it in with the a.plipMasosampedt e
ACOXSWAI N, HMS/ m ANCHORI TE. 0
Philipds head was st i ckthatwowouldt o

steam ashore turning in their station cards to the Duty RPO at the main
gate. Coming back aboard was treated very seriously, where Mick would
reqguest return of the station car
D6AiIi sh M. anduédbkl . SeamandAnchor |
woul d hand both o6écards to Mick ar
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6s doind awright! Bran kawd job
hilipbs head with his finger, i o6

iWho disdé bl oke, Pelly Co

On the topic of shirts and other clothing, nobody familiar needs to be
reminded of the intricacy and skills of the Chinese/Malaysian dhobey
wallahs and tailors. Mick, like Bagsy Baker, and most of us, had a passion
for tailor-made clothing that would eveget you socks, nicks, or shoes
made to measure, let alone a suit at a-tmakom price. When Mick was
in Andrew,he did a lot of running ashore with the previous M(E}t-1R

onald, Camer-r o n , 6Jockd McAIl pine, t he
handy -satri g6 and knew a | ot of
tenweeker , they got their orders i

good friend Terorbartadks. AJohnso at

Because of the language barrier, it was difficult to assure Pinky of
exadly the style of shirts Mick and Jock were referring to. Material was
understood as were the accoutrements, and so was the process of takir
measurements including the head. The problem arose in the style of collar:
they preferred. In the early sixteswo had t o be i n vog
was to have a Perry Como type collar that was broad and wore very high
up on the neck. Pinky had never heard of this thing called Perry Como. To
help puzzled Pinky, Mick and Jock illustrated with their hands horidgntal
about a foot apart and just abov
Pinky. Just | i ke Perry Como. Big

Off sailedAndrew t o t he I ndiandé and af't
to Medwayand a run ashore had worn away, Pinky was busy making his
deliveries throughout Keppel. There were fine suits, colourful hats, the odd
pile of clean clobber, new shorts, some brand new shoes and of course th
Perry Como shirts that Mick and Jock had waited for so eagerly throughout
thetenweektrip.

The shirts vere of Thaisilk complete with studded buttons, frenched
cuffs, personal monrgrams . . .and buttoned collars that began from below
the nose on down to the shoulder blades. This now explained why Pinky
had wrapped his tape measure around their heads infwiag lips. Jock
looked at Mick with that Scottish gleam in his eyes, and Mad Mick
i mmedi ately twigged. After payi ng
at a job well done, Mick and Jock had their-tenners and dressed for the
Saturday nightrunasher at t he Britd Club in
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of the stairwell with their new shirts donned and smartly buttoned up with
a necktie whose knot began below the nose. They would spend the nigh
with much attentiorgetting from people wondering both wlhad what
they were, and h azefswiththé Hutton undobeghatr
was I mmediately in front of their
the area of the second button hole down, you could easily see that the
evening's libations inaded beer, rum, lemonade from the gin, finally
having a dash of nasagoreng, more chil crab, with a hot madras anc
chapatti.

There were a lot of animalsTrerror barracks including the fotlegged
kind. Evidence to the fact were the dog droppings thatayed on the
parade square every morning. It seemed that after jack got ashore on a rui
heéd get a few down and then star
out of sympathy, go back on board and have the dog or whatever follow
him home patting hisdad all the way. At times, the friendly lapping dog
would go home with jack as an added paying passenger in a pirate cat
from the WaiLeeSuninJayBee (Johor Baharu) or
Some were taken into car eepointthatot t
many had to be gathered and put down by the local authority.

Oggie the doggy

There were however, legitimate but unofficial mascots. In addition to
Philip, there was a monkey, parrots of course, a goat, a special UK bounc
catand adognade A Rubbi sho f r omAlance,dad me
fOggi eo who belonged to the | ads
Awoodpecker fleet. o He would al wa
l unchtime seshdé with the O6slapgmgper
at the Tiger dregs on the table, Oggie was splashing his way through his
bowlful of beer, and a monkey cheetialy about for a pat on the head
from one submariner to another. The growling would start as Oggie, the
senior dog, felt that his turf wsdeing encroached with all these continuing
newcomers. Oggie was an old salt.
the O6sweepers. As a matter of fac
reflected his boldness and deeds ashore that earned hinaladssease.

He became popularly known as fA0gg

Philip in the meantime, was no slouch and always demanded attention
to his presence. One day after the club had shut, everybody scurried off tc
Terror galley for dinrdins before they shut at 1330. Philip followed,
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waddling as fast as he could. A bunch of us including Mad Mick, sat at our
traditional lengthy table that accommodated fifteen men per side. On the
other were Royal Marines from 42 Commando.

Philip meandered @t on the table as he always did, in search of
crumbs, handouts, or anything else that any diner, including the marines,
had to offer. As wusual, he wasno
plate and taking the time he needed, he became attractedwd a@f cream
of chicken soup. He dipped his beak in the gumbo to get a sample, or checl
the temperature as may be the case. All of a sudden, he stretched up to h
fullest, flapped his tiny wings, and jumped right into the steaming hot soup.
Soup, chunksof chicken, and veggies flew in every direction. Philip
Awheehpepedo | ouder than wedd eve
the decibel of a quack. All the submariners started with a eygk - fi C &
aambébon Phil 6. You eattoimedPd | i6t. ! OAwd it
ybafta earn yad keep, yad know. 0
souppAha at the same ti me, one he
charmed. Not only had his soup been infiltrated upon, but his starched anc
immaculate khaki shirt waseered with bits of celery and carrot stuck in
his row of Oundresseso. Mi ck saic
fer? Losind yerod6 ringbit on a rurt
inta Eastney?0o0

About three months went by and poor Philiptrhes fate. He had
become a famous duck who made ¢t}
News. o0 Phil é and Mad Mick were ir
the | ayeArchort€ds® atle @K gun enshrouc
hor seshoe ki sbegonthBleadinesastas her al d

nA. B. PHI LI P V.2MSUBRMARINKR) 007 1/
DEEPEST DI VI NG DUCK I N THE W

The accompanying story read similar to the above but with the juicy
bits left out. Philip became adored in the boat, at the club, at the inboard
galley, in K Block and throughout the 7th Squadron. He would be seen
waddling along as fast as he could goloiwing Mad Mick ashore across
the pontoons from thilledwayand everywhere else that Mick would have
to go. He had seven months sea time, most of it dived, and one morning
during an alongside scrudut he had beefi we e@ i algo ut I n
ends. Unknown tathe time, he had ingested some white spirits out of a
shallow tin that was used with steel wool to cut oil film on the cortosene

198



| ayered decks. We supposed he th
fresh water smelled like white spirits as well.

It wasn O t unt il tot time when it w
interested in lapping at the rum dregs. It got worse when he suddenly
keeled over, so immediately a first aid party headed by Mad Mick was
organized. They carried Philip up to RNH sickbagin gr easy ol
cap and ask to have him examined.
have a clue! 0 One of the first ai
At that meagre response, Mick then demanded to see a doctor and ask fc
a diagnosiswhen out of nowhere came a faumged Surgeon Captain.
ACaptain, Sir. Could you | ook at

somethiné this morniné!o The Cap
replied, AOh give him some trielnk 00
t hen asked of the Capt ai?nmqgwhighDhen 6t
party somewhat perplexed, rushed him over to the galley for a tin of
armoured cow. Philip died in transit.
A burial was held the next day in the grounds behind KeploekBand

Mick made a little cross for the head of his grave. There were about forty
of the lads present including the skipper and SM 7 himself. Had more
people heard of the news, many more might have attended. Mad Mick was
so depressed, he went out anddigwanother duck. He was yellow, about
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the same size, but had no personality. Mick called him Daffy. There was a
highlight. Daffy could quack, but not much more. Daffy lasted a week until
when one afternoon, Mick rolled over on top of him during an afterno
zuzz0©6 and he was either crushed o
Thar o || never be another Philip.
three anyway. OE was too yellow!o

So, | returned té&\ndrewand fortunately, just for a short timeoi that
the boat was well into refit, the doldrums had really set in. The routine was
|l ifeless at RG(S) and much more s
car, a sporty 1951, Light 15 Citroen, it gave me and my many V.M. riders
a lot of flexibility to get around the dockyard, the barracks-Bag, and
downt own Singersod itself. Il n shor
get back out there where | wanted to Aechoritewas just completing a
month long maintenance after the Japan trip and the lagt that she
was now preparing for another deployment. This time it would be to the
Persian Gulf and exercises in Jet
required . . . this time, my good friend LSEM Rick Selka. Like Soapy, Ken,
andGeorge Rickelo owned a sports <car
good driver but a little heavy on the petrol pedal. During a night out in h|s
car, we ventured out to R.A.F. Se
road leading to the Jalan Kayu and Kampong Seletarfabled as being
constructed by Australian and British P.O.W.s in 1943, andtheir
engineering ingenuityhad built the 7 mile winding stretch so that the
bends in the road were all banked in the opposite direction. Tvoeety
years later, the base thie road still remained the same, so when Rick and
| camebarrelingt hr ough at 60 mph that ni
leave the road and head straight into the jungle . . . just missing a thirty
foot tree with a threéoot trunk. A few weeks lateRick, this time on his
own, had another accident. He was granted a request to remain behind t
settle his business and even repa
| jJumped at it.

We sailed and headed north through the Malacca Straits andchato t
Indian Ocean. There would be a stop on the way at Rangoon, or
Mangalore, or even Bombay again. Other than that, every indication was
that it would be a straight passage to Bahrain and the gulf and do exercise
with the Middle East squadron, save for aly trim dive and a few
evolutions to keep ourselves honed.
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Liftind heads. . . and put

ThemankeyAnkepy s engine room was i n pr
the constant running and the price of a very hectic maintenance period. A
lot of big engine work had gone on, and on the third night out, a column
stud had sheered on the starboard sideumber five outboard. In order
to get at it meant removing # 6
find us down to one donk for about sevetwy hours. That cancelled any
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0200 on the & watch. Donk Shop Horse, Mechanician Bertie Ruler cinche

on lifting #5 cylinderheadChi ef o6 Ti ff 6 Bob Dicke

beanie)ook on while theauthor, just out of his bunk, arrives in the engine rc
for the watch

port visits for the transit. Such is the life in submarines. When an engine
goes down, it becomes an-alndsin evolution so that repairs are made
good until completion. Because of the minimal numbers available, watches
are reduced in numbers as well as the rotation from three to two. There
will be little sleep for the next theedays. Bob Dickey the Chief Tiff, and
Chief Stoker, John ACuddly Studl ¢
whole job would be headed up by
Ruler. He was the dorghop horse who in short years to follow, was the
Chig  Me cArtémiswiren she sank alongsi@®lphin. Mechanician
ABrumo Nichols and ERA2 ATiny Jo:¢
other chiefs in charge of their respective watches and the
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inclusion of AErnieo Cl ayt disof t
senior rates. Each of the shifts would have two stokers on it that were taker
off the one in three watch bill.

Not only was it going to be strenuous and filthy work and make for a
lot of congestion throughout the boat, but having to deal with this in the
stifling heat was another affair. With decreased air flow through the engine
room, made the place Ilka greasy carboned up, grelamuse with

Back to normalthePowerWat ch on t h e sboth didasc e
Goose, Knobby, Buster and ERA of the w&itmy Joed Travers.

temperatures bathed with high hur
130 degrees. Because of the weight and dimensions of the heads and liner
blocks and tackles and whoopgiege whitworth ring spanners, sampson
and sl edges wer e par tboateehging rapair k.t a
Letds not discard the fact that f
this array of pullies and farm machinery to obtain a ball park precision
cylinder head torque at thedar,i T wi x . . The siuatidry E !
at sea in an engine room with tossing;laden, and sweatoaked deck
plates can be a very dangerous place to be. Then comes the confusion
verbal orders and communication over the din of the other superchargec
running engine that necessitates the engine room branch to steepen in th
art of sign language.

202



The job finally got completed in three and a half days. We were all
exhausted and manky, and some were suffering from heat exhaustion an
prickly heat. Nevetteless, father opened the casing as the boat got back
up to 420 rpm both sides, both 06s
down could clear up the boat while the players got an extra tot, two beers,
and some weltleserved and easy to do kip. The satisbn of getting it
right again, as always, is indescribable.

The Bootneck and the Submariner

The passage now continued direct to the Persian Gulf and Jdifa8
in Bahrain. It was February in 1964, and what was surprising is how cold
it suddenly became. Here we were
shorts, sarongs and sandals, only to find that when we came alongside th
minesweeper repair ship HMSriker,af or mer amphi bdo |
Jufair, there was frost on the date palms and clouds of breath coming from
the passing camels on the jetty. Cool air surrounding oily and greasy
sandaled feet makes them very, very cold.

Along with several minesweepersetMiddle East Squadron that ran
from Bahrain, boasted the new type steam/gas turbine Tri{dalsawk,
Eskimo, Nubian, Ashanti, Tartaand Gurkha.lIt would be the first time
that | had seen what a Machinery Control Room (MCR) was supposed to
be. | just coudnodt f at hom h o-eondifondd tspaneg
watchkeeping over running machinery that was in unmanned spaces belov
you. AboardNubianwas a Roy al Mari ne commart
White, who | ater teamed up with o

The gory goes that after an ale or two at thdair wets, they decided
to swap unibags before venturing into downtown Bahrain to visit the
bazaars. Grifféd and Knocker stay
came aboardnchoritewhen everybody was abowgady to get turned in
after the eveningbs run wash up a
into the stokerso6 mess -faohheokah pigeme |,
Well we had to have a demo. Griff
badged garbnto a corner of the mess while Knocker the submariner
watched in his bulky jumper and tsbort bell bottoms. A burga was
quickly produced and donned and then Griff proceeded to wrap a towel
around his recognizable head that had grown through his baomplete
his costume, he intertwined an H.M. SUBMARINES cap tally into the
folds of the towel, crawled up unto the messdeck table and squatted behin

203



the hookah pipe and began to suck. What was in the top of that pipe
anyhow? Did it ever chuck uplhis went on into the early hours until

finally, Grifféd got his swede dov
and aft on the settee and only half of it opened into the mess. This made i
convenient as a slack hammock in
pbns until Chief Stoker #fACuddl eyo

and turned to. He was still turned in in his sleeping bag when finally, he
got the big nudge from CHIEF Stoker. There was another peculiar but
famil i aupoicihmmckhe ngeWesthoaghtadhat mayber n
there was a sick cell in the battery box from below or that maybe chef had
a bubble and squeak jacked up for dinner that day as the pong wafted al
about. Griff scratched his kmaldy heed and straightened out his burga
and commeced to fold up his sleeping bag to zip it up into his mattress
cover. In the process, he inverted it and gave it a shake, when out droppe:
this o6John Brownd thadbodbmph, awi 0 h
battery board deck of the mess. The stokersmagared the mess to turn
to so quickly before and by tot t
was delivered to the mess from th

A0Ode to the pit of Grif

Griff crept from out of his pit one day

His bag of chink, he chnk.

There on the deck after st
fell this 6Geothedk.dhat |
The clankies, out of the mess they stole,

holding their shonks, they shunk.

Many a wicked smile Griff@¢
and many a wink, he wunk!

After Bahrain, we played a little with the Gulf squadron and then the
Pakistani Navy in the Arabian Sea off Karachi. After a week or so, we
shaped a course that would take us into the Jetex exercise near Sri Lank:
among the allies in the exercise were RIAships and HMC ShipSt.
Laurent, Mackenzieand Saskatchewanas recalled. Then we learnt of
startling news that during an exercise in Jervis Bay, the carrier, HMAS
Melbourne(later dubbed the Killer Ship from a second collision in 1969)
had rammed andut in two, the Aussie Daring Class destroyeyager
with 82 casualtiesNVe were stunned in wondering how it could have ever

204



happened. Later, RN Daring ClaBsjchessvas to be sent to the RAN to
supplement the loss.

With the extra time, we were now destined for sparsely inhabited
Nankowri in the Nicobar Islands, a union territory of India since her 1947
independence. The Nicobars are a group of nineteen small islands in the
Bay of Bengal that form with the more popeld Andaman Islands to the
north. We went alongside the +#familiar frigate I.N.S.Trishul, at anchor
in a lagoon. Also, much to the amazement of my kipper oppos and to the
pl easant surprise of Gri ffé and
MackenzieandSaskatchewanyho were to later depart for return passage
t o Es gui m8&tlLaurentwas and heryway rdund to Halifax from
Esquimalt after the first of class to be converted to a DDH, helicopter borne
destroyer. We just cbubdndnhdcampp

After we had doubled up ofrishul, it was time to snare a téonner
and boy, did we needdtf t er being away from 6

— —-— o~ o

- - o Z e T i

. - o ” — e —~
a5 i I e e

Bridge cleared for divingHMS/m Anchorite after BahranMarch 1964.
Middle East Squadron and SM7 insignias displayed at top of fin

weeks.As always when we got near a skimmer, the request went out to
blow down and descale 65 hummy bodies, and the reply Trishul was
awellr ecei ved fAYes pl ease, Ef f.eohdi !
yes please! o
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The Bar-B-Q . . . and the stingray

Griffé was to steal the show on
civilian diverso club in Singapor
members they would collect sea shells, bottles, and anything else-of rare
find value for o6édshow & telld at |
Gri ffdéd was al sdiver his gquipsnent as @ slub snbnmber 6
was complete. It included a wrist worn depth gauge, aaacked knife
and | anyard, a nhetted bag to st o
would affectionately label his snorkel tube as a devout submariner.

L

Relieved for tot and back on watcl Fore ends Anchorite. A lot coolar this
The Quee God BI e compartmet

The afternoon wore on where we had built a large fire and managed to
wrestle the contents of babies' heads onto a large tree branch that serve
as a handiriven rotisserie, was just not typical of a North American
barbecue, but it would do fine in these xeld surroundings. We were all
getting hungry and the tins of Tiger kept flowing. It used to bother me in
the days of can spanners and church keys that it forced me to have to drin
beer and goffers out of a glass. You used to have to open the cans witl
opposing holes to allow a vent for the liquid to flow out. My rather large
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nose used to act as a plug on the ventingple as | tipped the can toward
my | ips, and in defiance of physi

Nevertheless, it was time to eathd about twenty feet out from where
we stood was Griff panning the |
worthwhile. He was snorting and as such, his ears were just under the wate
enough that he couldn't hearourclaimdey Gr i f f 6! The
cold and the beerds gettingoHear:
didndét respond but instead, carri
shells.

Then, | noticed that senbiuried in the sand of the beach was an old
burlap bag that was damp andfstifpulled it out of the sand and in an
attempt to get Griffds attention,
it landed square on his back to which in a panic, he stopped snorting anc
went deep. Then he came flying out of the water with mask aakew
choking with water. In his hand was the rabarcked knife as he flailed
away in panic at the burlap bag that in his startle and panic, was a huge
stingray.

The confusing gearbox. . . w

Griffé was a victim efForachbhngdone n
ti me, he decided to hire a car f
engine red, | ate 5006s MG sports

lazing about around Keppel and in the mess on this warm Saturday
afternoon, when the peaead quiet was broken with a thunderous and
continuing roar from the roadway below. We spurted out onto the balcony
to find that here was Griff, manoeuvring the car toward the block and in
his bewil der meonw ,i rcrtyh eda gh elult ashdi vy
thing outta HKHelad driden the fourt€ed miles from
downtown Singapore in that mode and the heat and smoke coming off the
gearbox was worse than a flagp from cold, to put on a battery charge.
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CHAPTER EIGHT

HMS/m Alliance
The o Appl i anceo

Pogson. APoggyo was very poised

was a huge man and very proficient as a captain. He was extremely dry

and witty and knew well how to ssciate with his crew. He was a
master at blending times for serious attention as well as the more
pleasurable things in life, and knowing when to relax was a loud signal to
us, his supportive crew.

. The coxswain was CPO fiBer
former escape tank instructor who later, went on to be the
commi ssioning coxswain of
HMS/m Resolution.| t di dnot take wus
AMal nutritiono! Hi s tight
delivering the groceries was abysmal. The tanky would
approach him saying of pus
thereds only fif t?yb epbeda sr e snp can db.a gil
a bag? Mash 6em! o6 Meanwhil e, Scou
fare. He would bake a cake now and then. The outsideker, on watch
at the time, had to trim 200 gall
mess took one forward. Trimming is a hazardous occupation when the che
bakes.

SinceAlliancehad arrived on station the previous year, her running was
at first, s@rse. She had encountered a plunge to great depths while transi
snorting. She had hit a fresh water patch off a river tributary while close in
to the African Coast. When she arrived in Singapore, she was knackerec
from theeightweekrun it took to get tere. She had also suffered a ballast
shift which meant going into the floating dock and fix things right before
she was out on patrol with the re
down to get her fitted out with surface gunnery as well. It seehadhe
pusser had run out dfinch deck guns and had to resort to weapons that
didndét take kindly t oSoBllencewss fitadme r
with a 20mm Oerlikon mount with two detachable gun barrels stowed in
the gun tower. To further supplement, portable Vickers .303 machine guns
were fitted on the bridge and struck below when diving. A haven for-a gun
layer, where this time, ca@nd custody came from none other than the

I n the middle of the year, | joinédliance The captain was LCdr Tony
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only submarine guayer the RCN had on inventory, good friend LSLR
ARoyo Donovan.

In a short time to coméiliancehad done a number
landing the SBS commandos, conducting patrols in and arouoddsidn
islands and on one occasion, well penetrating into Indonesian waters
guietly in search of the possibil
On one patrol, it was meant to sail at midnight and the crew in anticipation,
prepared for six weekswd. In order that the groceries would last, we
went t o-dedkidgo' (Chrtlbeard cartons of tinned food filled the
passageways and as long as the tanky procrastinated and rummaged tl
vittles out of the Coxswatsandth st
subsequence of saving precious fresh water. All of this at the expense o
bumpindé yer head and a sore back
doubled over.

We were to sail at about midnight and | was already aboard, in the donk
shopdoingdbattery charge. The stokers
good idea to shave off . . . their heads. They arranged to have the barbe
close up at 2000 that night at t
guzzled their O6Ti ger stitey shified fronAhe c h
barstools of the wet canteen to the adjoining entrepreneurship of the barbe
next door, and returned to sip m
Then in timely fashion so as not to be adrift for Harbour Stations, fourteen
6cnka es® dumped the drops of their
and oHl-Ho, Hi-HD . . .1t 6s albthefwaytdownw o |
to the boat on the pontoons leadindgtedway Once the boat had cleared
the darkened navigational hazards oflbkor Straits, we dived and would
come shallow only to snort, until six weeks later at the entry from where
we started.

Watch Your Fingers

During another Asneakie, 0 aroun
Chapman and his tubes crew, were loading\sosail mines up the tubes.
As one of the cylindrical weapons was being eased into the breach, Bonzc
decided to use his index finger as a tube top stop. Alas, his finger was
nicked off at the knuckle and went up the tube along with the mine. It was
dark in here and the slack fit tube gave little room to rummage round with
a torch | ooking for Bonzods fAper:
meant more toil and a considerabl
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Il 6m signed f orThe rext dal, ¢ha boat moved ta n
within the areas designated for the minelay. When #3 tube was flooded ug
and fired . . .the jimmy's voice, that of Lt. Frank Grenier, came softly over
the tannoy announcing, AThe Dboat
the T.1.6s f i nger -quieAstateveeeryae shall refraint h
from joining in the Naval Hy mn! o

On other operations known as AC
land, and recover the bootnecks from tffeGmmando Brigade SBS.
(Special BoaSection) These commandos were quite different for not only
were they in perfect physical condition, their expertise extended into being
soldiers, paratroopers, divers, to submariners, and now in this case . .
canoeists. There were twelve of them andweee to release them inshore
on Sumatra and/or offing Indonesian islands in the Java Sea in the black
of a moonless night. The operation required that we launch them from the
casing in their six canoes in a controlled dive. The versatility of the gun
tower in also acting as a twoan escape tower provided SBS landing
parties to sometimes loakut and exit the boat when shallow instead of
surfacing. This way, when surfacing off shore out of visual range, they
would be all ready to retrieve their weapons @anoes that were stowed
under the casing or at times in the fereds and later released through the
forward torpedo loading hatch. Two commandos would enter the gun
tower, flood up, and when the pressure equalized, open the upper lid anc
swim out. Thiswould be done several times and on one occasion aboard
another boat doing the same operation, a swimmer also lost his finger
while battling with the upper tower hatch. In serving as an example of their
daredevilry and barmy courageousness, the bootnege&d in charge
opined, A" EOI I be awlroight! It W

Meanwhile, our thoughts were that if this keeps up at the rate of two a
week, the sandy seabeds of the shallow waters off Sumatra are goingto b
i nfested -wif flo s wreigerreedn a s : ANo | o
necessity to Her .Majestyods Ar med

Once ready with all the ACockl es
do a gently controlled dive allowing them to launch from the casing. They
would then make a line aroutide search periscope mast tube so that the
canoes could be slowly towedline very close to inshore. Once released,
they would paddle ashore while we would slowly retreat to deeper water.
After they had compl eted tihgditrd @p
hours later, it was time to make the recovery. Close inshore once more, the
means by which the commandos would sight our peristmpewas
simple, but revealing if not done fastidiously. Atqoletermined exchange
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intervals, a redensed, torchwith weakened batteries was aimed through
the interocular eyepiece of the search periscope, thereby signalling the
retreating canoeists of the subr
means for |l ocating position fomn I
an SBS device which could transmit a weak signal through the water to the
boatdéds 185 U/ W telephone. By pad
they would halve themselves and prepare a line across the anticipated trac
of the boat 0s dpgherrshag thelmeand tMethew baakl
out to sea, surface and bring them and their canoes back aboard. On thi
operati on, we recovered them the
His colleagues never spoke.

Vendetta and a real rabbit

Weeks lateranother patrol was evident and like all others, there was
never a need to take more than th
steamindé gear. Much to everyoneao:
Strait, we made a very abrupt and sharp courseatitia to port and
headed north for Bangkok instead of across the equator, back into the Jav
Sea. AStrange, 0 this navy! Strang
eludes me to this day, but guesses are accurate that we were either a deci
or was thera tip-off? Who will ever know when you live on the lower
deck? Ours of course was not to reason why, so we got on with it.

Once the view of Bangkok harbour became a reality, it was now seen
as a challenge to get ashore. As sarongs and chaffpé&esusboots were
not part of the Coxswainds repert
with the Thai locals, we were left to our own resources.

As we went alongside against sor
the donk shop, we soon found out that the amdccatamaran was none
other than HMAS/endetta Still baffled with a decision as to what to wear
ashore knowing that it had to sui
over the plank to the stokersé6 me
vertically opened w/t hatch leading down to the mess, | noticed a well
made chromed propeller surmounted with two stars on a wood backing. |
somehow felt welcome as | descended the ladder while rapping on the
hatch coaming with my free fist.

Beng a fellow colonial, it didno
of the Mess that like him and unlike the RN, | too wore shoulder flashes
on my unibag while taking every precaution to introduce myself in a
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quickly-regained but slipping Canadian ant That homemade affiliation
rid him of any doubt and his | oys
in helping a fellow colonial, the request for the loan of a dozen sets of half
whites was reasonable. After all, by saying no he realized he would be
singly depriving us of getting a run ashore in as we were only in for one
night. It became even more assuring and spirited to the killick when the
invitation was made to come round Alynceed6s O6cl anki e
with some of his oppos at 1100. He twlrto his mates and in his Oz twang
ordered . . . MfnRigglmhtuty cau wlhattl'e Hwae
trollies, bel t, shoes and stoberk s .
next door tad get a r un. Hethenturned .
to me and said with a grim | ook,
yabéb didnét take yoreds off when vy
of Willy intheMicmac Thi s was a fiLeadingo |

The next morning, we got under way at 06Before going, there was
one thing to do with the greying, brandiained, beer soaked, and in some
cases, torn clobber and scruffy v
stokers. We did. We rolled it all up in submarine gash bags with tins of
Tiger beer in each of the 24 shoes. During delivery in the darkened
gangways ofVendettaat 0500, the two starred propeller was to be
di sconnected, transferred, and r
t he st ok &ltiasae. . nve¢hers else?f

It is seldom the case that no matter where you go alongside, you mus
al ways take home a fArabbit. o Ban
because there was precious | ittle
something had to be done quickly. Ron Manisokillick RP and I, were
running back aboard in the early hours prior to sailing. We were passing a
stall that sold everything from veggies, to fruit, to nice warm venison,
when | noticed an old crate with live rabbits in it. Always prepared to
blackcat he boys, we quickly decided to buy one and take it back aboard.
Name? fABugs®©6, of cour se. . . and
of the harbour and the feendies had already jurygged a new home for
ABugs. 0 Everybody s thagmrdnswere abmardsa k
out came the lettuce leaves and carrots. About a dozen of us were circle
round the converted spud crate while tickling the rabbit and twitching our
noses in affection when grocer 0
foree ndRoi giht you | ot. Wot 6s ?upkedt he
our demanding Coxswain, when all the while we thought that he was as
intrigued as the rest of wus. He w
LM(E) Brown. Let 6s 0§ a\vhesaid. | focked upa t
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Bugs by the scruff and held him 1
whil e grasping the rabbit by his
not 6éow ya o6old a rabbit. Thatdés
The ralbit was now inverted when suddenly and much to everyone's
conclusion abodtoutnide ad Sweaitn ®N, n
with a traditional rabbit chop. Bugs croaked, and as he vented off on his

| ast breat h, eovo®0Yy b od®&waiweanitnloht & Q |
Mal nutrition stood back and decl a
ovadb the soide. You al/l know t he
the Far East . Theyodore fulla dise
That 6sof het eadThinking back, it d
t he 0 SAmchoritewhenmwe salvaged Philip. Oh well. Different ship.

.different tally, as we say. f

another time.

Noisy binoculars

We were now ottered and on the roof, running down the Malacca
Straits at 400 rpm, bound for Sir
Afpassage routine, 0 was | i ke anot
engines ran better and the air was at least a little driegldmyte all, the
watches were extended so that minimal numbers were closed up at any on
ti me. Even the fore hatch got -ope
water bath under the casing.

Although the Indonesian threat was close at hand, the Vickers machine
guns on the bridge were cocked and ready to go and the oerlikon down or
the casing was well prepared to
numbers were fAas dedndevérnere felh at least, t
just about prepared in the event of any action.

A new SubLieutenant had just joined the boat and he was very
inquisitive about the submarine. Industriously, he would go about asking
people all sorts of questions about howtsys ran and what valves did
what. One day, up on the casing, he was looking over the after plane guart
at the port hydroplane. He asked of the outside wrecker, Mechanician
fLeso Beadle, AWreckah! . . .?2&ha
He hadpotential to completely damaging his chances of success in later
life. Time passed, and he was on the bridge for his first surface watch on
his todo.
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Aft on the bridge was fAGeordiebo
port bridge rail was none otherhan fAPoggy o0 the <cap

A camouflaged Alliancéwith deck Oerlikon) as we return from patinlthe
Malacca Straits

like everybody else on board, in his sarong and sandals and taking in the
sweet air and just watching the s
had just taken over the watch making sure that his course wa&xtco
knew the charging rate, what masts were up and down, and the boat wa
seacottered in nApatrol routine. o
mastered after constant weeks of study and blasting away at every
theoretical aspect of the requirementssaofface running. He felt good
about himself and that the captain was very pleased with his
accomplishments as a qualified surface OOW. Things were quiet and sc
pecacefully in order until HASubodo f
but an hour beforehand. He felt that he was so absolutely well prepared tc
take his first watch but through the anxiety and bosys of mental
preparation, had forgotten aboth ur e. On t he bridg
ear for which many a submariner will tell a skimmer or landsman that,
AThat is the voice pipe to the e
pull down his fly and demonstrate an additional use by relieving himself,
when really it was aonpenendeddrain that trickled down into the fin to

the channel where ballast tanks meet the pressure hull.
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I n a fluster, ASubo said to cap
i's dreadful but t he hgpimgdesds & thistime.s n
It seems that lunch has caused my stomach to ache and | must reliev
myself. As you are on the bridge sir, could | go below for a few mornents

Poggy continued to look down at the brilliant white wash of the straits
andwithoum movement, said in his dry
remember that there are many things one must do before one assumes tt
watch on a submarine and unfortunately you have made an error in
remembering your requirements in basic needs. | can aglyest to you
that now you are here, and have full responsibility for the safety of the
submarine on my behalf, you must
one of them . . .nor would | expect you to disturb your wardroom
colleagues in such a dilemm¥éour popularity will hurriedly diminish 1
can assure youo

Moments went by when the captain heard a very distinct and echoing,
O6bbeoomphé, emanating from the top
side. As ASubo sl id dowmerchaverdghet h
starboard bridge rail and adjusted the hang of his sarong, Geordie heard c
Poggy inquire, fADrop your binocul

Station Leave

By 1965, the Indonesian crisis had accelerated. There were curfews
issued to all Commonwealth persehrthroughout Singapore and the
lower Malaysian Peninsula. A local civilian had been gruesomely
decapitated by a Dyak native at d
a potential threat to lives in any neighbourhood or any street in and arounc
SingaporeT hi s meant that for us, V. M.
gates of the entire naval base includiregror barracks and the dockyard.
Hence and expectantly, the dockyard canteen and the Armada Pavilion ir
Terror began to run dry of beer within a weakd jack was left with little
choice of the less popular demand@iinness or mild ale. Ships and
submarines alongside doubled up on their sentries and were issued ste
guns. Floodlights were lowered around all hulls in providing view in the
dark towardany means of the enemy attaching limpet mines. \alklbf
this was very exciting and brought everyone to bear. And along the lines
of , AAlIl wor k Jaanld a oduwll layhoynlak etsh
that although a threat existed, leave at desgghimes must be taken by
all personnel. In order to do so meant that Station Leave and the regulation:
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provided therein were activated.
a safe and assigned destinati on.
Centeo off the western shore of the
near Penang. Sandycroft, because of its location, served as a leave cent
for the larger concentration of Commonwealth servicemen that were in
Northern Malaysia and Vietham as wellnsesting of Royal Marines, the
R.A.F., and the British, Australian, and New Zealand armies. Well why
couldndét matelots go there too ar
never to be assured if our atten
boarded he train at JayBee across the causeway and travelled north to
Kuala Lumpur. When we had arrived there the next morning at about 0600,
it was time to have breakfast while waiting for another train that would
take us to Penang to board the ferry for Ipokl\reakfast at 0630 meant
musical entertainment provided by a juke box in the K.L. train station bar
and our bill of fare consisted of chapattis, curried goat, nasa goreng, anc
|l ots of Tiger beer to wash it al
had been a hot and dry trip through the jungle during the preceding day
and the sleepless night that had just ended. We were still thirsty and as wt
had consumed our breakfasts, t he
faltered. We felt good about this jayfchange . . .the break in routine, new
surroundings, the fresh to some but still sultry air, and someeasied
freedom for a while. We were very content and justifiably proud of who
we were and what we did for a living. Nothing could stop us.

After a hairy old start to a good day, we finally arrived at the leave
centre in late afternoon. Immediately, we were welcomed with smiles from
the native NAAFI staff, but odd looks from the many people already there
that also included wives and families of tlesvfwho were entitled to be
accompanied. Wives and families? What kind of wars were going on
anyway? It was welknown that many aboard the ships in Singapore were
foreign for eighteen months at a time and their families were all back in
YewKay. But the arm, the air force . . .what was going on? In any event,
we moved into-amabi Mmeidki gme.n We i mr
the bunks looked more like boudoirs through the bundfganosquito
netting that was draped over each of the pits. It would ddipest The
deckheads were high and flat, there was lots of shower water, and the plac
was clean. It was time to head for the beach side bar and meet the gaffer.

The first sign of restriction was a placard in front of the bar that clearly
read: A S HARGX DQVRARNENTER THE WATER WHEN
RED FLAG IS FLYI NGO Well after si
do? In we went. The water was lovely. Moments later, we were hollered
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at from what seem€dndi kegowsisedaitrh
flag cobber®? Get outt a t herocamethsiorrible andni n
booming Australian accent that belonged we found out later, to an Aussie
pongo clubs wi nger whose Job it was to
number heds got! Bleedind PTI &s! 0

Later, we strolled along the white sand beach that was caressed by
jungle palms and coconut trees. Then we came upon a stream that cu
across the beach. It was about 15 to 20 feet wide and wound its way from
the balmy sea into a lagoon behind a stanttesfs. The water was grey
and murky | ooking and we coul dnot
order to get to the other side of the sand approaches quickly became al
obstacle. Sea snakes, crocodiles;isgac hi n s, Portugese
other crittes . . . the like that snap, sting, bite, and yomp, were the primary
objects in our minds. So how to get across?

Bagsy knew that my new wristwatch was special to me. In an earlier

trip to Hong Kong inAlliance, I had purchased a
that | t hought would well replace t|
Karachi. It was a ATitus, o0 that i

and rocket ships flying about in the bezel. Bagsy and Pete then wrestlec
me to the ground and seized the Watio see it being hurled across the
stream to land harmlessly into the warm sand on the other side. Well, thai
did it. Somebody had to go first and briskly. | had been elected. As |
configured to make a rapid swan dive and then swim like hell to the other
side, nervously | looked to either side. Here were Bagsy and Pete in the
sameprali ve position wit Onthraeg.siy andb o L
swim | i ke a bawst alndweweénn.er all ahevfoot of T h
the murky stream. There we now laypped up on our elbows, looking

at each other and laughing as if there was no tomorrow. We stood up anc
walked the rest of the distance. That comical event reminds me to this day
of the affection and commitment of true submarine messmates.

The week spedybin an eventful way. There was a call for blood donors
at the local clinic. We went and passed off a pint each and much to our
pleasure, were rewarded with@oming free beer in order to replenish the
out-going free pint. There was no curbing of the dlegr. Money in our
pockets then became a serious problem as usual. Poor financial
management and having to pay for our digs by the end of the week almos
left us to starve. By the time we had paid for our return train fare, we
pooled our tin. We found thaimong the six of us, we managed to scrape
enough together to buy three bowls of rice only, but then fill up with
drinking water to make it swell up all the more after we had ravenously
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yomped the ishé within a fewgsecoc
so it didndét take |l ong to scour t
few dogends. It was a relief to finally step off the train in-b@®e once
more and get back to the boat.

A new flag

By April, although not home in Canada and privy to the goings on in
the RCN, we had learned that something ceremonially significant had
occurred. News finally arrived that two months before on the 15th of
February, 1965 the White Ensignfi-e n rinoQanadan warships had
been hauled down and replaced with the new Canadian flag. Soapy, Roy

and myself jJust couldndét 1 magine
felt a little left out that such critical news was so slow in getting to us. We
had also heardtha t her e was a | ot of gron

and those that were, over the displacement of a flag we all so proudly sailec
under. When we stopped to think about that, we became a little objective
too. The good news though was that because we stiflreailing under

the exact same piece of proud bun
So just how did this proud flag ever come to be?

Naval history is intriguing and by discovering that from the outset, the
origin of this piece of proud buntingeshs from it being disengaged from
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the family of three standards. . .the Red, the White, and the Blue Ensigns
The Red Ensign was introduced into the Royal Navy in 1625 and was
being worn by merchant ships soon afterwards. In 1674, it became the lega
and ecognized flag of the Merchant Service. In about 1650, the Royal
Navy was using all three ensigns and the fleet was divided into Red, White
and Blue Squadrons, each commanded by a Flag Officer of the appropriate
Afcol our, 0 whose s hitpasfthat ocolow. Akthreei g 1
ensigns remained in use in the Royal Navy in this manner until 1864 when
t he Red Ensign was made the exc
Service. 0 The White Ensign was th
Blue Ensign for he then newly formed Royal Naval Reserve. And then
and wel |l i nto the twentieth cent.
to identify that as worn by Fleet Auxiliary vessels.

So here we were on the other side of the world while quietly and
proudly dothg that Canadian submariners, in RN submarines would
probably be the last of RCN matelots to sail under the white ensign. Some
of us were destined to do it for some time to come yet but when the last
Canadian matelot would do so, we would languish to @&n od

The White Ensign
A wind-torn rag on a worm -eaten pole,
It does not |l ook Iikely to st
A rag which told of its count
Of the ship and the men who once sailed upon her:
0Ti s the deeds t hahewndetoreragl on e
When the pole was a staff, and the rag was a flag.

ABring #4 tube to the Acti

Meanwhile, we were quickly closing in on our last few taskings before
returning to the YewKay. We were to do a quick visit back into Hong Kong
for some R&R, but then news came that a typhoon was approaching the
areas. Poggy decided to sail to ride out the storm. As we cleared the
harbour, it was to be an eventful time which led into three uncomfortable
and miserable days. As the storm had not yptagrhed, we were earlier
tasked to expend a MK. 8 war head
inventory was past its time as was the workings therein were approaching
the end of their useful life. The target was a small uninhabited island that
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lay in distant proximity to the harbour approaches. Immediately, it
reminded me of the iceberg we fired at with a MK. 9** in Micmac and
missed by half a mile. To be accurate and on the very safe side, the torped
was to be fired at a range of one mile, the boat on tiacguand DIW.
The O0kippero6é finalbloghl ét agoewi ah |l
and bantebetween the control room and the tubes crew headed up by
Aimi sadiingpt, 0 Bonzo Chapman. Wi t h
first lieutenant, Lt. Frank Greer, we anticipated the hit from his audible

countdown that suddenlKA-CRAICKThe f f
postf i ri ng comment | ater was, AJi mn
The boat shook violently, an indication of wi@&inquerorwas to edure

in years to come when the Argentine cruiBetgranowent down in the
Falklands deploying the same fish. Being dived, the impact was to be more
significant. After the success of the evolution, it was time to divert
attention. We secured for sea tderiout the storm on the surface, giving
nothing to chance as the typhoon began to bear down. Not knowing the
extent of time that the storm would last, by choosing to dive and go deep
for a long period was totally relative to the duration of main battemepo
Added that because now, the seas were so heavy, there was further risl
As submarines pass through a state of neutral buoyancy when diving,
stability becomes crucial in unpredictable heavy seas that can cause a bo:
to take on a hdéaviparndlelr yammd oiis @it |
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The dangers associated with surfacing also presented stability risks
compounded with how much juice was in the box for the main motors to

drive us back up. The storm strengthened and Adlegee rolled heavily

as conditions rapidly worsened. The captain was now obliged to ride it out.

AStop Trim and Turn i n! ¢

A short time later, he was looking aft into the engine room when we
took on a heavy roll. He was to witness arstdiel workbench part its
mountings and hurtle across the donk shop platform with a violent crash,
just missing fJoc ktdidiaThecaptaindrisklyo n e

ordered, AUncotter main and auxi
diving! o He wound the main motor s
into the sea, and with AQ0 tank

heavy leaning dffculty. After getting a reasonable trim and battling with
the after planes to stay at peri s
in order to pass off the diving signal. The AWO got up, but then became
battered and entangled that it was now u/s. Nonoméd know that we
were dived except us. It was time to go deep where at 200 feet, the boat
continued to roll heavily. AThr ec
still the boat demanded planes and propulsion to steady up. Finally, at a
depth of 400 feeAllancebegan t o behave, and
ordered. This relieved the requirement for planes, rudder, and propulsion
thereby conserving the battery. In addition, no electrical machinery was
to be run. Lighting was reduced to one or two bulbs pempestment, no
fans, no galley stove, and no physical activity to conserve oxygen and
mi ni mize CO2. That meant turn in
with mouldy bread . . .and life became a standstill in a submarine
surrounded with an 85 degree seaperature. Hot, humid, dark, dirty,
sultry conditions in a fodhir cylinder at 400 ft. soon brought back the
prickly heat and dreaded lergy to almost everybody. We did this for three
days, only running CO2 absorption and burning oxygen candles both
electically. Meanwhile ashore, a SUBMISS went into effect, accelerated
by the insistence of the wives of the crew. No one would hear from
Alliancefor three days, and all ships and submarines in the area were
alerted. We finally surfaced as the stovoving tyghoon exited the Hong
Kong areas. A message was sent immediately, announcing: HMS/m
Alianceisaf ely on the surface, 0 that
back alongside @tamar,and people wonder why submariners run so
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hardwhen they get ashore. It was experience | shall never forget. To
this day and during times when i
anatomical places that emotionally offers a grim, but sometimes, proud
reflection of that encounter. Later in Singapore, the panic had subsided
and wives (and girlfriends of course) were in glee with relief. So were

A w.eo
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CHAPTER NINE

AFAREWELL SI NGAPURAO

near to sail home. Many things had to be done to prepare the boalt

for the eightweek passage to YewKay that would take her into

refit in AGuzz. o0 We wer e-dayo d
surface passage to HM&hebaat Aden for fuel and overnight leave, then
transit the Red Sea and Suez Canal to the Mediterranean. We wapuld s
at Malta to replenish for two to three days, then resume passage for Lisbon
Portugal for a threday jolly. The last leg of the voyage would take us
across the Bay of Biscay, then on to Devonport.

As A-boats were considerably faster on the roof, wecame
encouraged in learning that the 7,000 mile passage would not include any
requirement to dive, not even to catch a trim and swap ballast water abou
in order to adjust to the varying changes in the sea water SG that were
anticipated through two ocesntwo seas, and three climates. We would
be a skimmer for a change, fArunni
but enjoyable to imagine.

To confirm the fact t hat there
storehouse f or f r es hshades dgdmidifiedfheat n
was conducive to its readyse storage. Well it was much better than
storing it all in the fore ends and it was a lot cooler and airier up there.
Thirty bags of spuds, the cauli 6,
theeggs, wol d be stowed in the fin ab;
fresher air and out of the way down below.

The boat would also lose her distinctive black and grey camouflage and
this was a sure sign that runnir
Goldfishng was finally over. Added to that bittersweet reality, the
oerlikons and mount, and bridge machine guns were unshipped and fittec
in Ambushand that stood down ogun action and ammo handling quarter
bills.

Being black again and void of gunnery, we now looked like a typical
Pompey runnind boat except t hat
sponson attached to the casing and more than anything, the fin was
emblazoned with the returned S 67, the SM VIl squaddentifier, a
South African springbok, and a Bahrain dhow. Resourcefulness was alsa
clearly required. The plan, with
was to acquire from the dockyard sailmaker, a 10' X 6' X 4' deep canvas

N early two years had passed in theffang, and time was drawing
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enclosure that would baut to worthwhile use when lashed to the confines
of the gunvacated sponson; a swimming pool that could be filled with sea
water from the cable washdown connection.

Now this was good thinking by
Watson (RCN). Daily, whé runni no across t he
transiting the boiling Red Sea, we could spend all our passage routine, on:
in four off-watch time on the casing and lollygag in the pool. What a
change this would be, to be running with the fore hatch open, a constant
breeze through the boat, and living like an average human at sea agair
Meanwhi |l e, us stokers thought 't ha
ballast pump to fill it.

Submarine casings such as they are, afford few seats except for the twt
raised disppearing bollards. Sitting on the saocorched, and in this case
alumi num, casing, anywhere near t
blisters. Added to the fact that
casing, theyo0d twnedating drrangeiments aral the resa t
of us, including the wardhouse, would just have to hang about. More
resource was required. As part of
toTer r#l 6fsoot bal | pi t c h -team dendh.dnatlrer o
dark of night, we whipped it down the boat and lashed it under the casing
among the torpedo loading rails with the alrepdydfor canvas

swi mming pool. As it was a few d:
would be looking for it but to venture under@marine casing was no
mands | and to an Ainboard wanker

beach for everybody and we knew it was in a safe stowage. Even the jimmy
and the casing officer werenot aw

No heads to lift onthis trip

OftheAc |l ass, ten of sixteen boats
engines and they all posed a similar defect in their aging. As these twenty
ton engines amassed their hours, the huge column studs, about three fe
long and four inchem diameter whose tensile strength began to diminish
with time, vibrations and demand, began to sheer. As current engine hours
steadily increased, we had changed several studs at sea as well as |
harbour. Lifting heads to do so, was back breaking comptardtie
absence of them in the smaller co
& 006 s . ABancewas Wwaving to live with seven suspect studs, and
to have to remove heads and exhaust the inboard spares supply for th
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boats remaining on station, wasqaestionable decision. It was then
decided to do what had been doneAilderneyprior to her return to
YewKay from SM6 in Canada two yeas
engined and had suffered with the same problem.

The method required traversing taalt longitudinal dbeams to the -T
frames on the pressure hull immediately above the length of both engines
Handoperated hydraulic jacks were then installed vertically, between the
I-beam and each of tleghtcylinderheads of the engines. By regularly
maintaining a uniform pressure setting at each station while underway, this
network would provide assisted load upon the cylinder head pressures
therefore easing the stresses of the four column studs of each head. Th
installation itself, was a very long @rarduous job but rewarding in
anticipation of eight weeks of steady engine running and lessened the
welcomed probability of having to lift heads every second day. A wishful,
hopeful rhyme we jitteringly muttered:

No heads to lift, no rods to swing,
No bottom ends to tighten.

No studs will crack, no nuts to slack,
No clanky shall be frightened.

Compression on the cylinder heads is at its greatest when admitting
starting air-r to each <cylinder S
installation, both thesurface and snort mufflers were opened on initial
startup that assisted the dispersal of gasses. In this very abnormal
scenario, acrid black and thick submarsgmeelling smoke would belch out
of the snort exhaust standpipe outlet positioned at the attop of the
fin as well as the normal surface muffler tank discharge. Meanwhile down
in the donk shop, when both tele
CLUTCH, 6 we quietly anticipated
departure.

A real mix of crew

The captain had gone ashore and we were sad to see him go. We wer
pl eased however with his relief],
headed fromAnchorite to take the boat home and on promotion to
Commander on arrival i n Gu Qfficér,, W
HMS Gangest he new entry school at Hal
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turned out. First Lieutenant, Lt. Grenier, was to become FOSM in the
1980606s, was relieved by Lt. John
Halifax.

About two-thirds of the crewvould remain, the rest made up of allsorts
from throughout squadron, spare crew, the boats, and even people fron
SM4 squadron in Australia. They had volunteered to sail home via
Singapore rather than fly to YewKay for a variety of reasons, and this of
course would please the pusser and his purse strings. They came from thi
boatsTabard Trump( t h e f | o aTacitard(theftemurni). As,wela n d
many of the departing lads Alliance were near release and some opted
to be discharged to Australia as @ams. In all, and by the time we had
arrived in YewKay some two months later, sixteen were to release and
three had already been finished
a little back pay coming. In all, the whole exercise could have beeu call
an economical cleaunp.

Lest We Forget. . . animals in the Far East

Before we would sail, there was one more very important thing to do.
We were to take an extra passenger who was not a submariner. Earlier, w
deemed that lest we forget, and how theo x s wai n, A Ma l
Mallows, at the direction of the First Lieutenant, ordered the
extinguishment of the Bangkok rabbit almost a year before, there came ar
opportunity to exercise some-fdr-tat. The SM7 Commander and his wife
were also soon to beafted back to YewKay, but they were confronted
with a problem. It appeared that they owned a cat and in the course-of long
range preparations for returning home, learned that there wouldike a
month period of quarantine imposed before it could be ssdao the
Commander and his wife when back in England.

Therefore, the moggy would sail with us avoiding the quarantine
period. Able Seamen Terry Robert:
lived in the fore ends, and this is where the moggy was to be iyolets
such, they were detailed to feed and care for him for the long transit home
and by the time we would arrive in Guzz, the Commander and his wife
would have already rehabilitated. The moggy would then be personally
delivered to their home somewherekngland, by a yet to be designated
rating who was going on his disembarkation leave in that direction. In the
meantime, the whole idea of a moggy coming aboard bothered quite a few
people for many reasons other than the Bangkok rabbit episode, such ac
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iWhereds he gonnad pae@?n@anrddp kewe
cagel! o

A Bootneck band and a Paying Off Pennant to boot

The day of sailing finally arrived. Everything was as royal and as navy
as could be. The entire squadron was alongside Asabeishn dockyard
refit, and we were outboard on the trot. There was lots of excitement and
activity aboaraMedwaywhere a smallepootneck band was closed up and
stood by to play numbers 1 and 2
as they were concerned. . . AThe
Crew Song. o0 A ship, or in this ca
ad ways fdAplayed out of harbouro ai
organized effort on the part of the fleet as it once used to be. There were
wives, girlfriends, F.O.F.E. and other senior officers in their dazzling
whites . . .SM7 and his wife, the du§/i n Bos 6 n, and P

convert hi s outstanding I . O. U. 0s
remained on their respective casings engaged in farewell chats with the
Nfal-dre¢gees o as the crew casually w

The boat was regallyenshrouded with the traditional payioff
pennant in a soft, tropical breeze. It was raised by Ed Temple, our chef,
who had the honour and courtesy to do so by naval custom.
Commissioning pennants originated in 1652 when a Dutchman, Admiral
van Tromp, wih a fleet of eighty ships and three hundred merchantmen,
encountered Admiral Blake in the Straits of Dover. He sailed up the
channel with a broom lashed to his mainmast which was a sign that he
woul d Asweep the British otthisfsoheh e
hoi sted a dAwhipbé as a sign that
subjection. That he did, and it is said that the present pennant is worn in
memory of Bl akebs whip.

The custom then extends toward the chief cook, and in this case
Leading CheEd Temple, in raising and lowering the pennant as he being
the supplier of a pigds bl adder.
would be attached to the end of the pennant to suspend it in the air and nc
get fouled in the wake astern. On this daymore modern and less
repugnant substitute was utilized...or was it? A weather balloon filled with
helium. (The pennant was exactly 352 feet in length eg: the overall length
of Alliance, 281'6" plus 70'6", symbolic of her three extra two month
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periods begnd her present two year commission. Eachitwamth period
was signified as 1/12th of the overall length)

On this day, there were extraordinary numbers of casing party which
was far above the norm of four forward and three aft with the casing officer
and O0scratcherdéd. Today, it | ooked
the side and cheer ship and everybody was tripping over each other. Al
last, and for a change, many meailors would get to see what the
dockyard | ooked | i ke trdit)ras mell ashthe O
Sembawang noshouses, RAF Seletar, Serangoon and other favourite
runs ashore. As |l uck would have
tations, 0 but we O0tricked each ¢
singled upseand ready for
We backed away from the trot at half grouped down, as the bootnecks
pl ayed their music in salute. The
on t he ¢ asi n gAmphibrinaher&khaki greem and emarald
dome, was now outboard boat on th@, and aboard stood F.O.F.E. and
SM7 returning the salute. Inboard, stood all the yobs abAadiew,
Anchorite, OberonandMedway in company with wives and sweethearts,
flailing their arms wildly in farewells.

As we swung about and began to increaag, a distant tannoy with a
posh tone ordered, AEngine r oom,
clutch, o6 indication that the port
the starboard engine was fAturni ng
high above irthe still and sultry air with the support of the inflated balloon.

It was a proud moment as we eased down the ‘creek. As we drew nearer t
t he 0 d émbushamedinto view, high and dry in A.F.D. 10. The

S
i

Astill 0 cameBuaiysa i Inr iadh gheef csmwemad NG t wo
the Ho, 06 and choppind one off.
Then came the greyhounds. ABest

warned First Lieutenant John Speller, Bagle, then Triumph, and
Centaur, DampierandManxmancame into view as they lie at their et
beneath a rise of blue haze and t
activity. Outboard on their depot ships and by the jetties ina@ch Fada,
Ajax, Barfoil, Duchess, Cassandragincourtand Cavalier with several
RF AdkeT i dthed o r,nd 6ur old friendRetainermoored in the
stream. Salutes were smartly exchanged and the view was in a very uniqu:

way, spectacular. Poor ol eb6 bunts
pi ping his fensg.ld sbheamdmdardeathe | g
6creek6, sitting so high and i nt

down to a common reminder. Change!
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The submarine depot ship, HMSorth had only just arrived from
YewKay and with her came the thought that nuclear boats were just over
the horizon. The A6s would be mov
Medway,in her compactness and simplicity, would have no useful role in
playing mother to submarines as she so capably did for so many years
Soon, names liké&/arspite, Valiantand some more of the newer Porpoise
and Oberons would filter through the dockyardp)d<eppel block, and
Sembawang Village. The Indonesian Crisis had come to an end as
President Sukarno was deposed and soon, the Singapore Navy would tak
over and the Dockyard would be later disposed of to private enterprise.

As wel | , t h eoutfioembank ® Singapere and thabwould
be very different. This was the only foreign British base that | recollect,
had never seen a need for Ajenni ¢
was just as well, for | had enough on my hands with the gota 8MH
and R.A.F. Seletar, that the inclusion of a woman dressed in navy blue as
a run ashore partner would've started an internal war among the
|l adies... God luvd em all! Neverth
and accomplishment as we were todayt he f oc al poi nt
Everyone and everything was paying their respects andngigir a safe
return home. Well . . . nortlat least, for three Canadians named Watson,
Donovan and Brown.

Moments later, up on the bridge, could be hearl atvkward and
stubborn sound of Astartingo air
muffler tank. The starboard engine was now swinging over accompanied
with guffaws of sea water and carboned haze. Suddenly, great belches o
black smoke and a steadyingestm of sea water came rumbling out. With
some hesitation, ugly clatter, and plenty of thunk, the starboard engine was
underway with the exhausbuted assistance of two muffler valves.
Worse, from the snort exhaust standpipe at the back of the fin caree mo
huge clouds with chunks of rust and carbon that obliterated the sunshine
as everybody scattered for once finally, dressed in white fronts and tropical
shorts. From the bridge came shear bedlam and shouting that could be

heard clearly downonthe aftas i n g . ASir! Sir!o c
the Torpedo Officer in his starch
a fire in the back of the fin!o

A short time later, HMS/mAlliancewa s now fAhaze gr e
and heading for home. She had hadeait eventful commission coming
to the Far East from YewKay via South Africa and Cape Horn over two
years before, unl i ke the other A

229



detached to join SM7 from SM4 th
years to follow, vere to return home in timely succession as well.

After clearing the Straitoés | ast
and now looked forward to the surface transit to Aden. As the bridge and
casing parties stood down and secured from that memorapbetdre,
Edo6, i rourdiglery wemt up to the bridge and secured the pennant
to not break it out again until e
sea. We then came to learn that the meteorological device used to suppo
the pennantthatciafy ol eé6 EdO® jacked up was
frenchletter . . .originality lives on . . .and on the topic of weather, the next
daydés forecast to everyoneds disn

Indeedt hey did, as the captdayfoaske
the reply that theywould continuefor seventeen days while the port
| ookout s | eft el bow wasandaabkampA t
boat man will tell you, many rolled their guts out.

The first chance we ever got to get up on tasing was the day we
entered harbour at Aden only to find that the canvas bath and wooden
bench had been smashed about under the casing and all washed out throu
the casing flood holes. It would have been nice. The only other events that
occurred during wat we thought would be a relaxed passage, was a riotous
and costumed uckers competition, the same four movies shown three time:
over, and my 24th birthday.

AWhoo6éll do my 4 to 67?0

In order to have a happy birthday in a continuous rolling and pitching,
humidity-laden submarine was to have good planning. Within days before
the occasion, meant posting a piece of paper on the passage noticeboal
which read:

D'ya hear there

Buster's birthday is on the 30th of June. He doesn't need gifts

like cuff links, socks, tie pins, or birthday cards but is very

receptive to happy returns. Instead, splashers, plushers,

spillers, tasters, queen's, sippers, half -tots or whole tots, and

even the chance of doing bos'n without having to "get it up." The

birthday boy will be available to visit the sailor's mess, the
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senior rates', and the after ends starting with the after ends

and finishing up at his home in the stokers' mess. If he is
detained during his walk round, quantities may be deposited in a
suitable receptacle for his consumption when and if he arrives.
On completion, all are invited to come and sing Bappy Hirthday
to him in the stokers' mess to lull him to sleep as he has the 4 -
6 watch . He then states that if you do not wish to share your

tot on this joyous occasion, you can offer to stand his watch
instead. Cheers!

During the final days of the run to Aden, the moggy had worked his
way up into the fan trunking through a bulkhead flapess opening. As

we sat in the meCheesdboas\hi, g weu rth emad
in 10 x 6 fan speed and here were intermittent paws jutting out of the
punkah | ouvres i ndi c atfootrfogcedhdeudghdt m

transit through the tnking. Poor moggy! (Chee$gosh by the waywas

yet another form of delery of submarine comforfst was a mixture of
eggs,grated Pusser's mousetrap (cheddar cheese), a little cow (fresh is
better than UHT), and aregones (tinned tomata@dsinixedtogether as
the name 1 mplies. |t di dnodt tast
Coxswain known as Gabby Hayes and as the grocer, described the recip
as follows: Muster two or three pounds of mouse trap with a spice of diesel.
Then mix in a couple of toeitgto make it crunchy. Be sure to add twelve
eggs that are at leasik weeks old. Place mixed ingredients in a shallow
tray, ensuring that the tray lies in the oven at a five or ten degree bow down
angle. This shall provide the diners with a thin slit®osh at one end or

a thick one at the other. Be sure to spill some of the ingredients onto the
floor of the oven so that it stinks the galley out.)

Aden was a relief in the sense that we had finally completed our first
leg of the passage. We went alonigsthe base, HMShebasituated in
Crater, the old city on a tiny but very hot and dry peninsula and within the
walls of an ancient volcano. As we were only in for a night, the possibility
of getting over to Crescent, the new city on the western peninsula was
beyond capabilith ecause of the short ti me

It was just as well, for as we had come alongside, it was highly
recommended bghebd s fAcrusher o that we do
with the bumboats that came alongside selling their wicker and- hand
carved souviedde went on to suggest that
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the bumboat scrags to just as well throw a hand grenade down the opene
fore hatch of the boat in demonstration of the revolt in order to break away
from the union. Because of the local unrest #nedfact that later in 1967,

the YewKay had lost control over the Colony of Aden that had been in
place since 1839, independence was the seaftgrt goal by many of the
local natives.

Hot paws and blind as a ba

After we were doubledip,we were further greeted by local naval staff,
the chandler for vittles and immediately hooked up to fuel. Meanwhile,
Snotty and Terry decided to get the moggy up on to the casing to get som
fresh air. By his own choice and unfriendly nature, he did nce@che
submarine environment, nor the people in it. During the passage, moggy
had lost weight as being food choosey, was crabby looking, and chuckec
up 6a diesel. Now the poor ol ed c
had sail ed f rtthmeeweekanepder.6s al mos

Terry chased 6round the fore eni
hold of him. He then went up the loading hatch ladder and as soon as the
moggy hit the sunshine, his eyes went to the shut and clipped position with
claws flaredapart and here was the moggy, howling like a tom cat in heat
with a frozen grip on the hatch rim. His hind claws were digging into his
handl erds bare mid drift and her
increasing tugs, to pull moggy away from his weldgg to the fore hatch.

He finally succeeded and in pain himself, thrust the cat onto the casing.
The moggy had oily paws and when they made contact with the very hot
flatb | ack painted aluminum, he bega
screeching, howtg, and jumping about all the while blinded by the
sudden daylight. It was a time of vengeance in remembering the fate of our
ABugs from Bangkok. o

A-boats and Suez Transits

We headed north through the Red Sea at a comfortable SOA for we
already knewtat we 6 de nbde Gihtaarilli ed i n t he
Suez. The first night out was placid for to the west on the port side, we
could see the lights and sunset silhouettes of Port Sudan. Then to starboat
at an equal distance came Mecca. By morning werire as ed r e

232



proceeded through the Gulf of Suez. We passed Port Suez and anchored

the first | ake and entrance to th
proceededo and fell i n at the- ei
national convoyWe wer e t o be | ast , Astitehadu s e

gone through recently from the YewKay to the Middle East. On her way
back north and at t h eupandeadsedalfkindsh e
of congestion and f i snttheisbigfatrfrgighters .

and oilers had to sl ow and ibnocanht ot
sl ammed up agai nsup,t haen dwaad p p adroeinnt:
down too well wi t h both the can:
masters.

Sohere we were for a good twelve hours in line astern and under the
waft of a Greek freighter. My, the hum that trailed behind that bateau. It
was choice! Later, as web0d pass ¢
the grenade throwing stance and st@npelting the fin with spuds, eggs,
and rotten fruit. We supposed the sight of the Union Flag or the White
Ensign on the Aduckds ass, 0 becar
crisis in the fifties . . . o-daywer
war o0?

We transited the canal with no further incidents apart from vocal jeering
and as we neared Port Said, casting a huge shadow to the west was tt
Anzac Memorial. Wed6d been on the
sank slowly, the daily southbiad convoy was just making their entrance
in an adjacent passage concealed by long dunes of sand. The ships looke
as if they were floating on the desert and as they passed, it wasn't long
before we could again feel a gentle roll and a bit of a breezggns that
we were finally entering the Mediterranean.

Come to port. . .steer 270

Within three days, we arrived in Grand Harbour, Malta. Malta has
always been a strategic location, lying in the narrowest point of the
shipping lanes that connecttrest er n and western M
came first way back in the days of B.C. They were followed by the
Romans, the Byzantines, then Arabs, Normans, Spaniards, and finally us
. .the men oAlliance We secured in the dockyard across from HMS
Angeb, the naval barracks and soon after, were graced with the arrival of
a boat from the YewKay. HMS/@rpheuscame alongside, fresh in from
the 1st Squadron in Pompey.
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Aboard, she had stars that incl
was undergoing his submarine qualification and a huge gentleman by the
name of P1LT fAiBobo Churcher. He |
since the fAexchangeo Iineg\YyWainJdapart. | we
was to sail with Bob later i@kanagarmand find that his sense of humour
was not only the funniedirand | had ever encountered, but the driest.
Knowing him and describing his nature is the reason | considered him a
gentleman. Alsoalsor d was a bunch of the sw
in Dolphinwh o wer e all geared to do so
seafromOr phessape towers. Well was nd
see them! Being a former swimboy as well, that was thenNassaw of
him until the next morning . . . late. He had had a good run ashore and
came up on the casing for some air. It was quiet and he got to tell me abou
the time when he was running in the Malta Squadron a few years before.

The quick trim dive

Hewas aboardan-Boat t hat was doing a i
: the home of the AFlying Fid
advance included the wusual fresh
chicken. The boat was just getting alongsichen someone on the bridge
noted that with albf the activity on the jetty, there stood a donkey cart
loaded with crates of live, clucking chickens. The First Lieutenant and
Malnutrition got ashore as soon as the plank was across and immediatel
chaleged the donkey driver . -Barieredr a
argument, the chicken farmer had won. He refused to keep the hens an
the Royal Navy was to pay for them whether they accepted them or not.

The First Lieutenant immediately went to the capt® report the
results and now the boat was lumbered with sixty of the bestdrege
nurtured, cackling pullets anywhere east of Gibraltar. Within moments, the
Scratcher6s party began to bring
onto the after casingnmediately abaft the fin. Meanwhile, the boat
returned to Harbour Stations and as quick as that, she was on her way ot
to sea again for a quick trim dive. After a few minutes had gone by at safe
depth, the CO, Ji mmy, anhdfivéminutesut r
was up and that ought to do it!ag
cotters back in, headed back into harbour, doubled up and finally secured
Leave would not be piped that afternoon until some final chores were
completed. On the after siag, everybody cleared lower decks and turned
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to, so that the soaking chickens were all nicely plucked and cleaned, anc
struck down into the freezer, thereby ending a bloody nightmare.

Bert blowing down

Alliancewas noét i n bad 6énick by this
be enduring the steady demand, the good news being that not one colum
stud had yet sheared since leavitgdway After storing the fin again with
ovittlesd, . . . S pckenss theaworédload veobldbe g e
light. We started some minor maintenance, took on fuel, and commencec
to strike down engine oil. We were on the inboard trot this time and with
the rare availability of a crane, the dozen or so barrels were lowered onto
the caing instead of having to wrestle them out of the ‘oggin as was done
in the Philippines iAnchorite But now the long process of striking down
with gravity feed was to begin, but indeed, there was always time to be
innovative. There came a way to speethgprocess. By attaching a small
air hose, pressure gauge, and flow valve to the vent connection and ¢
discharge hose on the larger filling cap, we could apply a very gentle
Afsqueezeodo in the barrel. This was
ba rel s, with their Afl at o-upelinddne,
very carefully however, the results were that the dozen barrels could get
blown down in two hours instead of one in an hour at gravity feed. Results?
Oilinthereserve tankstoppedf f and wedre all off
rules are often bent a bit to maximize your own time.

| was duty that day and fABerto L
in YewKay, offered to do me a sut
At ur rstrikingpdown oil. But | assured him that by being absolutely
careful and by handegulating a 2 Ib. air supply very gently until the barrel
ends puffed out then increasing to agdund pressure, the oil would blow
down as sl i ck a sk lbaddohetltosmary timesbefere e
and Bert now felt he had it cased.

About fifteen minutes later, | was the single passenger in a Maltese
dghaisa, heading for the Vallett a
up with the lads. Over the din of tleeitboard motor, | could hear some
faint hollering and shouting from the after casing for by now, the dghaisa
was a good 100 vyards away and f
gondolier, for want of the Maltese word for coxswain of the boat, looked
atmeandasked in crooked EnglisBRd AL
replied, i No! Keep goind oppoo
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0St eps, I met up with the | ads wh
shot . : . hovel to Mastiat oeVvegr . go
when we returned aboard that night, it seemed that Bert had been flown tc
YewKay and was to be admitted at RNH in Devonport. A barrel end had

blown out with such force that it had broken his leg. | was to find out six

weeks later whe he returned, that he had put on the 10 Ib. blow instead

thinking that was the pressure needed to puff out the barrel ends.
Sometimes Bert was a little slow on the uptake and on this occasion, it
wasn't because one of his legs was now u/s.

Bells and Snells

The next day was Sunday and everybody prepared to get their ears
plugged, and shut and clip the hatches. Church bells may ring was ar

under statement . Maltads 365 chur
thousand bells, tolled from the crack of dawrn un | mi dday. i
call Malta, fABells and Smellso fo

though was that when the penetrating tintinnabulation finally came to a
close, the Corodina Naafi canteen up from the jetty suddenly opened.
Then a pipe aae across on the tannoy. It was the First Lieutenant who
went on to say that two RAF Shackletons were in Malta and were anxious
to get some submarine dived ti me
They must have all been up $. Angelavardhouse lasnight with their

Ainviter valvesd open. So now it
strike down all the vittles from the fin to the fore ends. Mutter, mutter . . .
di scontent! APut on the trim :
: : 0 and soon farfDtiwre! ®ai.l i.ng., |
hands in." As we dived, it took nearly an hour to catch a trim and transfer
half the Medd in exchange for t wi
AAh well . Suchsi® |ife in submard.i
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CHAPTER TEN

ATHE PILLARS OF HERCULESO

ithin a few days, we had reached the Straits of Gibraltar, the
Pillars of Hercules, so called by the Phoenicians who often
passed through them to trade with the ancient Britons. They
were then faced with fAsailin
the Greerbea of Dark Waters, which is now known as the Atlantic Ocean.
In those times, and as knowledge of the world increased, religious rites
were conducted at the various geographical points of the Tropics of Cancel
and Capricorn, the Equator, Arctic Circle,anth e Pi | | ar s 6. T
extended to the modeday picturesque King Neptune reparations that we
know today as the ACrossing the I
some good old horgaglay and a good sousing, is quite contrasting to the
rough exeation of the ancient past that probably included human sacrifice.
More recently and by t iplayisitci& @Gdds ,
since, unacceptable, and has been toned down all the more through th

demands of a hyparigilant civilian society.. t hat pr obabl
know what, or where, these geographical points are. For Alliamce,
whose mot | elyadagnedd ofitchrreewe | ooked |

needed a sousing, it was like a bittersweet welcome home to familiarity
when we hit that gren sea of dark waters of the North Atlantic. In two
short years, most of tdlianced s cr ew had sail ed i
discounting the Antarctic and the Arctic. We were back where we
belonged after sailing the North Pacific, the warmer clinfete South
Pacific and the Indian, having crossed the equator some thousands of time
it must have been, in the operational waters surrounding Singapore. Neve
once had any boat in the squadr.
ceremony. We may havetraverd O degrees | at. wh
as a dozen times a day in a single patrol, let alone a multitude of them
throughout the busy space of two years. | was never to officially enter King
Neptuneds Real m unt i | Pleseweacna lirief r i
trip much later in 1992.

Phoenicians and submariners

The sea and air temperatures were dropping in a hurry and the chang
in humidity now allowed us to think more clearly. That was helpful
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because the alarming reality ofeatering civilizaton meant that there
was a growing need to have to do that again. It would have been good tc
drop i nto Gi bd Rookand arunsashorevferma nightyp butH M
instead we went past fAthe rocko s
north-easterlycourse for Portugal and Lisboa.

Phoenicians, or better known as Phoenys among sailors, were very salt
and skilled sailors. It is sometimes difficult to comprehend that many
customs and traditions of the s
discoveries dring lengthy voyages. Contrary to what we had been taught
about Aporto and Astarboard, 06 or
shipwrightdés branch as exampl es,
the generations that evolved from the Phoenys.

The Phoenys

The Phoenicians, the earliest known navigators, used to hollow
out logs from the juniper tree to make boats. They used a tool
that when misused, caused them to mutter words that consisted
of all the letters in the alphabet. This muttering led to the slang
ter myda-dde, 6 that was enjoyed, anc
name of a tool called an adze. When one of the Phoenys became
careless with his adze while hollowing out juniper tree logs, he
might lop off a toe, or hit his foot or ankle and go jumpin' around
on one leg holding the other foot and now...really muttering adze
things. Because of the excruciating pain, the Phoenys quickly

described this discomfort in such

Juniperdé had found its way into C
Once the log was hollowed out, the Phoenys would put to sea.

At first they paddled with their hands, (could not kick -paddle

as most of them were missing parts of their feet from building

boats) Now that was using your head they thought, and to
preventth em from confusing a head with a sea -going toilet, they
called it oskull,éd or oO0scull 6 whi
on one hot day however, a Phoeny unrolled his burnous to cool

off. He noticed that if he held up his burnous, the wind would
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blow it around. He rose and discovered that if he stood on one
end of his burnous and held the other end with his hands high in
the air, the wind would blow him . . .and his boat along, and that
he didn't have to paddle or scull by hand anymore. Since the
burnous was a sheet made from fine Phoenician cloth, the first

sails thus came to.be known as 0s
Now these Phoenys, who had feet missing from hollowing out
their boats, are responsheeddteed,od

standing on their burnouses. It the n happened that the
prevailing winds would blow the Phoenys in one direction only.
(they had not yet discovered how to tack) As they sailed in
milding desperation, they found that on their left hand, were
their homes . . . where all the portwinewasstore d. Hence, ¢
evolved and into the language of the seas. And on the next day,
as the twilight of dawn cracked, the horizon appeared flat as a
board, and was to be on the right -hand side. Then, to amuse
themselves at sea, they would have a contest to see  who could
sight the first star rising above the board. (horizon), and now
the term oOstarboardo . : : came
previous day. But other terms did still transcend from the ways
of this inquisitive lot.

Since the Phoenys could only s ail in one direction, they upon
reaching their destination would sell their boats and use the
proceeds to return to their homes by camel caravan. This
practice then evolved into the one of description known as
oOhumpin'. 6 And but | arsoturswithinwhich e v e
the Phoenys terminated their voyages became jammed with
boats, and with such congestion, soon after evolved into the
description kjnamndéas a o0l og

There is no recorded information within naval history
suggesting that Phoenys, at a ny time before or after their
exi stence, were heralded as O0OPhon

by airdale oLuke the Lido
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Lisboa and finally. . .Guzz

After a three day stop in Lisbon, it was easy to see thatthé serm o f t
came here too. Bars named Texas,
indication that the Britsd were
brands of anis and wondering holey got those jelhike trees in the
bottles was more than interesting. That, along with wearing the duty
civvies hanging up in the backrooms of the bars and long enough for a
shortt i me, was Lis.booa of the fAsixti

We were now on tromminglstaglht passagg actoss |
the Bay of Biscay and you could feel the electricity throughout the boat in
these heavy seas, with us going up and down on the oggin instead o
through it.

Guzz©6 is named for Devonpor hbadf r c
been at sea for long periods the crew, now short of good provisions, always
|l ooked forward to a figuzzleodo of
fever was setting in with thoughts of home, leave, refit, loved ones, old
friends . . .all things that gevsailors an up with the feeling of having done
a good job, and now itdés time for
it. Not a bad outfit after all B t
pleasure of relating with. We had done a mountairhiofgs in just two
short years and the adventures of all the travel, hard work, experiences
and good times had come to roost. My outlook in the navy was reverting
to what it was like when | joined and pleasantly again, | felt | owed it. |
signed on in boatfor another hitch. Much to my unexpected surprise that
came some weeks later was a monetary reward. An envelope from HMCS
Niobehad within it, a check made out to Leading Seaman D.H. Brown. In
pounds sterling, it totalled $1200.00...a s@nbonus. Whaogee!!

ifiLi ke to drive . ) . ?20

The usual rigid atmosphere of the control room had transformed into
one of a little relaxation for which many of us had never experienced
before. As LM(E) APl umd Woodcock
long-awaited scrag, Captain, LCdr Pat Purdy leaning in smiles on the
chart with a fAState Expresso in
Woodcock. . .Have you ever steered the submarine ®ef@tam was a
Yorkshireman and life in submarines was doing his job and awaythe
mess, to the donk shop and back was his lot and no more. He was alway

240



willing to please and never said no. This time he broke his code, looked at
the captain with a broad smile and replied in his broad Coronation St.
accent, AWaa ed $é&hla Baveoo@erc ha
than dédavind frm@gdnedsalcoAr e nMdhager
captain | ooked at him with a pl e
hel msman! o
Plum jumped in behind the tapper gear and with a little help from the

seaman who just climbed out, began to excitedly burble through the
voicepipe with the OOW on the br

sah! Course to steeah. . .thuree, fav, eet saho®Rni n6 c hawg

saads. .-r-r. déoo onndd rfeodurr evol oot i ons
LME Woodcock, sah! o After al | of
tremor came a routine, ARogah! o

shouted down stieldel moOmarm.! 0. :
shock at the gyro repeat very ami
sal? o

Ashore a day early

Just a few days later, we arrived at Plymouth Hoe and went on Foxtrot
buoy. No one could believe it. We had irh o me-waudder s, «
typical of any navy anywhere in the world . . .if your ETA wasnaie-
dubsdé on Friday, it meant that at
thatds when you went alongsi de.
welatcted on to Foxtroto.

There was good news however, because it allowed us to clear custom:
.. .the bastards. . . as it turned out to be. A lot of the lads got nailed for
paying extra duty on photography equipment, and anybody that was
importing wickerorEggt i an A. F. O. 6s, had to
decided that by now, webd had a
ashore, and everybody including the wives who just flew in from
Singapore, girlfriends, and instant reliefs, none the wiser chwival. It
was to be our | ast run ashore as
meet at the very popular Barbicar
of us remain with the boat for many went to release, some were pier headet
to boat s igoadronhaad tii@urajeridy wsuld be joining the
brandnew bombeResolutionp ui | di ng at Vi ck-lar so
Furness. This was a shocker for all of them. The RN had entered the
nuclear game calmly with the previous commissioning of SSNs
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Dreadnougl, Warspite andValiant, and the drain on diesel submariners
was reasonableNow however,with the acceleration of the numbers
required to man the fournew®kl ass SSBNO6s, the «coc
being robbed an adjoined with skimmers from generalicewho were
pressed into submarines. Many wer
ASubmarines. . . with more than or
a black ship. . .and fancy that. . .scab lifters, jack dusties, and scribes or
board as wel. Wher we all gonna kip?o0

It was a bittersweet evening on the Barbican for as long as you stayed
in boats, we were brot herusmdritest |
with values forged from a different age, who loved the comradeship and
the overwhelming seesof belongingFor those married hands to choose
to remain with the gang for one last drink together probably had a lot to do

with my opting to remain in subma
Besi des . ) ) it was nmisstisesaveuld inever s a
know.

The next morning was miserable with rain and fog, as we slipped from
the buoy to be at the north -nned o
dubs. 0 Eddie the chef, we nt and
unfurled the pying off pennant for the last time. On the jetty were crowds
upon crowds as we drew nearer to the strains of yet another bootneck banc
in their ceremoni al O0blues and 0
weeks before aboardledway They must have flowrthe musical
repertoire up from the AFlung, 0 w
band.

The lasting memory

Wel | here we go again. I was d
excited about it however, being single, | suppose that the married hand
had more of a right to get ashore first. That night | was coming forward
from the engine room after checking bilges when | spotted a little
something on the wardroom door that | might appropriate as a lasting
memory of a fine submarine. After all, somdip@r something should pay
for my detainment as the submarine was to enter refit and the boat would
be Ari pped outo for the purpose.
to the submarine during a goadll visit to Liverpool in the previous
commission g a local Girl Guides organization. Upon the door knocker
was the O0Guidebkeambtlembover 6f obhat
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and tidily engraved on the base of the knocker were the letters
ALLIANCE. This fine rabbit would remain with me as a meniea
keepsake.

ASee. . .1 told yab!o

| was to stay aboard the boat until westered, which numbered about
twenty of us. Half of that number would stay on and into the refit which
meant that they were on subsistence and lived ashore. Our crowd, destine
for the Pompey squadron, had to limehe bootneck digs with coal stoves
at Drakebarracks. They were just up the hill from the reserve flégtS
Bellerophon which included the cruisdBelfastandamong other ships
Tyne thepaid-off destroyer tender

Buster Brown was a namesake stoker who was to stay with the boat a:
he had just joined frornfabardin Aussie land. He managed to get digs
ashore in Aggie Westonédés during t
de-storing and getting the battery cells,@hd Buster was working nights.
He had been gone for a total of three years (unaccompanied), and his wife
and 6-yearold son lived in Birmingham. He never used to write home
much and his wife knew very little about the navy and its operations. Just
by luk however, she had HeMaSubmamme t h ¢
Alliance returns home from the Far East B&requently, she managed to
telephone the submarine in search of her husband but could never nail hin
down. During the daytime, Buster was turnedinupaAggi e We st
each and every time she phoned asking for M(E)1 Brown, the trot sentry
would reply with, ASorry | uvo.
Buster finally got his | eave and
| saw him once agjn six months later, he told me of the difficulties he had
with his wife. He had spent two hours trying to get in the door of his flat
with his wife hollering out from
whatever oO0Oer name i s. dafterthehadfinallywo r
convinced her that Aggieds was a
in, they sat down to a cup of tea and broke out the rabbits in the kitchen.
Moments later his son came in the back door with his little snotty winger
fromnxt door , excl ai mi ng, NnSee! It
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Hitchhikers

Two weeks later, | got my draft chit and after disembarkation leave, |
was to join HMolphin, (Fort Additional),and wait for a draft to another
boat | managed to get a car ride to Bonouth with a couple of the hands.
As |l uck woul d have it and mat el
opportunity, along the road we spotted two parties hitchhiking. We came
to a grinding halt and the dollybirds came running as quick as they could.
As they gt nearer to the car, it turned out that they were two hands.

Beatl emania had arrived in YewKa
gone, we never knew that blokes stopped going tbdheersIn a squeal
of smoking rubber, we were fioutt a
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CHAPTER EL EVEN

THE APOMPEY SQUADRONO
HMS/m Aeneas

hen | arrived in Portsmouth, | join@blphinand | was informed
t hat wi t h AForeign Service,

disembarkation leave coming to me. However, before | could

go, | was briskly told that lhadto-ceu al i fy in the 6t a
were in the YewKay, you had to do so once a yatrby being out in the
fa-f | ung, I became delinquent. l w
up there. . .tout suite, and so |
away from England at all, and in anticipation of joining the Pompey
Squadro, | decided to rent a flat in Southsea. | got settled in and now |
had a place to hang my hat. So what to do with free time and not enougf
money to go back to Winnipeg for some leave but for some reason, | was
not really longing to anyway. It seemed meractical to jump on a train
and head up the line to London for a few days at a time. Also, as a good
bulk of Alliance had been drafted to stand Hyesolution under
construction, another train trip further north to BariowFurness, seemed
worthwhile. Itwas great to see the lads again but there was a difference
about them. Their outlook toward submarines was changing dramatically.
A-boats were nothing near to the magnitude, technology, and way of life
t hat was cRereDoagn di nhetrhessfisber HfAbom

They were hulked aboard the paidd f Al ger i n ePlulos we

Plutowas not only built in Canada, L
at the lakeheanh Port Arthur, ON (now amalgamated into Thunder Bay).
My , what a small worl d, and as |

have a leg up. There the lads would spend all day poring over schematic:
and system drawings of the new boat. Sitting among theime mess, |
was touted as a jammy bastard by
old coxswain, Malnutrition, was there. When he saw me, he talked of ways
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that might lure this colonial into nukes. . .but that was an international
impossibility and kavoured it. It was my introduction to the now fledgling
claim . : : AnDi esel Boats Foreve
ashore on a run for old timesd sa
on, there were many of the old Far East gang tauld never see again.

Oberons on Canadabds hori

In the meantime, things were happening in Chatham, Kent to the east
of London. Canada had finally agreed on a contract to construct three O
boats in H.M. Dockyard and with this grand news came thaliog and
round up of Canadians from RN submarines, a lot of whom by now, were
veterans of Athe Trade. 0 The procg
Submarine Representative, Capt. Galbraith (CanNavSubRep) whose smal

technical organizationwastooveeset he t hree &ébui |l d
Among theOjibwac r owd i n Chat ham were gu
year s. AOl ed shipso |ike Don Patf
from Micmac . . Gary Hopkins, Doc Thom
ditty-singng Tom McVar nock. . . kil Fi ck
badged killicks AStumpyo Stauber

radiolady who had freckles, fair hair, and a huge groping, continuous
smile on his face that resembled a television persgnalit Bob 7 H¢
Doodyo Davidson had been Bdnavented e
when while at his morse key, picked up the distress signal sent out by the
doomed ASuper Constellationo air/l
1962. His alertness alled Bonnie to speed to the area and rescue
survivors. Bob did his submarine training with mebialphin Il and like
many of us, had t he abioluittoy atso oal
should merit. He had a passion for motorcycles but while in Suibena
Training atDolphinll, he mildly settled for another means of twheeled
transportation in the form of a Lambretta scooter. This machine was built
for a maximum of two riders but | can personally attest that with Bob as
the operator, could make se&k successful commutes to his rented
mansion in Horndean, some 26 miles away from Portsmouth, without
being hauled over by the police for carrying two additional passengers. It
wasnoét to end there either. Bob o
to spend a weekend with a further gesture that he would provide the
transportation to get us there. He would show up for Saturday rum issues
after scrubout and skirmish irDolphin Il, and then have us carry his
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Lambretta up onto the second deck of Turbullaick where we were
barrackdéed. While Ken and | were
Bob would be doing end to end drag runs up and down theshio&e
filled gangway, while guys were going in and out of their rossk
dorms. Beyond those adventsiyall the time | had been in the Fezz, he
stayed close to home in YewKay abo&drqualrunning from Pompey.
The next time we would meet up was in 1965 when he was standing by to
commissionOjibwa in Chatham . . .and was now commuting back and
forth at a100 mph aboard an old beat up Harley Davidson.
Oj i b @entissioning day came in September of that geadrin so
doi ng, t Gape SRAft Klodtenayand Nipigon had arrived at
Chatham O0Dockyard to help c-ménebr
armed guard. Among that guard was a killick stoker who is earlier referred
to from Micmacand Cornwallis days. Tom Pitt, from Picton in Ontario,
was a dear old winger frofraserDivision as well as sharing watches in
Mi c¢ nsaNo.8 boiler room. Some years had now gone by and Tom and |
linked up for a short but, what was to be a memorable moment. Tom was
to be part of that armed guard and after we had gotten over the emotion:
of meeting again, he stated that he needed a new pair of parade boots fror
dockyard stores. As we entered the clothing store, we were served by &
AdJil |l Dusty. o After she |l ooked af
| always recalled that the RCN nevssued matelots with toothbrushes
but as | had earlier discoveredDmlphin during submarine training, the
availability and price of them in the RN stores system was not only

convenient, but certainly a?d&e@ar g:
asked vmere my answer could have been anything other than stores items
ACan | have a pair ? oréplied. Sleetobkbdraunme h e

in that expected oveauthoritive tone and in her Yorkshire accent dryly
stated, ASorry! T hthee ytednr applienl visen stares e
items are no longer available in the system. | looked at Tom with a wink
and then turned to the | eading w
use 6em in the Canadian Navy!o

It was to be the last time that | saw Tom.

A good friend departs

With the commissioning complete@jibwawas to be a busy boat with
trials to do, then followed by workps. Meanwhile, | returned to
Portsmouth and Blockhouse. About three weeks later on tHeoR5
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October, disaster had struck HM@GHoigonin the English Channel. My
long-time friend and messmate Tom had died from a JP5 aviation fuel
explosion while lying on top of his bunk having a powap. In the mess

just one deck below, he had made it out of his bunk and managed to get al
theway forward to the shipbs sick
sadness as | think of our final moments and having a laugh. I will never
forget him.

Where next?

I wasnodét too chuff ed aayownever kibeewi n
what | ob ngxb Urdiké spara creav, you could be sent down to
any boat at anytime in any job, a
What was not much to look forward to though was instead, spending three
days a week preparing oforrougds.MNice B
name . . .and most appropriate for the head janitor. He was an infamous
jock Chief Stoker who trailed little popularity as a human being throughout

the submarine Aclankyo branch. We
Chief Stoker, b should have been a bow gunner on a WW?2 torpedo.
I took a I|ittle hope i-forskankilieki n g

stokers lying about in the Fort, and | wondered why as | was surrounded
with tons of them who wer.esomesefif i
invoked. | let it be known that | was anxious to get back to sea and was
available at the drop of a h&djibwa by now was coming into Pompey
yard to degauze, and then head for warg. Word was swiftly getting
around t hat eslythrited about neveideasmard initiadives

t hat were suddenly developing i
service. I n earl i er anticipati ol
conventional Barbel class boats, and the logistical common sense anc
conveni@ce of spares and repairs available from the country just next door
seemed that this was the right an
happen and efforts to establish training standards food&®s in the RCN

was about to become a tender isda@m the outside, it was naturally
perceived that such a collection of seasoned submariners would have little
difficulty in commissioning and working up this brand new boat and
because of all the talent aboard including that of the ca@gbwawould

go down in history as the most operationally capable and experienced of
all time. It was said by many that the captain was -oesnanding and
irrational in applying new procedures. But then if you thought about it a
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little, he had a boss too and so it waficllt to determine where the
problem was rooted. That di dnot
was unrest and al most everybody
Canadian submariners who werenot,
revised standd of submarine training, the RCN in transition, was caught
up between three navies. The already established west coast crew o
HMCS/m Grilse understandably, were practically committed to USN
training policies and procedures taking their training in USmsuimes and
schools in the 0st at eGilSewerdgeingtvérye b
wel | but such methods werenod6t pr e
The larger percentage of Canadian submariners of course, were traine
aboard RN submarines and the acquisition of three Biish boats
looked like it was goingp be a very smooth transition by the men running
them . . .so it seemed. The RCN very appropriately went to their senior
resource as the man assigned as
Canadian Submarine Squadron. o6 He
dedsion-maker on how these new submarines would operate and everyone
upstairs would agree. He had much experience with the Royal Navy in
having his own commands, but there remained a mystery on the lower
deck. The USN training program was viewed in the dacisas far
superior, and so was opted for. However, the problem of teaching old dogs
new tricks became compounded by teaching those very dogs in a very
familiar environment that yesterday was Royal Navy but today was USN,
in an otherwise wishful and flowhing RCN submarine service. Routine
and terminologies were bastardized. Such terms as foreplanes became bo
planes, snort became snorkel, and through unchecked persona
insistencies, the trim system was to be referred to as the drain manifold
whil e siQorwa favourably f ami-¢ailedr ¢
part three training program required that everyone had to requalify for the
onset of the new boats by adopting the qualification handbook used in
Grilse. What didnot ma k e e ané their eamilaatys t
within them, had to adapt to ano
WW?2 submarine a quarteentury old. There seemed to be a breakdown
in communications and a secrecy about the whole concept. This, in itself,
was regarded as upring the professionalism of most people who grew
dedicated through accustomed support and recognition of their former
superiors, that seemed now to have withered becausdexliligs toward

RN methods. There came an emptiness from abandoning standdrds a
this revision to training in @oats glaringly contrasted with the high
flying morale of their brothers aboar@rilse. In many instances
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nevertheless, there came an oppor
of many of t he fied@utokssbmar@es whemtiseqoot h
life and the entitlements in the YewKay concluded by returning to Canada.
Some of them might hayv eofthekiowver s & e
too in discovering that here was
just no room for slack ballast and incompetence, as people started to thir
out. In any event, as a brandw boat and knowing many of her crew, |
felt that being drafted to her would be a challenge. Assured by my affection
to submarines and the confideribat | had gained since being in them,
together made me feel that | could make a solid contribution.

While during the degauze, | had learned that Spud Murphy was headec
to RNH Haslar for a hernia operation and there would be a need for a
replacement. IIDolphinthere was just one other Canadian stoker, namely
LS Dave Brocklebank whom | also sailed with Micmac. Dave felt
vulnerable so he went into hiding. Within a day, he endedetijing the
nod because he didndot do it right
his absence but instead, dAdraftyo
. rousting out and sending Dave@jbwa, and drafting me té\eneas|
was just as happy drfelt good that | was to remain in YewKay aboard a
submarine of a class that | was already familiar with but more so, fortunate
that | woul dndét be stepping into

Well, all my Foreign Service Leave was over and it wae tio get on
with it. One thing | clearly understood from the time | had spent in
submarines by now, was the perks to duties. Much like it was over five
years before when iMicmag | became lured to the realm of outside
machinery and external systems. hdlugh | persevered in standing
watches in engine and boiler rooms and steaming a snorting engine roon
in submarines, eventually an element of monotony crept in and the
challenge would tend to fizzle. Just by the nature of the requirement meant
standing costant vigil on main machinery and in time, everything grew
repetitious until something would inevitably break down as was often the
case. Now, there was a challenge.

Unlike those duties, there was an attraction to the independency of
working ontd@doandideekboat s depen
maintaining it. | had always admired the knowledge and versatility of the
outside machinery chief in ships and now more than ever, his counterpart,
the outside wrecker in submarines. To see him go thrtug entire boat
to Aopen up for dive, 0 sighting a
button, switch, and handle at the same time reporting their states to the
accompanying first lieutenant, appeared to me that he was some kind of

250



super human begn A mentor indeed! As well, it took little to realize how
dependant the Awr eckeman watsa foff o fh
and a Angreaser, 0 both knowl edgeahb
moment day or night, whether the boat was am ribof, at 500 ft., or
alongside in a maintenance period. The vastness of systems on his charg
included anything mechanical outside of the engine room that went up and
down, back and forth, and round and round, and through pipes . . .and tha
was a lot. A submarines carried no shipwrights, docking, trim, stability
and structur al mai ntenance were a
mi nd hard work and wanted to fAget
his niche.

This was to be the changing pbin my career. The outside wrecker in
Aenecasvas Fred Searle. Fred was a me
branch whose qualifications paralleled that of an ERA apprentice which
took me back to the echoes of George FaithfullMitmac Fred
complimerted me as having steamed the donk shop and the diving panel
onthree Aboat s. He quickly went to Ch
me as soon as | arrived.

Working with Fred as the outside killick was to become both a privilege
and more than all otherintues, a good schooling from his craft as a
mechanician. His knowledge of submarines was unsurpassed and o
greater value was his ability to repair and fix things. Fred taught me right

out of a tool box and it wa sen 6itt hue
other keyodo to that box, entrustin
and capable of using them. To p

capability, he would later go on to serve as Chief Mech (Chief ERA) in
t hr ee Qi RenowneRemilsetand Revengeand to this day as
Airetireds, 0 we remain in personal

Refit Group (Portsmouth)

| joined Aeneasat RG(P) to find thaOlympuswasalso refitting and
that Totem(T)and Turpin were being converted and taken over by the
Israelis and enamed asDakar and Leviathan respectively. Ethnic
comments ran wild in Athe sixtie
construct a riddle that seemed to suit the transformation for at least one o
t he blotatasi:ndéit t he p Bakarblackehrat. mak.e
new c foewhkichoour Israeli friends took in stride, reciprocating with
a widegrinned simile of a kipper. A Al | head, and no
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Most will recall thatDakar was the submarine that the year following
her commissioning into thésraeli Navy, went down with all hands
somewhere in the Mediterranean. There are four theories and it is still
unsure as to what caused her fate. But when looking at her in the quay
alongside as part of her conversion, might have revealed another
possibit y. The boatds | ength had beel
fin had been stretched to disproportionate dimensions which within either
the escape or conning towers, incorporated a diverdatkcapability.
Many a layman observed of her nevagnverted impressive lines while
uttering their doubts about this new unproven capability in what looked
like a boat with questionable seaworthiness. One of the four theories is &
mystical one. In the Royal Navy as HMSTimtemin her first commission
she wasionoured with a 3 ft. replica of a totem pole by the Cowichan tribe
in Canada. The legend was that as long as the totem pole remained aboa
and sailed with the submarine, harm would never come her way. When she
was passed to the Israelis, all artefaasifformerTotem(T) were passed
to the submarine museum which included the totem.

A flood in Pompy O6yard

I n refit accommodati on, I tos ev
guaranteed to have a roof over their heads each night were thé R. .
Among® me single hands, Telferds st

a room at the AHome Clubo were at
had it that if it was blank week and the lolly was just about gone, meant
sleeping in an SNS@HAKON packing crate on afg in the yard and
saving what tin you might have |
or a Achip buttieo each bare day
hangind about at the RGP when a n
enough for sommne else in the room. He might have even had a spare
rasher of bacon and a piece of bread left in his brown bag that he was
willing to share in the 6Groupds
Aeneaswas captained by the veteran skipper, LCdr James, William,
Alexander, Greigknowmtr oughout t he submBéisi ne
wife had just recently died of cancer. He was a kind and patient, full of
help, advice, and never critical of people. He had been passed over fol
promotion so they gave him this last hurrah, his fourth condimda was
39 years old when he joined the boat . . .ancient in submarine CO years
and his thinning hair and dedipinking expression spelt of a very colourful
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career in submarines. He was determined to enjoy himself and that he did
as well as be an exd¢eht leader and teacher to his officers.

Bosén somehow managed to convin
retain the ability to fight the battle from the surface as well as beneath it,
so another familiarity returned. Would | ever stop humping ammunition?
A 4" deck gun was found lying about that had no doubt, found its way
from Singapore and was smartly fittedAeneasshe in 1965, being the
only boat in Ahome waterso with a

The First Lieutenant was Lt. Ed Falstrem, RCN who spent time in a
number of sbhmarines, and in years to follow, sailed in all five of the then
current Canadian submarines includiBgilse, Rainbow,and the three
00 s . On the | ower deck veedeeelSCliffr e e
Montgomery, LSRP Bill Buckley, and an ERA by themeaof POL1 Bill
Bruce. Chief Stoker, Al nkyo Penn,
could always find Inky checking over his form in the layapart store and
heading for the betting shop at d
see him until the nexine or sometimes, the one beyond. The Chief Mech
was a Londoner named fASpeakyo- Lo\
up was to be drafted tonchorites t i | | out i n the Fe:
we were sorry to see him go and as a tribute, we calleddund for a tot
alongside inDolphin. He went on to talk about a lot of things he had
experienced in the boat during the previous commission, but he never
wanted to talk about work. That was a given, for Speaky was a driver.
Instead he told us of the oppamity he had never taken for as well, being
a real daredevil too. In his very broad cockney accent, he told us of the
time that there was a ficake &én ar

wot i1itds | i ke when they tsargalganehei
red and fl ags and pennants are si
manké. Well it was always my inte
four trap . . .ya know the ossif.
the party. Welf ust as some darlind would

in the dark to 6ave a wee . . . |
sayildkng on a minit lambébworkind dow

Dockyard Mateys
Well, it was time to Aget down 't

lumps of machinery, temporary lighting, and just a complete myriad of
obstacles that made it look so unlike the appearance of a submarine. Ther
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were dockies everywhere you lookeddaadded to the clamour, any
compartment in the boat resembled the activities at the face of a coal mine
The boat was to commission in just two very short months and it was
difficult to conceive of the idea that she would be ready to go by then. But
surelythere would be overtime for the dockies of course .. .and overtime
pay of course. And unbelievably, those perks all started in a place called
Nova Scotia.

I n 1805, the commi ssioner ofA H.
Manworkingfrom® 6 cl ock i n the Morning toc
as he is capable of performing faithfully@wo years later in 1807 he then
directedil n ti mes of Absolute Necessi
two hours and half Extra by Candle lightinrefith g Hi s Maj e st
(half Extra being a halfnore portion of pay) There was added a footnote
that cancelled on the perks of dockyard workers that was to be halted
forthwith-iHogs, Goats, and Geese being
to permitted® go at large in the Dock Yardo

Well, what all that meant by the twentieth century was that the dockies
could put in 16 hours a day and get oetiere pay for doing it. Then it
came to argue on lunches and suppers, so they built canteens to loaf ir
broudht in their brownbags, and were to leave their felbdaring animals
at home. Penniless Jack carried on as ever.

Never fassumeod in a submarine

Aenea®f course, was an Admiralty designeebAat and differed from
t he Vi c k emrSingapoyepTdeir mairsengines had a different fuel
configuration along with slight variations in sea water systems. One in
particular was the positioning and piping routes of the ballast pump six
valve chest. My familiarity of which combinations of vas/were to be
operated in order to Ashifto sea
assurance used aboard an Admiralty boat however, led me to a lesson t
be welllearnt and never to be forgotten through a good dressing down

from the engineer officer...and i n pusserds parl
foretopmands bottle. o
With all the activity going on,

Collins, an experiscopdiffy, had decided that it was time to start setting

the trim so that westhewathad completedthe i
refités final docking. Colin Ash
Aeneag he previous commi ssion but wa
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of the boat was limited by his own admission but as | was lining up the
six-valvec hest to pump out the after

you got the wrong valves open and-Bsa ¢ k wa r d . . b
wrong @ was typical tradition of the navy where an AB, M (1) in
Colinbés case, would never gquestic

and thinking from experience of three submarines, | opened the requisite
valves to pump the trim tank fr ol
and then started the ballast gumTwenty minutes had passed when
looking to the after ends bulkhead, the door swung open and three dockie:
came rumbling out of the after ends surrounded with a flourish ef sea
water spilling over into the moto
trim tank into the after ends. Immediately, | reversed the position of the
valves and commenced to pump fron
to Aft. o While the pumping conti.
Speaky, Fred, Inky, the OOD, and the dots conductor . . .to show up
in the engine room to see what
engineer. AWould you come to the
outplease e sai d mEyMelsyi.r IfCAyle repl i ed
tizzysi rilYesl said all the -gewedet er
I was up on AEngineero0s Def aul
war dr oom, AEngineso insisting in
have anyone else present in sensing my feelings of diupéchd
embarrassment . He | ooked at me v
realize what you did wrong Brownd\nd anxiously and in detail all at
once, I repl i eAndrewiAvicharite and Allianceswer .
always opened those two valves to punopn aft and | assumed that even
though the siwalve chest is reversed abo#eneas! was still doing the
same thing bwas quivering with lost confidence. He saw it. He then said,

A Wel | Brown! There appears to be
gt a | ot of mopping up to do, hawv
day to do it in.o He dwell ed, t he
the eye and said. : : AfNever ass
Carry on!o he said, mildly.

| finally got ashore at 2200 that night, every nook and cranny of the
after ends dried out, holes in my dungarees, and my hands and knees wor
out. My head was pounding and my pride hurt in making such a silly and
stupid mistake. Imprinted in my mind for the re$ my time in the navy
and as it stildl prevail s t dNdvary,
assume i n a ltwasMifialt fornme tooface the lads the
following day. | apologized to Colin for not heeding his comments and
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bowed to the mess iits entirety. Typical of matelots and especially

submariners: ADono6t worry about i
have my tot today as well !l o I I
confidence.

s o

SSK 72HMS/m Aeneas with deck gun at Spithead

Trials done . . .Now for work-ups. . .39 Division North

The traditional commissioning ceremony at jetigte was given by a
remake SmBos 6n, who gave us his Dbl es
and the boat 0 sAefieadirsscomnsskionedp 946, Wew h e
sailed for workup in Faslane Scotland, the home of SM8,Bvision
North. During WW?2, Faslane, sheltered by the Rtarrows from the
Clyde Estuary and situated on the sewgle-long Gare Loch, was built
as an emergency port for Glasgow. It was integral to the support of the
North African campaign but by 1957, the squadron had moved there from
Rothesay. We arrived onnmaiserable, wet, and windy day which typifies
the west coast of Scotland. The ¢
Ladyo rang ever so true . . . AT
and as we gently neared the trotMaidstonethe depot shipyou could
smell the mix of greasy chips and fuel oil and hear the cadence of the
cockies trying to hump the chips ashore. Inboard, was Md&ik, the
examphi bd hul ker t hat Maadd sstowtritesd i 1
and was used to stow stores metjuired in the boat for the workp.
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Across the near mile wide Gare Loch and seen through the mist was &
vague outline of AFD 58, the floating dock built to receive destroyers but
since modified to docklown submarines.

We moved aboard and found immedigtthat life inMaidstonewas an
inbcardwa nk er 6's paradi se and NR1600
understatement. The bunks and lockers were typically transient . . .and ir
reality, the messes about ten grades lower than good old A Bl&k ia d 6
Talk about leing a hulker . .Maidstonewa s i t . Her Lati
Fortuna Naviso transl ates into AT
shipo which if the Mayor Md&i ddstadn
aversions, hedd r estha the SMA cravd raaly w e

di dndét want wus around. The ti me Vv
visiting crews were classless among the up and coming posh and moder
muppets in nukedé fAattackso and pr

were about toun from FISBIland.

Now getting ashore was sheer mud, for at the erdd @fr ¢ boggéd
in brow was a mobile canteen. It sold oggies, faggots, pies, and chips anc
was open late at night for two hours after the pubs shut, and tHeadail
C ust ome rtso fussy abeuh vihat was left to eat, however cold and
lard-saturated. A steep hill led up to where construction had just begun to
build what was to become the Clyde Submarine Base and Rip&ine.

Once ashore and along the narrow Fas Lane, from witeashe, you
could catch the bus or go on the thumb to beautiful downtown
Hel ensbagel s, some three miles aw
Royal, the Station Bar, or the Clachen, just across the
high street from the Church of Turkey. . .38 roomn§ a
shillings a night. 't mi gl
wee blue tir-r-ainforr Gl asgow, Queen
a 45minute journey but after a skinful, many of the lads
needed to get to a bog and the blue train ran without
fitted heads. There wertwo choices. Take a goffer
bottle with you and fill it up as the train whizzed through
Craigendorn, Dumbartonshire, and Clydebank . . .or get off, find a pub,
and catch the next train a half hour later. When you got off at Queen St.
station in Glasgow, icectly across the street was the Dog House, the
starting point for a run up Sauchihall St. as the day wore on into the night.
Watch your fingers on a Saturday
exactly 2100. Often ti mes wheregaud t
could expect to be relayed as many as a dozen times. One early mornin
in pouring rain on the way back, Jock MacAlpine and | had ridden in an
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off-duty bus, an ambulance, a hearse, an egg van, and finally, a horse
drawn milk cart.

On another sojam into Glasgow on a late Saturday afternoon, ClIiff
Mont gomery and | had done a good
ourselves within the last stop on the bus route that took you into central
Glasgow. The bus came and Cliff jumped aboard the platfost fiwas
running to get aboard when Cliff reached up and pressed the button twice
the signal for the driver to pull away. He did. | ran after that bus until the
next stop when by now, | saw Cliff through the rear window of the upper
deck. He stomped hi®ot twice, the other means for the driver to pull
away when the conductor is not in reaching distance of the button. | gave
chase once mor e, in full rig, S W
again his smiling face rappeared through the rear windofithe platform
along with an equally amused bus conductor. They both had a finger
gesturing toward that dreaded button once more, but finally, the bus
waited. It took the trip into the city to get my breath back as everybody
around me on the bus could dmke t hded ifieesaaill 0 c omi n
sweatsoaked unrbag. There would be no trapping a wee hen at the
Saturday night dance at the Lucarno in Glasgow that night.

During workup, we went into Ardrishaig for the night, behind one of
the islands in the Chyarea. A diving tender, ironically but prehistorically
talied HMSNeptune s pent the night alongs
by their captain to join him for a glass. He being a gentleman and not
wishing to be inhospitable, agreed to do so. Come themerning, we

were due to sail at 0600 to our a
to harbour stations, shortened in the cable and First Lieutenant, Ed
Falstrem, reported to Bosoén that

have been ready, butthe s ki pper wasnot . Not

nameAeneassoiled by showing up late for our assigned areas, Ed decided
to take the boat out. We were wel
the bridge, | ooki ng much gemaennHisf r o

only comment was to commend Ed for taking such action. Ed had returned
from two horrible years in skimmers in Halifax and then spent two months
in 39 Division North, as Second Lieutenant @siris. Having finally
convinced the draftngcommamd t hat he was due f
job, he was senttBeneasand t hi s initiative f
his worthiness.

The workup went reasonably well, save for the eabundance of the
silly things that ST Staff had organized for bEses, floods, air bursts, and
telemotor failures became the arduous routines of both night and day. Ther
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it was out into the Irish Sea for the operational phase and three more week

of hectic activity. We had achi
everyhing, but ST staff by recommendation to their Commander, insisted
that there was stildl |l ots of tim

sure youbve got better things to
surrounding ports for the night! o

Sm Aeneas dives in Loch Fynean Inveraray

Back up north again

After seven weeks, we finally returned to Pompey for leave,
maintenance, and a bit of the good life by living in my flat ashore. Four
weeks went by in a flash and but
heading back up north again, but this time with ar of workedup
independence. We returned to the lochs on the western approaches t
Scotland, then across the Irish sea to Bangor in Ireland. We then heade
further north through the Inner Hebrides and the Minches at the tide
assisted phenomenal surfasq@eed of 26 knots. After exercises with the
fleet near Scapabd6 we were back d
the way into o6Derry was Loch Foy
seemed like hundreds of surrenderedbdats were mustered, and then
scuttled Wiggy Bennet the coxswain was a wartime submariner and talked
of the kit that went down with th
everything 1 ntcdahdd nrmga vihga tiitha ngahl e
and torpedoes . . .even the caches of wamesspirits in the wardrooms.
Nothing was left available to filch.
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As we drew al ongsi de Siakeranotlyerex we
amphi b6 a Navik.Agas,twe weret goaciously invited to live
aboard, but by the time you drew linen, madeyapr pit, and got in bed
with the cockies, | thought it was more tirsaving and less of a hassle to
get a shower only but instead, sleep aboard the boat. That day brought
little comfort to me after the f1
one that shall never forget too.

It seemed that by noon, leave had been piped and everybody wen
inboard toStalkerto get ready to go ashore. It was pouring with rain so
i nstead, | decided to get a | ittl
through our dedct list, Fred had *starred a radar mast bearing as being a
priority repair. | went up to the bridge and saw that the cap screws in the
bearing retaining ring had sheared and the ring was free to go up and dow
with the mast. | went below, threw on a skckand gathered a bag of tools
to go back up to the bridge to see what | could do. After three hours and
being soaked to the skin, | managed to extract the sheared screws and f
replacements. The mast now worked correctly and by the time | put my
tools kack in the box, a hot shower abo&thlkerwas in order. | went
across the Oplank and headed for
curtained door, | saw a whol e bun
table in the Seni or g&mtet&dn tantene,s .
which by all accounts should have packed up some four hours ago. Frec
was in there and by now, was thoroughly enjoying himself when he saw
me . ABuster! o -gameetrt hi 8 WRthe gsked.p o
AJust gekdd nadnd hwl own down, t hen
nOh! OFini shed doiné that seagua
now! 0 Fred qui ckl y funbled ®wafdheccuntairi, h e
while the resiof themc ar ri ed on vy appermdike din.n t
Y o u? éemsked withapuzzledlodkbust done t he s
Why? #r ed backed off a bit then sai
stopper because we candt get spar
done the seaguard?ikay, father needs ta know this! Now we can sail
tomorrow! o | had quickly | earned
ti me, not even aware that the rad
sail. Now that it was repaired, tomorrow we could head badkompey
and get on with the leave and maintenance period.
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A night ashore in o0Derr

On the jetty, not a stoneds thrc
bombed by the I RA in the | ate 109
heading to the Meccadamac hal | i n down town 0O
meet there all worked at t hrenovsna me
shirt factoriesSo,i f you werendét on the al el
ask, ASo wher e? @me ywaouu Iwdo rrke plluyv,6
shorts factory! o Then 1 n cunni ng
shot® ®heb6d reply, fANO! : : : Il sai
the buttons on the cuffs &én haltaki r
at the shorts factory. . .just sh
As well, what was a good dare was to nip just across the border to
county Donegal for a pint before

were in our midst, but we had no bones to pick and as it seemearneith
did they. A pint or two added to
bl acko back to the boat, typical
midnight, rose by 500 percent. It was always a good run because of lots tc
talk about the next morning.

Arace to 0Bl ockhouse

We sailed early that next day.
with Alderneywho was also on the roof and heading home. She was now
skippered by newly promoted LCdr
Anchoriteoff Japan. Immedialy, a challenge was made and whether it
came from our Bosdén or it he kee;]
mystery. Aboat s were traditionally, th
16 kts. on the surface in long passage, and a race was in order. The bo:
that entered the gut at Pompey first would be declared the winner and
celebration was in order for drinks all round at the wardrooBaiphin.

Wel |l wot about the workers then?
and underway And haze grey the exhsiutrails they were. To daioes

and general officers alike, on how getting there first was dependant on how
much coal we could throw on the fire. To us clankigklerneyhad
Vickers engines and of cours@egneaswas integrated with Admiralty
pattern. Theonl y di fference might be tF
heavier, but yet max brake horsepower between the eight cylinder engine:
had identical outputAlderneyhad a longer piston stroke but we had a
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| arger cylinder bor e anedrushers were u r
dutifully called upon to perform to their maximum expectations. As long
as the maintenance was up and the sea conditions were the same, the or
disadvantage might be external where the state of hull preservation dogget
with seagrowth coutl be a factor. It seemed to be negligible however, for
by early morning two days later, we were within a mile frslderneyon

her port quarter as we passed Bol
on the plot as the steady tempo of the cliclaack of the top gear of the
supercharged roar of the engines wound its way into the molatlea
corners of the control room. With a spurt, he ordered port wheel, and steel
a course that would take us through the Needles and the Solent on the nort
side of the I& of Wight and pass SouthamptoAlderney slowly
disappeared amid the distance through the longer route to Spithead via th:
south while at the expense of speed restrictions through the narrows of the
Solent, Aeneaswas much closer to the finish line. Tradnally, the
passage to Southampton was always plugged with liners but during a time
when the mammoth fAl adi eso were va
had not changed the driving rules. What had changed was that there wa
little traffic other tharthe odd fishing smack and the occasional ferry boat,
and a clear track lay dead ahead. Besides . . . what officials would ever
guestion the needed presence of this slippery sentry of the seas ir
conducting business fon hemng ahda wf
necessary mission? It was two hours later whAeneaschugged along
behind the ferry to Portsmouth from Ryde on the Isle of Wilderney
could be seen making her approach through the bastions of Spithead whe
Bosdn order ed, sfbPeRéendadundedithe sea wall
and made the 18@egree entrance to Haslar Creek for a berth on Trot 2.
By the time we had doubled up and opened up hatét@ésrneyhad lost

way and had to penetrate into the middle of Pompey harbour to come abou
anddraw alongside but 45 minutes later. She had blown it by following
the rule that didnét work at al/l
Creek oOround Bl ockhouse corner. o

for the bar and well. . . Wiggy Bennet, tbexswain, piped a make and
mend for fAworkers all .o
Ah-h-h, t o be | ivind ashor

Alongside in Portsmouth meant getting ashore for a night out, but as
that night drew to a c¢l| ose,Verhoh Ww:
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pierhead or getting back @olphinif you were in time for that last P.A.S.
boat . Al t hough anyallewarse kving ashore in my flat d
in Southsea was a good idea. It was home anétgethined, and it gave
space for all of my rabbits and civvies that were continuously growing. It
was also very popular among the stokers aboard the boat and @édseem
that everybody groped for a chance to sleep on the couch or my armchai
for the night instead of having to go back aboard. Many a night would go
by and quite often there would not only be one guest, but more like four or
five which meantwhoeverwas thelast one proudly standing, he was
kipped out on the deck.

Christmas was nearing and the anticipation for going up the line for
leave was running rampant except for those like me who were to stay in
the port areas over the holidays. Two dbhgfore, several guys were to
start their leave and it seemed like a good idea to get ashore and have
little party before they left. By one in the mornjwge all got back to the
flat where everybody opted to spend the niglien on top of the kitchen
table. They were all in a panic to be awake on time in order to get back
aboard. I told them all that they were not to worry as | had gotten into the
habit of getting up at six every morning and the few hours left in that night
was not to be an exception. Weédid well by getting up at five and noted
the confidence of the shower of 7

open, theyallagreed ayi ng, A Go on Buster! H
al r i g hsaidindhebeletthat | would get up again axsas | assured
them. | went backtobed nd t he next thing | Kk

Panic hit the flatand within ninety seconds, nine huager submariners

filed out onto Nightingale St. trying to pucker their lips in whistling for a
fastblack.By the time we got onto the jetty Bblphin, it was obvious to

all of the onlookers that we were adrift, evidenced by thelfattve were

all still dressed in civvies while displacing less volume in lacking our
station car ds. y@e@onoda nt!o Graona nulso Wil
| eave. AThirty days hath Septemb:
nOne | ittle bello was | and LT. E
would not be jammed, satisfied that we all came back in one big heap. As
for me? On Christmas Eve, | sang Silent Night to myself, the trot sentry,
on the pitch-black casing from midnight until three. It seemed an
appropriate thing to do. . .nobody was stirring, there were no mice or rats,
and the imaginary noise of big hairy reindeeithe roof was no more than
heavy and steady raindrops falling on the casing.
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North again . . . with an easterly circle

By the following year, we were relegated to short patrols, Portland
running, and working with the skimmers. It was about this tinoeigh
that | had taken a fall while loading stores into the fore ends. | was man
handling a wooden crate of eggs when my feet had slipped away from the
loading hatch ladder and toolédoot drop landing flat on my back on top
of the trench covers. No gg broke but | was feeling a horrible ache
somewhere around my lower back. | scooted ashore to the sick bay to ge
|l ooked over and through my insist
right after a couple of days and everything would be fine. Throligh
insistence, the sick bay tiffies had no option but to agree with me in
decl aring, A Wel | 6Br own. Thenot s
Besides! We were sailing and | di
find out that that fall was going flague me with pain for a very long time
to come.

We sailed and headed to Scandinavia to work once again with the SBS
Commandos. After stopping into Blyth near Newcastle, my back seemed
a little better but there lingered a constant dull ache that | haer ne
experienced before. It was then to Bergen and the nearby naval base &
Hakkonsvern. From there we headed to Odda, a town stood majestically a
the very end of thundredmile-long Hardanger fjord. It was a beautiful

spring afternoon on the way in, whe Bos 6n came i nto
for fAhis | ookd through the after
breath, he ordered, ARaise the fo

in high power . . .officer of the watch . . .pipe tourists to thérobroom
at the rush! o Everybody c¢cl ambered
periscopes at a nudist camp just five hundred yards to port.

The |l ocals in Odda didnoét real |l
That, we suspected, had something to db ®Royal Navy visits and what
mi g ht or mi g ht not have gone on
Shortly after we had gotten ashore in uniform, we were rounded up and
ordered back aboard and into civvies. It was too late by then because th
few numberstat made up the townds popu
looked like. It had nothing to do with how accet kippers speak of
course, but it sure had a lot to do with the sudden scarcity of women.
Norwegian dads from Odda sure took charge of their beauttifuld
haired daughters and had them all curfewed in their homes for the three
day stay. Maybe this visit had nothing to do with WW?2 after all!
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A Roguesod Gallery

After some contact exercises Wwi
opso with SBS 40 Commandos, it ow
The bootnecks, who | ooked | ike t
combined ops with the Norwegians aboard one of thepowered
gunboats, and as they drew alongside in one of the fjord inlets, they
hollered for bread, bread, and more bread. Up came all the mouldy
penicillin-dotted loaves fromthefoen ds and a pitcher
commenced. Sombre faces grevotoad grins and a happier lot of marines
you never did see.

It then seemed that t heC@VEXads Ssx
what better could we do than pose for a picture. As a collective crew, we
had never taken the opponity to get a picture of ourselves, especially
one of a f Ro.g.uhatsnduddésd ahk Joky Rgger.

The Jolly Roger and thidetley pirate crew of AeneadNorway1966 Seatedeft
(with thin hair), (WthdeesaeBtterscapstandimge i g . £
directly behind looking fa.15'Lt. Ed Falstrem seated right in conversation.

A corruption ®buglee OFm@ndche@dadobf
submarines and the people within
cc ossboneso would become a symbol
temptation that if submariners are to be compared to and labelled as
pirates, then, AWedre going t20 coc
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Fatuous judgement was passed RgarAdmiral Sir Arthur Wilson,
Comptroller of the Navy to the First Lord of the Admiralty in 1901 who
insensibly prompted t hi sSubmarinelsare p e
underhand, unfair and damned-&mglish. The crews of all submarines
captured shold be treated as pirates and hanged®y 1914, Lt.Cdr
AMaxod6 Horton, I n ¢ e9nwasathedscoordge ofstheb m
Ger man Battle Fleet, and in atten
Baltic, raised two black flags of piracy after sinking theiserHela and
destroyer S116By World War 2, it then became common practice for
submarines to fly the Jolly Roger on completion of a successful mission
where action had taken place. Now emblematic of the submarine service.
it is an indicator of bravadond stealth rather than the lawlessness of
piracy on the high seas.

Well as we were all dressed in pirate rig, the personalities within the
photo were to be well depicted. On the sponson, straddled and poised abot
the 4" deck gun, we too would support dyjooger with accompanying
silhouettes depicting a Netley coach, a dagger, a silhouette of the deck gun
and a bottle of pussersodé neats. £
symbols were indicative to the natureok n eracenbspecial ops with
40 Commando, surface gtaction engagements, as well as the well
earned Aruns ashoreo of her mot
become the passageway word in the boat. During the recerupakd
up to the day, it seemed that everybody was attemptingtod e us
and on many occasions, wedd go t
from being fAcracked down the mid:
mend the feeling, it was thought in jibe that boarding a coach to Netley
Abby Village in Hampshirevhere a mental institution was once located,
might just be in order.

A very rare sight

So then as the AJ. R. 0 and camer ;
see something very scarce. . .among submariners who seldom see the lig|
of day. We were on thimside of a fjord inlet when the-BoatFinwhale
and SuperT, Truncheonjoined us to form dhreeboatflotilla for the
remainder of the tripTruncheorlaid off at distance to the west while we
remai ned DI W. Bet ween t he tawoottofi st
witness a most rare evolution performed Bywhale . . .running at
iBat tineSreireises o on the surface, a f
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ndi ved, 6 and in an evasive mode.
younger, more modified submarine ortjicoking for the quickest way to
perform a battery selhai nt enanc-@i Sfiqluarge,rd yr
guestion. There she went against a backdrop of an increasing sunse
nevertheless, carving up the mirtke surface of the inlet while turning

and leaing sharply in an array of varying tracks. It seemed odd, but very
impressive, to see a submarine running at top speed . . .without the
traditional exhaust smoke and cooling water sprays belching away from
her muffler tanks.

Cab Fare? ... at times, anthing will have to do

The three submarines then headed for the Skagerrak and the Baltic Se
to Hel sinki. It was to be a good
a Finn girl who by golly, looked just like Doris Day but my, what a
language barrier! Aér a threeday run and without a duty watch, my
money was all gone. It was at her home in the very early dawn before

sailing, and ADoriso insisted tha
The cab arrived and | spent the Hadfur trip to the boatitrying to explain

to the cabbie that Il woul d get a
back on board. He wasnodot to be e

pulled over to the curb insisting that | get out. | won the battle as we finally
arrived on tle jetty. Feeling good that it was only five in the morning and

| got back in good time, | got out of the cab, again assuring the driver that
| 6d return with the fare very sh
sentry greeted me withiMor ni n 6. BGQosader r amd |t h
i mmedi ately countered with, AX@?d
i Ne grgayt e . |l 6m toppled. 0 he replie
hatch, waving assuringly to the driver that | would return with the fare.
Once | got below, to no surprise, everybody was still asleep. Now how in
hell do you shake somebody and get him yalat some tin an hour before

he has to get up? | then went af
curtains were drawn closed and hereto, everybody was still kipped out.
There wasndt a soul on his feet 1

the diver was by now calling a local cop, | then went back to the fore ends
in a hurry. | cast a quick glance around the space and saw that minglec
among al l the sl eepers, the fAgr oc
And there at the front of the compagnt were three wooden crates of

eggs. | tiptoed forward and opened one up. There on the top lay a flat of
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two and a haldozen, Finnisiarm fresh, eggs. Bingo! | muckled on to the
flat, wobbled up the | adder, and
for the driver to start smiling. He carefully laid the flat down on the seat
beside him and looked at me with an appreciative grin. The trot sentry
mused and as | stumbled back aboard and the cab sped away, he muttere
AThe things yaod usteye aanhde ng oyto utdéhree
fukkind believable! o

The loss of submarine Hai

We cleared Helsinki and then headed to Lubeck, Germany. Because we
were early for our official ETA,
Traveminde, which was at theadkeof the inlet leading into Lubeck.
During that lengthy wait, we had little to do except amble about on the
casing until we were cleared for harbour entry. The surrounding water was
still and as c¢lear as gin, asug on
hull below the waterline was no longer there. When we had left Pompey,
the growth was lengthy from being waterborne for nearly a year, but had
now mysteriously disappeared. It was an indication that for the three weeks
we had been in the Baltic, theogvth on the hull had slowly eroded from
the once, foetong streams of seaweed to a mild coating of peach fuzz.
Well from that we thought, fASomeb
boats on jollies to the Baltiam an
a haidocutd

We finally got clearance to go alongside and seeing as we were seniot

boat, wedéd have the inboard trot.
jetty that ran parallel to the main strasa of the town of Lubeck. Among the
V.1 .P. 6 0owmeérse Btelreggetr mei ster and n

Kreschmer, the WW2 Germanluwat aceTruncheorthen came alongside

and as they were doubling upinwhale was beginning to draw near.
Heaving lines descended aboard us when suddenly, there was saime rap
wardroom chatter between the bridges of the three boats and the heavin
lines were cast back. We were to learn soon after that the German
submarineHai, was reported to have foundered and gone down off the
Dogger Bank in the North Sea. Boats had an ulated and more effective
re-compression chamber capability aboard, therefiravhale was to
immediately proceed to the areas whdee was last seerdai was only a
two-compartment boat and purportedly, was on the surface and at the talil
end of an idine squadron when she began to take on water as a result of
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heavy stern seas. There was to be one survivor who had managed to amb
through the flooding conning towe
cook.

After we had left Lubeck, we proceeded throulgé ocks of the Kiel
Canal. While waiting for water levels to meet, an elderly lady approached
the side of the quay and looked up at the bridge while beckoning. In her
grasp was a bouquet of yellow fl q
to the casingd see what was the matter. After considerable difficulty with
the exchange, the lady then passed the bouquet to the captain. He paust
in looking downward, stepped back, and then surprisingly saluted her.
Something was apparent and we were to discoveskigatvas the mother
of one of the crewmen who went downHai.

Later in the day, when we arrived to the omess of the English
Channel , Bosodn was to do somet t
immersed me into the pride and honour of being a submarireewahé to
go DIW and clear the orlop to the casing for a solemn service in memory
of Hai, and to all who went down in
and our steward who specialized
They would position themselséeside the also uniformed Captain Greig
while the remainder of our pirategged crew straddled the fore casing. A
running sea occasionally encroached the low, rolling casing and our feet
were often awash. A short hamditten prayer had been hastily esthled,
copied several times, and passed about among us to share. We prayed,
Daw would fire a round of wvoll ey:s
t he bugl e. Bosén then cast the f
across the ballast tanks, thewilers formed a message. While remaining
in a cluster, they stubbornly clung to the tanks. . .then into the sea and
repeatedly back on the tanks until finally, they trailed away in the current
astern of the boat. All eyes remained rivetted to the floweuwstil they
disappeared. It was a moving and fervent experience.

The | oss of four Boso6no

When we returned to Blockhouse after that trip, we were shocked to
l earn twasn®Btosdn good shape. He
lieutenant Ed Falstrem, that he was suffering from constant stomach pains
That explained why as the captain, he tended to overindulge a little during
his runs ashore . . .probably to try and relignespain. A visit to the doctor
confirmed t hat Boson had st omac
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unbelievable. He was soon to pass away. He was relieved by LCdr Richarc
Sharpe. Sharpe had been scheduled to take over the following April but
instead came earlieAt 29 years ol d, he was
and was a very intelligent and witty sort.

My fourth . . . and last A-boat

After returning from a short patrol, we came into Haslar Creek to find
that the place was plugged solid with submarines homgahéo€hristmas
holidays that numbered about eighteen, making trot space very scarce. Th
harbour master had no option but to put us outboard on the trot at petro
pier, the berth where paid off submarines normally sit high out of the
water. The tide was W and our new Father inched us slowly in onto a
paid-off T-boat. After we doubled up and secured, an alongside message
was sent to FOSM declaring, QUORENEAS AGROUND AT
PETROL PIERUNQUOTE. LCdr Sharpewas to become, after retiring
from the Royal Navy a€aptain in years to come, editor of Janes Fighting
Ships.

In the new year of 1967, it was announced that the boat was going to
run in the Medd for about three
a jolly into Haifa, Israel. | became pretty intriguedthis trip as | thought
about how briskly we came through there when brindiigince home
from the FezzGibraltar would come as the preceding exercise area with
the fleet but beyond thaleneasvas to penetrate further east on her own.
Then, just prior to sailing, a fic
I was | oaded o nStadacoriad inmediatalyubecaraed
indecisive and felt that | should turn the course down and remAenieas
where | was so satisfied with the challenge. | was-veglted as outside
killick working with Fred and sailing with everybody aboard the boat. |
also knew lhat passing the trade group 3 course in the RCN as a stoker,
was a cruci al and pivot al point
trades structure, you could now transform into an ERA. My thoughts once
more returned to George Faithfull iMicmag how | missed the
opportunity of going apprentice and more importantly, measuring up to the
standards that Fred hadotaegaitr mmem
more so than a stoker. Had the draft come aboard after the boat had saile
I coul daénh bpaeeth and theredd be
couldnét turn to Fred or Jumper |
of the RCN trades structure and the divisional sensitivities of turning down
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the course in another navy. Instead, and with teice, | had to jump to
First Li eutenant Ed Fal strem. He
Buster! It mi g ht be years before
Well that was enough of that, further encouraged with the accompanying
news was that | waw return to the boat and RN submarines when the
elevenmont h cour se was finished. | f
sage advice and who probably woul
career would have taken a turn for the worst, had | turned dencourse.

| left Aeneas . . and feeling abandoned, | would learn later . . . 1 would
never see her again.

HMS/m Aeneasl965 - Two weeks into a patrol
Donk Shop Killick Dave Standirginsthe Outside Killick
.. .sitting onthetool box at the Dilng Panel
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CHAPTER TWELVE

Home againTrade Group 3

Boeing 707 from Gatwick, near London. It was a far cry from flying

The newyear had arrived and | was to fly home aboard an RCAF
backwards in a propellatriven Yukon because this relatively new

concept of flying in pussersoa
sophistcatedjet i ner r ol e. Gone now, were
the WhitetKnuckl e Lines. As Gatwick wa

fathom the idea of how or why an air force transport plane was flying in
and out of there when traditionally, thdways did so from air bases only.
Learning that RCAF Langar in Nottingham and Marville in France had
closed down, gave good reason to the fact . . .but all of these events wer
a signal of changing times in the Canadian Armed Services.

When | arrived at the airport, | was milling about with a lot of unfamiliar
Canadian army and air force uniformed people. | was feeling very odd and
out of place when suddenly, | spotted a Bksn collar amid the crowd
and to my increased delight, a dafly that read: H.M. SUBMARINES. |
had now met a P2 electrician by
Dicky belonged to an ®doat up in Faslane. Like me, he was heading to
Stadacona also, to attend his TG 4 course. Immediately and
unquestionably, our rei@anship began. We were both submariners, and
we relished in the commonality. The trip to Halifax would last 3 days for
after we would arrive in Trenton, Ontario on the flight, it was then time to
catch a train at nearby Belleville that would get us to tvial. The idea

of being in Montreal on a Saturd:
All-Star game was on became very tempting. But to take the time and gc
to the game, meant that wedd be |
morning.

We decidedtorumbl on and board the trali
hit a snowstorm that delayed us as if we could have seen the game anyhov
We arrived at Staddé Main Gat e, b u

We immediately noticed that the sentry was no longer a atabedssed
in belt and gaiters but instead, a commissionaire. What had happened ir
just a short time? Going back through that gate brought vivid memories.

For the first time in five year s,
Sir?0 The O@bithglspicior and sternly inquired with a
barrage of queries: AWhere did yoc

a blue jersey on? Why have you go
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kind of a branch badge is that? What kind of a tally bow is Wt@ are
you anyway?o0 | t hought I |l ooked
iseven s e awsre hadgeswaawsigroet mropeller, my dolphin,
and a butterfly bow with a tanner in the carefully tied knot.

Once Dicky and | identified ourselves,vitas obvious the gangway
staff, particularly the OOD, were lying in waiting for us and real anxious

to firun us in the shit.o He then
Brown. As part of your Al nd rout.i
your kitmuster, | shall insist on a repor/elcome home, | thought. After

all that scurrying from YewKay, w

Surprisingly, there seemed to be a little compassion after all, and we
wer enot goi ng t o @dohg jdumey sipce ldavingl t
Gatwick and the train had been held up by a snowstorm. They let us pas:
untouched when Dicky and | parted our ways while he headed on down to
the C&POO6s Mess and | back to fan

This is 6A0 Bl ock??

| went inb A Block to discover that there was something very different
about the oled house of sl ammino
now walking on a vinytiled deck. . ..no longer the dusty and cold concrete
of years gone by. And then the biggest s@eariThere were civvies
scrubbind out the heads, washpl a
changed? Whatever happened to fAPCc
now a huge TV room. There was one single television set situated on a
high pedestal for allot see. There must have been two hundred chairs in
the place. Now sailors ashore could be treated to other perks and privilege
as times were changing. At |l unch
the bell, you could go in there and see big, brawnysmagoned sailors
glued to the exclusively produced television show for matelots called . . .
fnSesame Street! o Meanwhil e, down
The scullery maids were looking a little pudgier while slivers of silver
emerged fromheir hairnets. The same mass production process of lining
up, the queue which ran some two hundred feet down the bulkhead from
the main entrance door, and get
changed. What was still a bone of contention was the WREN$¢uing
to the head of the line . . .even without a badge no less, and only been ir
the mob a dogvatch and fresh out @ornwallis By now youod
time and G. C.06s had their privile
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case when by 1967 ingmavy, women went first and still wore hats in the
chapel.

ARequestmen and Defaulters

After doing my Alnd routine, [
rotation that found me duty on the first weekend back in Canada. It also
cost me dew extra dollars to get my kit squared away. The report went
off to the gangway staff and somewhere within that organization, that
dreaded OOD. | never heard a thing back so | suppose | managed to dt
something that made him feel a little better. At Idasgas to find out that
blue jerseys were no longer part of the winter uniform.

The course began and after spending all of that time overseas as one ¢
a few rare animals, there seemed to be no perks for getting leave. A rarity
was an RCN submariner. Ap&rom the army and the air force who would
get leave after returning home after a-simnth stint in Europe or the
middle east, it seemed that the pusser had no provision in place for looking
after these few and unique underwater matelots who cropped uantbw
again. | wanted to push the point somehow and the only available chance
was to slap in a request to get some deferred leave.

At ACommander 6s table, 0 the Comn
presence. He went on wi t lven though r a
youbve been out of the country fc
that allows me to grant special leave. You are on course, and | understans
that you were adrift in starting. Have you anything to say to that, Leading
SeamanBrown éi Yes! il replied. ACan | ¢
I finish course?0 More irritated
AAccording to your records and d
aboardAeneasmmediately after the course, so my reply tayoequest
remai ns Negati iRkequleesmm mammrry! o.r
Di s mi scane dhis thundering order from the MAA, and therein was
my answer . . . with an apology? Th

Why was this guy so upset | remembered wondering, only to fihd ou
| ater that good ol ed Gtaibf f'or who sh
course, 0 had been up as a def aul
Commander had noted that by the time | got up there, the plight and
conduct of these rebellious displacedbmariners was becoming repetitive
and started to get to him.
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Griff had been up for a third consecutive time for being adrift in the
mornings and | was to learn that he pissed off the Commander when his
turn came once again. In reviewing his case, the rGamder precluded
that Griff was getting too repeti
Seaman Griffin! In the course of one short month, | note that this is your
third offence at being adrift. The first had you logged in at the main gate
at 0930, thesecond at 0855, and now this time you are marked as coming
aboard at 0825. What do you have
this for a moment then decided on a reply in adiésh effort to soften the
expected bl ow. AWel lovehng! 0 Ahe | e
assuredly, and from that reply, a hasty retort from the Commander ensued
AnAbl e Seaman Griffin! I find you
number 6 puni shment, fourteen da
shouting fromte M A ®n capl Right turn! Double march! Report
to the main gate!o

And about this time, along with change in creature comforts, came
shocking news. We were overwhelmed with this new word known as

AUni fication. o It was 25 oAprciolu,l d
mov e. Ther e wer e new killicks S
Hooki esdo were on the | oose and on

out there to take charge of. What was the navy becoming? In the seniol
circles, little was known among us the lower deck but it seemed that
there was resistance to this change.

From AA6sO to AOO6sO

Just as the last time a course had ended in MTE, once again the Chie
walked into the classroom with news as to where everybody was getting
drafted to. Theanticipation on this day was very much what it was like
five years before, but with an element of greater responsibility and a more
mature enthusiasm. We had been issued with TG 3 tool boxes that not only
made us accountable, but alarmed us to a veryréiffeapproach to the
navy and especially, the engineering branch.

| knew | was back to sea aboagdneasmmediately but mysteriously,

there came an intervention. NnLea
AReport to the S/ M 1 Conmomabuldng a-t
D 7 in the dockyard. He wants to

and began to think of the turmoil that graced the arrival in Halifax of
Ojibwa and Onondagaand the birth of the First Canadian Submarine
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Sqguadr on. | wa whatoves goirg on bsitunrtypicalafdyno,
and feeling well accomplished in my submarine career so far, | put on my
Afbest bib and tuckero ensuring th
to look exceptionally smart to present myself to the Commana@r a
somehow, felt honoured that | was summoned. | had not met him yet, and
the unfavourable drips and dr abs
least for the time being. He was an accomplished submarine commande
who | was to respect and a human beireminded myself, and my attitude
toward any officer deemed with controversy was certainly relative to the
type of person you were yourself and | would draw my own conclusions.
Within my own right as a junior rate, | also felt accomplished in
submarines analso a human being, but was soon to experience a
degradation to those qualities by not being as respected with comments
and assumptions that | certainly had no familiarity with.

When | arrived at building D7 not knowing a soul, | approached a
killick wren who was squadron staff and inquisitive as to who | was, and
why | was there. Then we both hec
you Brown?06 | turned to see stan
Commander whose tunic was unbuttoned with a mug ééedaf one hand
and his other in his trousers pocket. | faced him at a distance and came ti
attention.He nodded his head in the direction of an office to which he
entered. As | neared the door opening, somewhat perplexed of his
returning marks of respeche was now seated, feet up on a desk
brandishing the personalized coffee mug upon which was emblazoned, &
single gold RCN submarine nddwayphi
di scussion, words for which | <can
thatwhat he had to say, quickly became the most humiliating experience
that | was ever to suffer throughout my naval career. He seemed derogatonr
of any RCN matelot who had sailed in RN submarines, and | was not to be
an exception. He was critical of me peralbyas being included of a brand
of submariner who might have taken advantage of the navy. He was
insulting to any of my proud accomplishments while serving in submarines
and concluded with the questionable direction with his feet still up on the
desk, tat | was not returning to YewKay aboakdneadut instead, was
to join the newly arrive@®nondagaor O-class submarine experience and
re-qualification in the submarine service. . . and that was the end of that. |
became confused with the -salled divisonal system. Just one hour
before, | was under a divisional chain through a Chief Petty Officer. Now
| was being told directly by a threeaged Commander that | was at his
disposal and report yourself aboard @mondaga
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Trying to shrug it all off, | jined the boat without a draft chit. | now
S|dled in the same beliefs of almost every man in Canadian submarines thi:
rebelliousness that had grown as a result | thought, was
not good for morale, teamwork, and safety as the RCN
embarked with questionablealgership from day one.
Why was he like this and what drove him to be so
unrecognising? What had ma@gbwa a hell ship? Why
= was everyone wanting out? Was life in Canadian
submarines going to be as gruesome as it seemed to be heading?

The good side aboutis sudden event was that abo@mbndagawere
lots of old wingers. First and foremost were John Madison and Soapy
Watson. We would sail together again for the first time sMenac.As
well, Soapy aboardndrew,and Griff from times in SingaporeSHi r 0
Malcolm Stocking, the twebadged AB fromCornwallisjoining block was
there and still in his spectacular presence as the epitome of a submarine
with a personality, pride and efficiency that to this day, etermedslled
by many as, AMr. Submarines. o0 Fre
King, Johnnie Whitmore, Paul Renner, Cliff Killam from day®ioiphin,
0Bl ockhouse andAnmuslyn Sihgagoseom naning @ m
bunch more.

We sailed just two days later and this boat and her mission was nothing
like | was ever accustomed to. Among the many mutated procedures a:

earl i er accounted, we Asnorkel |l ec
we fl ooded fAnegat i Wderninology rhade usmallr k
more resistant to change, not because of any dislike for the sera |, b

more because our experiences and knowledge was being forcefully
transformed through an American influence aboard a Biitish

SSK 7;73HVMVCS/m Onondaga 196
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submarine that came as @ult from superior decisions ashore. It all just

didndt make sense. Personally, I
where everything and its positior
| managed to play the game anebrealify in just three wdes. To this day

however, I 61 1 al so ntetvreag u gfho,rog eft o

demand answers to questions so much that it provided me with more of &
pay attention ACookds Tour o with
ONuff said about tihdbusinese as | IGokada d
about the room for experience beyond that of the junior rates . . .where it
seemed a little shallow here and there. Had it not been for that junior rank

experience, web6bd have been goners
toexpl ain itself. Although short at
in a few of the wardroom offerings, the Captain . . .was in many an

experienced opinion . . .priceless. He was frarsed, down to earth, rough
and ready, and very tolerant to hisrolind. He was experienced, smartly
witty and humourous, intelligent and a master in submarine tactics. A

manés man indeed. You felt good
good potential. I f you didndot shi
byforreavy rolling. He was LCdr fAGe

Block Draft of Canadian submariners as a -Bidutenant in 1954 and
former skipper i n t heArtfRlompaeyymin@&qg u e
in the weeks to follow, he was to hold us all together thinduis brevity.
You had to tune in on his timely
gone wrong, which told the beholder of a scolding and a possible rap
around the Il ughol es. The flicker
serious | ad!itJuskkdoadbhappen aga
confidence and cocky independence is aptly described in what had
occurredinOnondagé s recent !l y-umompl eted wo

About caps and hats...

On a typically grey and dreary Scottish day, the serenitiyeohead of
the Gare Loclpredominated as the shadows of trees and hills spread across
the water toward the bo&nondagavas wai ti ng for th
appear around the bend from the north and at their pleasure, Captain Se
Training (CST) and his taff would barrel around the corner as if
Goldfinger, Dr No and Miss Moneypenny were in a collective hot pursuit
at forty knots. With time on their hands, the boat sat patiently waiting for
the shit to hit the proverbial fan.
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As the staff would eventuallyoard, we would expect they would start
of f with a fire on board Adthe B
submarine but i nstead, a typical
initiative of putting out an alongside fire and saving the dishevelled
occupantsof a private yacht in the interest of the f@&ying public. In
anticipation, the lookout, the OOW, and the skipper named Meek, stood
on the bridge patiently waiting for things to happen and in the stillness of
the air, the expeamed @GiondadsD dmwod

With a yawn and a couple of under the breath expletives describing the
character and tardiness of the infamoustssiaers, LCdr Meek slid from
his perched position on the bridge platform and over to the \pipeethat
led to tie control room below.

AContr ol room! o he summoned. n C
the hel msman. AContr ol room. Thi s
millimetre pistol with a loaded magazindd Se nd u pmilbmete n i
pistol with aloaded magai ne. Roger sir. 0 came

Within a few moments, permission was sought for LS Fred Glover, the
fore-endey, to proceed to the bridge with the weapon and ammunition as
directed by Father. Fred, on arrival at the bridge quickly handed the
weapon and @b to the captain with the usual reminders that the safety
catch was on and that the chamber was empty.

The captain then engaged the clip, removed the safety latch, and
immediately began to fire off shots at the occasional sea gull that whizzed
around ands oar ed at speed near t he k
mar ksman, 0 he fired r epe-spadedtargets a
and with growing frustration, w a
downed a shite hawk yet. He then removed his peaked ddpethit away
from himself, gazing at the anchor and oak leaves adorning the badge. He
took aim and fired a hole right through it and replaced the cap upon his
head that followed with a satisfied smirk of accomplishment.

Geoff Meek ebbed with cockiness when presented with occasions not
equal to common sense or in one case, of visible sexual expression. It wa
explained by the XO one day while giving his account of a sign of esprit
de corps that existed in the boat. All thie crew were wearing self
purchased navplue hats of the ball cap variety, which displayed
uniformity to the onlooker and also an impression of cohesion. His
comment to the captain was: ASir!
their own initiative, b o sen t o wear fibl ue hats
considerably, and would like to recommend that officers follow suit in a
show of support and motivation b
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glared at the XO and reactle@dm eme
gonna wear a fukkiné brown hat! o

fiOne day . . .. an admira

There was another experienced officer abd@ndndagavho pushed
to make it all work and who had tons of respect from everyone that
surrounded him. He was now the Operations Officer in the name of Lt.
Peter Cairns, who | had not ran into since Malta abGaptheusin 1965.
He was pleasurable and modest, ahdrply intelligent who always saw
things on the lighter side through his confidence in submarines. Lt. Cairns,
ifHas the makindéds of an admiral on
the O6tot t abl aeckersknomthegethingsw | ower

Back to warm waters

Finally, we sailed south for Ma
was to feel like part of the crew, | was of course duty the last night in. That
meant therebéd be an operational (
be a very long daylrhe charge went on at 0300 and by harbour stations at
0700, the watch came out to relieve us. We could look forward to what
was | eft for breakfast and scrub
stations had fallen out. Then it was diving stations tohcattrim and then
play fires, failures, floods, and air bursts until the skipper was happy with
everything. All over by twelve noon, everybody else had had their tot and
dinner and then turned in, and of course our watch is back out in the engine
roomfort he fAtwelve tild two. o

Dress of the Day- for Trot Sentries

We got al ongsi de at St . Geor ge
Caribbean. Because we were standing calendar watches, of course, now
was duty first day in. Was | ever going to get ashore?eltwuld be a
l ong 12 hour HAequalizing chargebo
also going to cane the forenoon as trot sentry on the casing. Then cami
another lovely surprise. In all the time | had ever stood trot sentry in
submari neshe trhaeg 00 rwags otfy pi cal -y,
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bottoms or if we were in warmer climes, blue shorts and white fronts. Not
in the RCN however. | was quick to find out that the rig was not only full
uniform with blue jean collar, but also the addition eltland gaiters. That
meant you had to scrounge around to try to find a pair of boots as well.
Well, like a good matelot, there were ways that came to mind that might
rid of this overceremonious requirement in very unceremonious
surroundings. Parade boaetsre easy to deal with because nobody had any
aboard anyway. The problem was wearing the webbing. There were only
two complete sets of belts and gaiters@m o n dsagguanbn er 6 s
inventory. What ever shall we do if for some perplexing reason, there was
no matching pair of gaiters? Wearing just one gaiter was out of the
guestion.

As | went wup the hatch to go on
was wearing black shoes. In my hand were tweHaftd gaiters that by
the time had reached the casisgddenly and accidentally slipped from
my grasp, bounced off the tanks and unfortunately, went over the side.

A short ti me | ater, Coxswain L
Yorkshireman, lumbered onto the casing to see that all was well when
immediatelyle s ai d, ABr own! Yore out o
sentry. Whereds yore belt and gali
swainbés inquisitive eye and said,
seemtofindanyleth anded gaiardts @6 wamnt r &t
gai ter, can | 6swai n?0o At t hat ,

appeared with a white beltandthetworipghan ded gai t er s |
Brown you schemnmriantd! fRuuktk itntoe sbel | lga
di dn 0 taprize ir fudl ogkand two righhanded gaiters on top of a pair
of scruffy old steamind shoes.

Later in the day, two of the hands were ordered to dress in diving gear
and carry out the big search. Any other day, the water was turquoise anc
crystatclearwith a white sandy bottom. On this day however, the left
hand gaiters just coul dnoét be- | o
visibility of the harbour at St.

Highly flammable diesel fuel

Everyone or anyone who has ever been just slightiplwed in
submarines knew Bob Mizuik. He was a perpetual fixture through more
than three decades. Without anyone realizing, it was almost like Bob was
part of the submarine qualification package that if you didn't run across
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him somewhere in your training i me , you j ust d
submarines.

During the springboard exercises, we were just about to stop snorting
and go deep when the periscope OOW sighted a Sea King helo from
Bonaventurditch into the Caribbean. The aircrew got out and into their
liferaft and moments later, we surfaced to rescue them. Along with the
crew we retrieved their equipment and liferaft safety items.

A day later, after the aircrew had returnedBonnie a very curt
message arrived onboard demanding return of the equipmerd.\is to
be found, due to the fact that a flea market had been conducted in the for
ends after the rescue which featured items for sale such as helmets, escaj
knives, heliographs, shark repellent, life jackets, and even a life raft. That
all went for the sale price of varying numbers of tots by the lads in the fore
ends.

It was during that same patrol later that a green grenade became faulty
and Bob carried out a misfire drill. He had retrieved the smoking grenade
from the SSE and ran forward with itdascard it between and below the
torpedo tubes. Suddenly the grenc
fore ends with smoke while the baseplate ricocheted off his knee. His body
was now covered in the grenadeos
igniteswhen seawater activated.

Later, he was medevac'ed by heloBonaventuresick bay where
immediately, the medical staff felt that the first thing we should do with
this airy submariner is give him a bath. They did. Now here was Bob sitting

in the bathtub flailing away at t
whiletheM A. 6s screamed, AWhat have t
We got into a few ports during the exercises that year. Charlotte Amalie
in the V.I1.0s, was a memorabl e t
U.S.N. Ordnance jettyonthesdm @ gi | | e Rginnapdirute.s |,

At the head of the jetty was an opan r bar where ev
ashore just had to stop in and work out who was who and where were we

goind over a oOcuba I|libradéd or a o
hole that it reminded us alf a good place to drain down. . .so we dubbed
it ASnort Drain 3.0 The Il egitimat

being the integral sea water drain system in the submarine used in
preparation for running the engines while dived. Our $e&on ashore
oppos were so taken with the name
down in their boats, they started to refer to theirgping exercises as
Asnortindéo instead of fAsnorkellin
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Rocks and pebbles take on new roles

On day two othe visit, a bunch of us headed to the Morning Star Beach
resort where the story went that the bathing clientele there were very
approachable. We arrived and put on our swimsuits and between the lot o
us, not much money could be mustered for a round ¢ atethe beach
bar . At that bar from a distance
werenot good |l ooking girls, but i
gaggle of men at a beach bar meant only one thing to a bunch ofydiesel
smel | i nd sowlamBawent imte imsediats action. We quickly
stuffed the fronts of our trunks with handfuls of nice sized rocks, while
Griff, being his irresistible sel
of his bathing suit. fi Vghoa to dvlsich hee L
guickly decl ared, Al called for a

We | | it didndét take | ong for the
and then forth on the beachfront just once. They beckoned with flailing
arms as someoneinthereaai d, A Hard &éa -pgripgo gu
time. o We lulled the rest of the
hell of a time trying to sit on his barstool comfortably.

The visit

The trip then continued andnondagawent alongside USNAVSTA
Roosevelt RoadsNe were greeted by the Squadron Commander who
came aboard. We wondered what was up when he had commandeered tt
C.0O0.6s cabin with the invitation
found service in submarineadhbecome very distasteful for many reasons
and it was a welcomed opportunity to air their personal opinions to the
man in ovetall charge. Later that day &nondagabacked out from her
berth atR 0 0 s euy Johnny Baird, a killick stoker was standingtbe
jetty in full blues with his kit . . .and heading home. Whatever went on in
that C. O. 6s cabin that day is sti
again.

Things just wer enot going right
however there seemed to loergething slipping away. We were boisterous,
but confident. We were noi sy, b uit
still confident . . .all of the ingredients that assured good submarine sailors
whether they were up on the roof or at 300 feet . . .ong 8tilh prevailed
that with our sanctity, we could still officially surround the rum fanny not
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ever feeling paranoia and the threat of a senior someone encroaching ol
our privileged time . . .those precious moments feeling good about each
other and our profession, one seliosen.

1968- Tottime-On o n d afteaebds
l. to r. Paul Renner, Bob Evans, author, Billie Bradshéuiff,
Cliff Kill amébackground Knobby

All this somehow was beginning to erode and somethimgitaib all
said that change in the navy was coming sooner than any of us would
expect. The trip continued and the life, and the air around us was very
much like those

familiar Singapore standards, except it was a little cleaner. Although
the sea temperatiwas about ten degrees less than equatorial waters, air
conditioning was always shut down to curb noise, and continuous high
humidity prevailed with little relief. The ambient state of the boat when
dived was about 105 degrees F at 100% humidity whichllysensues
from where | can recall seeing a thermometer suspended between the
exhaust groups that read 135. Some things had improved though. The
nylon mess curtains once used to wipe yourself down on the-blubss,
now in Oboats, had progressed to atemel that was far more absorbent.

but just as hummy i f not more

throughout the boat but everybody seemed to have them aimed in one
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direction, withtheadd n of , ADondét move it! o
and doing a&nort, standing anywhere near the forward side of engine room
bulkhead door found you in the midst of a huge flow of cooler, fresh air
gall oping from ASO0 tank in the A
downer though was that although pirate gear wasastiptable, it meant

t hat in steamind the dowuldwvn Sekevep ,
because of the higtemperature distilled water rails and multitudes of
exhaust bends that surrounded t h
that unlike Vicker6 engi nes-biomt she AoISd RAG s
cooled and when shut down, encase
mass and wildly surge through the submarine like an invisible wall of red
hot gas. The only relatively cooler spaces were the e=foog and after
ends, as a result of those compartments being void of largepioeiaicing
machinery and consoles.

The birth of fAThe Dirty L

When we got back to Halifax in April, news came that they were

looking for volunteers to joi®kanagann the closing stages of her build

in Chatham dockyard and ensuing sea trials and-wpskin Faslane. | was

to be back to YewKay within a week, and ibwd be several months
before the boat would arrive in Halifax. There were twelve of us scraped
up fromOjibwaandOnondagaand we qui ckly beca
Dirty Dozeno . : . whose adjecti\
hygiene. | whasr ged aofl edh&dicraft a
that lot are bawdy to great extent, while just too many voids are among
them.
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CHAPTER THIRTEEN

HMCS/m Okanagan
"EX IMO MARI AD VICTORIUM"
(From the depths of the sea to victory)

S AThe Duzo joined t he cCrew

collectively, this was the culmination and the last of RCN

personnel to serve in boats in the YewKay. Canadian personnel
were pulled out of every last nook and hidden cranny
thatNiobeand F.A.D.O. drlling had deemed them as
an integral asset toward any benefit of the Royal
Navybdbs submarine service.
complete crew of seasoned and qualified submariners
from what was left afteDjibwa and Onondagahad
returned home getting tiei on6s share ¢
available. The truth was that there were insufficient
numbers to man three submarines because of recent
and unexpected attrition.

The coxswain was a chap by the name of Ross Webb...and it seemet

t hat he was 0 ahad peeaiduslybsailedt ira sevkraloRN H e
submarines and was one of the original drafts in thefiftiels. However,
his methods and ways were very much unlike what any of us had beer
used to with coxswains in submarines. Instead, he came across as if h
were tte MAA on theBonniet he Chi ef fAwhittl ero
G.l. from Whale Island and a Surgeon Commander. . . all rolled into one.

How heavy is a swivel vice?

The Chief ERA seemed to be of a similar cut insofar as his personality

was concerned, howewlear chda ,sO med sh oc
had also never encountered before. The first job he ever gave me was o
day one when | met fitsiom iymutbOhe Br
He asked conclusively. AThey tell
Aeneas We |l | you got the jJjob here toc
right now. Pick up that vice and

assumingf declared in his very Belfast paddy accent. CPO1 Sam Jennings
pointed to a swivel vice, a mechanical implement in the weight order of
about 30Ibs....that was evidently destined for installation on the donk shop
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wor k bench eémgitrhee rbodash.0tshi&/h éoat
inquired cheerfully as | coul d, |
| 6m outside staff and not engi ne
dock. |l tds about a mileds wal k f

dockside, the onlyangway aboard was via the fore casing which meant
that | had to wrestle with this v
get it to the after casing...to where the donk shop hatch was open. The
catwalk had just enough room for one foot at a time, wglkideways.
That was a struggle but nothing near as the ache and strain of trundling
mile with this thirtypound deadweight at the low port. When | got to the
hatch opening, a crane hook just happened to appear over my head...reac
to hook on and loweit. The chief tiff then said with his gold tooth grin,
AHow6és that for your first outsid
The truth was of these two key individuals, as we were to find out in
time, is that they were just as human andlfwing as anyone else. It
seemed thay h , that through Ross®0s ins
illustrate thatOkanaganwas to be a slack boat . . .just one that was going
to be better than the two forerunners.

The SuperdOd&

HMCS/m Okanagarwas the most glamourous andgpdate Qboat
ever built in her time and was sadly, the last ever submarine (and vessel)
to be built in Chatham dockyardods
She was to be a ASuper O, 0 or in
to the improved Oberons that begaith the building ofOnondaga A
brief account of the devel opment
with the | aying down of t heOngnN. 6
Chatham. By 1964, Canada was anxious to commence a constructior
program where athe time, the Royal Navy was as equally anxious in
getting an improved Oberon class submarine together for its own purposes
As Onyxwas laid down and to be built as a standard Oberon, she was
quickly transferred to the RCN and would beneamedOjibwa. A second
HMS/m Onyxwas then to be laid downatCammkela i r d6s i n B
as a Super O, or 22 classo (sid
completion ofQjibwa, Onondagaand Okanaganwere to be Chatham
oyarddés first cr ac kAustdian blavy pgardlieledg
with their six submarines construction program in Scottish Yards. Hence,
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the RCN and Canada were to end up with one standard Oberon 09 clas
and two 2206s, the | atter more con

Upstairs . . .in a pub

After getting my INroutine done, it was time to get ashore and look for
digs. There were two pubs in downtown Chatham which also included Bed
& Breakfast. AThe Kingdés Armso wa
a crowd fromOnondaga who of course had sinaemmissioned and
departed for Halifax. Quite a few of the guys were already holed up in
there but because of other watchful eyes in determining what pub signs
also displayed those three welcoming words, several of us got to stay a
AThe Two Sasthoytade hédockyard gatej The gaffers of both
pubs were both named Harry so when it became necessary to clarify wha
publican we were referring to, tI
Sawyerso and AHarry Kingbés Arms. 0

So up in the pub lived a bunolfius. C2LT Bob Churcher, Terry Wyss,
anexRNb6er , Bi |l I Layden and Davie B
Paul Renner, Sandy Sadler and Andy Lovasi, all bolstered with two stokers
named Buster and Griff...from Singapore days. Griff and | lived in the
same room sharing a double bed and that was sometimes pretty scarey. Ot
in the main gangway ocommuraleheagndb 6 s
washplace. It was important that in order to swing through the heads eack
and every morning, meant that timing anckimtl was so very important.

We all came to surface at varying times to meet the availability but on one
mor ni ng, Griff wasndédt in too -muc
minute scrape and éec al e when he sai d to me
a n d gd aftdr you. The mob has started a 5BX program and | gotta do a
little work-out with my bullworker before | dhobey upunderstood that

the navy was turning around and trying desperately to get all the hands
iback i n shapeo issuiny booyy seltbrdi@ading w e
instructions to help in this endeavour and in the course of events, have
those interested in signing out f
was in the form of a bullvorker, a springoaded device that requiredeth
user to flex his upper body and arms in trying to extend and compress it
until your arms felt like they were dropping off. So unsuspectingly, |
grabbed my shaving gear and trotted off to the washplace. Then, | realizec
| had the wrong towel and headectb#o the room to get the right one.
The door was slightly ajar as | had left it but just as | was going to swing
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into the room, t he rugperlran the aight before
from his dutyfree jug issue while the belorker lay idle on théed.

A |l ot of capers went on at AHar
when we got into a real heavy darts match with the lads from the nuke boat
Warspite Li ke proper Britsodé, about a

all dressed in their gray flannelscan A We Come Uncl ean
badges. Despite they being Muppets, they were also in refit and the
opportunities to get a dhobey sesh and shower before heading ashore wel
pretty remote. Like us, we had just returned from the dockyard and there
justwas®t a chance to get one in eit
in getting the teams established, some character decided that we should &
take off our shoes and socks and
lounge floor. Off they came and a pgri of holey, hummy socks and
oily soled shoes quickly arose from the deck with the owners all standing
in a large circle, ties done up, and standing to attention...in bare feet. Ther
somebody de clashonewith d paiuofldhoes andisocks on
..GETS THE ROUND IN! @®urmoil and panic ensued as two dozen guys
plunged into the pile for any shoe and any s¥¢arspitegot the round in,

but we wondered who had the rottenest feet. Oh boy...did that chuck up!

Shi pbébs Dances. ..

Shi pods dancds twer emosne popul ar
compani esd6 welfare committees wolL
was probably the only opportunity that a total gathering would occur that
included the wives and girlfrien
captain right down to the youngest O.D. It had to be shaped around the
shipbébs/ submarinebs operating sche
get to attend remembering that a full duty watch had to stay aboard and
omind the ol d gi edanwithshypelitentssard guset a
courtesy but after a few tipples and the band really got going, everybody
started getting up the nerve to d
ladies. Some interesting and entertaining events would start toogevel
Tal kindéd shop, horoscope readind |
j 1 mmy, trappiné somebody el seobs
dances, and of course, door prizes.
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fiDoubled ecker so arendét big en

To help in celebratin@ k a n asg@nmissioning and HM Dockyard,
Chatham having constructed its | a
in a spacious hall within théockyard gates. Along with the entire crew
with wives and girlfriends and the dockyard workers, many dignitaries
attended that evening and al ong v
were the Flag Officer Medway, Canadian naval representatives, the
Admiral of the dockyard, dockyard superintendents and foremen. It was to
be a gala evening with the opportunity to have pictures taken, all of us in
square rig and socializing with the admiral...an occasion that was
extremely rare in those days, especially witle confines of the RN, let

Hosted by the Builders, HRockyard Chatham
gentlemen ofubmarineOkanagan pose withise Adm. Parker

alone the RCN. Presentations and giftsre passed to the Captain that
befitted the occasion. A scale model of the boat in a glassed enclosure,
ceremonial scrap book, a chrofhe ni shed AFr awl ey o
persoml navigation aid for the chart table) a badge incorporating a
Churchill crown and many other gifts that were suited for the poop deck.
(the poop deck gets its name fro
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