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15 October 2022 

 

This is a preliminary release of Donald "Buster" Brown's book titled "Sons 

of Neptune". It appears that he completed this book in 2012. No changes 

to the document were made in this release, however it was formatted very 

close to what the author would have wanted and made into a readable pdf 

document. Many sailors who knew Buster have asked to 'peruse' Buster's 

book, hence this quick release of the material we were given by the Brown 

family.  

 

It is released with permission of Gerri Brown, Buster's loving wife, and 

his family.  

 

A few years back I had asked Buster how he was coming along with his 

book. He told me that he was still working on it but, knowing Buster as a 

bit of a perfectionist, I think he wanted to get it done to perfection. In my 

view, it is perfect as it is and a great read.  

 

Buster's manuscript was edited and formatted by me, a friend of Buster.  

Any comments, dedications, suggestions or otherwise can be directed to 

me.  

 

 

 

 

Sylvain Rouillard 

Chairman 

Submariners' Association of Canada East 

sylvain_rouillard@hotmail.com 
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Foreword 
 

This is Buster's story.  It shows his 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 who have served 

in the Canadian military and those who have lived life.  It is Busterôs 

autobiography from birth, through a Canadian military career to retired 

civilian life. 

 

I knew Buster closest from the mid '70s until the early 80ôs when we ñsailedò 

together on 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 Military Merit during this time.  

Among many technical issues, we discussed his consideration of becoming a 

Commissioned from the Ranks Officer and his transition from submarines to 

the surface fleet.  Our families and children were of the same years.  He 

served from reserve navy ordinary seaman to the highest non-commissioned 

officer position in the Canadian Navy - Command Chief Petty Officer ï 

advising five Admirals commanding the Navy.  Readers can relate their naval 

experiences with Busterôs. 

 

Matelots can relive their naval life through a reading of Busterôs expressions 

and experiences.   His focus, knowledge, leadership, joy for life, and 

character shines through in all that he did, in his relations with others, and 

this personal history.  Jack will identify with other portions of Busterôs life:  

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 his character 

in his stories, ñditsò, tales and memories. 

 

Enjoy your time with Buster.   

Captain (N) Sherm Embree (RCN retired)  
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Donald Henry ñBUSTERò Brown, 
CPO1 (Retôd), MMM, CD2 

It is with deep sadness, yet immense pride, that we, his family, 
announce the crossing of the bar of D.H. ñBusterò Brown. 

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 training with the Royal Navyôs 
submarine service in the United Kingdom. In so doing he served in 
Her Majestyôs Submarines Grampus, Andrew, Anchorite, Alliance 
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 shipsô crews in achieving 
operational status at sea. 

In 1988, Buster was named Coxswain of the tanker HMCS 
Protecteur, and a year later returned to the submarine service as 



 

vii  

 

part of the inaugural Submarine Sea Training Groupôs Chief ERA. 
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 was appointed to the Admiralôs 
staff as the Command Chief Petty Officer, Maritime Command, a 
post he held until retiring from Canadaôs navy in 1995. 

Following his retirement, he was engaged as a member of the 
Royal Canadian Legion Dominion Commandôs Defence Committee, 
with which he remained active until well into his 70ôs. Buster 
participated as Legion representative in both the Canadian Forces 
ñShowtour 2000ò in Bosnia, and the commemoration of the 65th 
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 
production ñK-19: The Widowmakerò, filmed primarily in Halifax and 
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, organizing a Mensô Dart League at the 
Herring Cove & District Volunteer Fire Department, and acted as 
head coach for hockey teams in the Chebucto Minor Hockey 
Association in Spryfield throughout the 1980ôs and early 1990ôs. A 
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. 

ñItôs all about attitude and adaptation.ò 

We have the watch, Chief. 
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INTRODUCTION  

      

 had retired from the navy. I was busy doing things with an unfamiliar  

 independence.  I was with my wife all of the time. I renovated our 

home . . . renewed the roof . . .worked in the garden, and did everything 

else that had withstood neglect during all the years óthe mobô took 

precedence. While all that was going on, I 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 my hands meant just one thing . . .write a book. 

I had never thought of myself as an author, nor was I 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, and I began to feel at ease 

as I laboured. Since I 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 I needed help. So, I set out to contact and re-unite 

with past and present blue-blood shipmates and old oppos. In those 

rambunctious get-togethers, I 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.  And so, it 

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 

behalves. Alas, what good are memories if they canôt be shared, however 

regrettable that every memory just can't be represented in a single book.  

Sons of Neptune is a true story of what matelots said and what they did. 

I 
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I have blended my own experiences with accounts that come from the 

spirited enthusiasm of my mates and colleagues, the people whom I 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! I have 

described as best I 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? Spin-offs that begin with the forging 

of a simple young lad from bomb-shattered ñHope and Glory Londonò 

of WWII, then into someone in a navy . . . somewhere else. That someone 

was to be me; that somewhere else became Canada. It was when I joined 

the sea cadets and instantly knew that someday, I might be a Chief Petty 

Officer in the RCN. I reflect of how fortunate I was to be so sure of where 

I 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 

ólower deckô ladder until I retired.  How rewarding was the sense of 

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 ólower deckô and everybody except a chief, knows him to be the 

backbone of the navy. The ólower deckô is where the majority of men and 

women in the navy serve. They are the people who represent its prestige 

and purpose; and that is where I remained for my entire career.  

The account blends naval customs and traditions and their harmony in 

day to day life in a blue . . .then green . . .and well-received transition 

back into a blue uniform once again. It also speaks of the cunning and 

silly things that sailors did and might still do, but perhaps 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 fastidious values of sailors of a yester-navy might also attract 

a little scorn from a wholesome, but haplessly informed society.   

So then there came the adventure of stealing a sod-turning shovel that 

turned into a symbolic trophy. How it travelled around the world for 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 to their country, most in peace and 

others in war, their tales are genuine and unique, consistent with the 

lingo, the sea, and the life.  I am proud that I was a part of it through five 

decades, and feel both affection and sympathy for those who left us as 

early in 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 perhaps discover a new-found 

regard for those who spent multitudes of years at sea, albeit in the Cold 

War and in peace, but confronting the rigours of a life on the ólower deckô 

that demanded stamina, patience, and determination in spending almost 

a lifetime to qualify as professionals. Would they, the wartime veterans, 

have done it too?  

In this book I have portrayed people and events as I and others 

witnessed them. To do this accurately, I must relate the speech as it was 

spoken as everyone else heard or said it too. To comprehend the jargon, 

slang, and expletives means average readers may have difficulty, but they 
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should ólighten upô in the knowledge that this is a sailor's book. The 

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

expands 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 purpose of emphasis. 

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.  In the usage of ólower deckô messes in the days of sail, if any 

subject under discussion was not suitable for tender minds, then 

ñBreadcrumbs!ò was the order to stop their ears, ñFishbones!ò to shut 

their eyes, and ñMatchbox!ò to seal their mouths and endure strict 

silence. Such demands find no 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. I 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 ......    
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CHAPTER ONE 

 

LONDON 

 

ñI fink, 'n I fawt, 'n I come frum 'Smoke!ò 

(ñI think, and I thought, and I come from London!ò) 

 

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

overwhelming the entire European continent. Hitler had his country 

and its people behind him, yet only the world beyond Germany knew 

of this manôs evil threat to the world. In London, the blitz was over, 

but the raids still came. Every day, bombs would drop on this vast city 

endeared by the Cockneys as ñSmoke, mate!ò Londoners, and especially 

those in the east end, suffered daily losses to both home and family. In 

the west end, or better known to Londoners all as ñup the city,ò the 

Burroughs of Turnham Green and Chiswick Park W4, had their share 

too. Tucked away in this relatively calmer area of London was the 

Perivale Maternity Hospital in Acton, where a boy was born on June 

30th. He was to become an individual with an adventurous life. His 

father, Company Sergeant Major Donald Ramsey Brown of the London 

Regiment, 2nd Battalion, Royal Fusiliers, was away fighting in North 

Africa with the Eighth Army. Young Donny didnôt know much about 

him, for even before the war had begun, he was a peacetime infantryman 

serving in India. 

Donny was brought up where his mother did her share toward the war 

effort as a óclippieô admiral on the ódouble-deckers.ô When the bombs 

dropped, it wasnôt too bad because it meant he could put on his rubbery-

red Donald Duck gas mask. As dad was never home on Green End Road, 

where their flat was, Donny was often over at nanaôs in Belmont Grove 

near Chiswick High St., where 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 Great West Road, further west in the city. 

His wartime contribution, in addition to manufacturing brown jackets for 

the tyres (Donny never knew what they were), was as a volunteer fire 

brigade man in Chiswickôs fire brigade hall, quashing the flames and 

debris and rescuing those poor devils who were victims of Hitlerôs 

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 burnishing his breast plate 

and grooming both his issued steed and helmet plume each night before 

I 
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lights out. Granddad, as a civilian, was a proud man who always had 

shiny, bra-a-a-an boots and a suit whose creases would cut a finger. He 

was a veteran of the Battle of Mons, the first fighting between Britain 

and France in the great war, and many other campaigns in Flanders and 

Germany. As a near-fatal reminder, he had a scar from a bayonet stab just 

above his right hip. With a mix of pride and sad memory, he would waltz 

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 dark from 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 few bob to go round to the pub for a pint of mild, and 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 his óform.ô  

Donny well remembers the war in London as a boy, of the food 

rationing and nana whose responsibility it was 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 and return 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 nana made ñThe one egg, egg custard wivô nutmeg on itò that 

was put aside for granddad only. To emphasize the shortage of luxury 

food, it wouldnôt be until 1946 that, as a five-year-old, he saw for the first 

time what a banana looked like and why the taste of ice cream, if you 

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. This was more fun because over on 

Belmont, the shelter was a brick one built right on the pavement, and 

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 canvas 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 became overwhelmed by the noise of the unmanned V1 
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ñdoodlebugsò and V2 ñbuzz bombs,ò and when those noises stopped, the 

grownups would gasp, look up, then squint and shudder with their fists 

clenched. But why, thought Donny? The noises had stopped . . . after all! 

Somehow, he was beginning to realize that there was a danger, and it 

wasnôt really fun to go in the shelters anymore.  

Donny, as a young sailor in the sixties, returned to Belmont Grove for 

the first time in over a decade. Nanô would then tell Donny of how he 

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 water. Both Nan and Donny got out of bed 

and headed to the scullery, where the flatôs single water tap was. She 

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 wire-reinforced plaster 

ceiling overhead came crashing down onto the warm but empty bed. In 

the years that followed, the story was frequently retold, and he always 

wondered why it was Nanôs life heôd saved, but what about his own?  

Dad was still on the battlefront having combed North Africa in 1942 from 

El Alamein to Tobruk, Tunisia, and Alexandria. He was one of ñMontyôs 

boys,ò who swept the desert in the fight against Rommel. As a Company 

Sergeant Major, his charges consisted of many younger men who were but 

18 and 19 years old infanteers who had volunteered at or after the outbreak 

of the war. In late 1943, Dad was then on the landings in Sicily and the 

march to Rome. The quest for Monte Cassino became a tactical objective, 

and had Germany been more perceptive, five of its divisions in particular 

would have been repositioned for the invasion at Normandy. They werenôt, 

and through lack of that perception remained well-established to defend 

Monte Cassino. In contrast, only two Commonwealth divisions were to 

come ashore to stage the offensive at Anzio Beachhead on the 16th of 

February 1944. Unaware and invariably outnumbered, it was to be 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 branded 

a óD-Day Dodger.ô Had he been destined to Normandy on D-Day instead 

. . . he just might have lived. Donny was only three then but he remembered 

things in the flat back in London. Word was received of what had 

happened. Mom was crying and nana was as well. Granddad, the cavalry 

veteran, never stopped whistling but this time it had a quiver. Donny had 

only recollected his father on two occasions so nothing would affect him 



 

8 

 

then, but it did as he became older. Company Sergeant Major Donald 

Ramsey Brown was buried at the British Commonwealth *Anzio 

Beachhead Cemetery in a small village, Villa Claude (cloud), just 8 km 

north of Anzio and the beachhead. Donny would be the first and only 

member of his family to visit the gravesite after 39 years, in 1983. 

 

R.M.S. Lady Rodney sails to Halifax 

. . . how come it moves around? 

 

By warôs end, mom was still on the busses and by now was getting 

out to the Hammersmith Palais, the ever so popular wartime dance Mecca 

in Londonôs west end. On one night there, she met a Canadian soldier. 

He was a sergeant in the Royal Canadian Signal Corps. His name was 

Albert Colleaux, and 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 Regentôs Park Zoo and do all sorts of things that 

Donny had never imagined 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 

*The cemetery is marked with 2,312 plots and 

is indeed, a British Commonwealth burial 

ground. Sailors, soldiers, and airmen from 

Britain, Canada, Australia, New Zealand, 

India, and Pakistan are buried here. Notably, 

there are several Canadians' graves therein, 

comprising West Novies', the Special Service 

Forces, and members of RCAF Bomber 

crews. Royal Navy personnel are there too, 

members of the Combined Forces, probably 

amphibious landing craft crews. 

                              
Authorôs observations from visits in 1983 and 

1994 
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getting to bed one night in his clean pyjamas, he awoke in the morning 

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 at that wall, and Donnyôs new dadôs army buddies and 

momôs friends were there too.  

The war had ended, and for some reason the lights stayed on at night, 

black curtains were taken down from the windows, and 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 Grove, and we would find out 

in years to come that it was a celebration for V-E Day. 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 streets, knocking down the countless air raid 

shelters as many lorries drove about London moving tons of bricks and 

rubble. To a young boy and his friends, this was fascinating, and all of 

this activity gave them lots to do every day. With all of this excitement 

On the steps of the church wall. From 2nd on left, front row: Nan, new Dad, Mom, 

Granddadé.and Donny 
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going on, he came to realize that he was going to go to Canada with mom 

but his new dad would come much later. What he couldnôt imagine, 

though, was that Nana and Granddad werenôt going to go with them and 

this was a big puzzle and very sad to him. R.M.S. Queen Mary and many 

of the other great liners remained busier than ever at warôs end with 

Trans-Atlantic crossings taking the troops back to Canada and the United 

States. Along with them, but in other ships, came the war brides and their 

children in as many thousands. It was soon time to depart in September 

of 1946, to leave England via Southampton to New York and then by 

train to Canada. Mom wasnôt too pleased, for Donny broke out with the 

mumps. All the anticipation and anxiety to leave for Canada suddenly 

deflated and the journey was delayed until the mumps vented off and the 

fever went away. To get over the illness and book a new passage caused 

a two-month delay. In Donnyôs mind, though, there was plenty to do 

óround Chiswick. 

Passage to Canada was going to be in a ship that would sail to Halifax. 

The Lady Rodney was one of five Canadian Nationalôs óLadyô ships, 

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 if all five were massed together, still couldnôt match the 

80,000-ton Queen Mary. Donny, many years later, would meet an ex-

VE Day on Belmont Grove. (circled) Donny and his Nana 
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merchant seaman, Quartermaster Robbie Blackburn, who sailed in both 

Lady Nelson and Rodney during and after the war. In a confident tone, 

assured me: ñThe óLadysô werenôt much more than 6,000 tons and would 

make great blood buckets [life boats] aboard óMary!ò Nevertheless, mom 

and Donny would sail in Lady Rodney, the only óLadyô ship that went 

unscathed in the war. (Hawkins, Drake, and Somers were sunk and the 

Nelson was torpedoed alongside in Castries, St. Lucia, but was raised and 

sailed again.) Donny was pretty excited because no matter if ships were 

the óMary, Franconia, óElizabeth, or Lady Rodney, they were all huge, 

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 activity at the Southampton docks was exciting. 

As Lady Rodney cast 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 would it move about so much? This wasnôt supposed to 

happen in his mind. They were meant to cross the Atlantic, he 

understood, instead of going up and down it.  

The noise, oil-laden air, and the vibrations from the engine room 

below were catching his attention and he wanted to go down there and 

R.M.S. Lady Rodney beyond her war years 
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have a look. Instead, he 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, 

this is where the banana and the ice cream adventure took place. ñWell, 

this going to Canada seems like a pretty good thing after all. But why 

was everybody crying all the time?ò  

The next morning, they entered Le Havre in France, and Donny 

remembers seeing more bomb ruins 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 be leaving Yew 

Kay for many years to come. 

Several days later, the ship finally stopped rolling and R.M.S. Lady 

Rodney entered Halifax harbour. Donny didnôt understand why there 

were no damaged buildings and no rubble everywhere in this very small, 

but different-looking place. Donny took momôs hand and went to the 

upper deck. As óRodney drew closer and was gently tugged into a 

cavernous pier numbered ñ21ò, there were ships of every size and type 

in the harbour. Ferries, tankers, freighters, passengers, and warships! He 

could hear a marching band on the wharf below playing music that 

everyone sang to that he learnt was called ñHere Comes the Bride.ò There 

were trains on the pier, and cranes and gantries lifting crates and sea 

chests to the dock below. Everybody was kissing each other. ñWhat is 

going on?ò  

Meanwhile, there were queues everywhere. Finally, Donny and mom 

got on a train, and there they sat for what seemed like hours. Nobody was 

allowed to go to the lavô and all the moms were getting restless. It was 

cold and damp too. Donny had on his short flannel trousers, a blazer, and 

a tie just like the rest of the kids who disembarked from Lady Rodney, 

and as he looked back at the ship, the last link to nana, granddad, and 

England faded away. He said, ñI ófink I might loik this, but I nevaô ófawt 

it wouô be dis cold!ò  

It was nearing winter in 1946, and travelling on a train in Canada was 

very different. Any time you took a train in England, the journey would 

be over in a few short hours, and the time between stations was every 

twenty minutes. The journey took almost four days, and the time between 

stations seemed like twenty hours. 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 peep-holes in the frost of the ice-laden 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 car. They would pass through the 

countless vestibules that adjoined the coaches covered with miniature 

snowdrifts and frost with the smell of smoke, steam, cinders, and that 

unique odour that emits only from railway cars. Two hours later, after 

getting back to the 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, hugs, and crying from Momôs newfound 

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 Winnipeg where he met a new aunt and uncle. 

These were Donnyôs new dadôs sister and brother-in-law and they were 

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 were his traditional English boyôs short 

pants and blazer. He got a new coat and a hat and went out to roll in the 

snow and make snowballs. At aunt Marthaôs, there was all kinds of food 

and plenty of it. One morning, he became inspired 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 plugged-in toaster with 

drop-away doors. Donny became very aware of that hot thing and for the 

next two weeks, with 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 new life in Canada hadnôt been easy. Following the 

military occupation of Germany, Dad Colleaux finally arrived home to 

Canada. He got a job at CNR and bought a post-war, four-room bungalow 

at 401 rue Des Meurons in St. Boniface, across the Red River from 

Winnipeg. This very small but complete city was the largest French-

Canadian community outside of Quebec. It was also liberally dotted with 

different nationalities from the old country, and 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 that momôs new surname was Colleaux, and there were only 

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 this new land, especially when it came time to register in 

school for grade one. LôInstitut de College du Provencher was run by the 

Marianist brothers and was very strict. It was an óall boysô Roman 

Catholic institution consisting of twelve grades, either French or English, 

and further sub-divided 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 at the St. Boniface Cathedral. The few Protestants 

would stay behind and either move school furniture or attend mandatory 

self-study periods until the bell went at the end of the day. Meanwhile, 

the sin-cleansed mobs at church got to go home early in the forenoon.  

By 1949, Donny was rewarded with a half-brother. Along he came 

and although there was an eight-year age gap, Danny and Donny 

Colleaux did 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 cross the Atlantic. 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.M.S. Samaria. They 

took passage to Southampton via that other familiar port called Le Havre. 

Cunarder R.M.S. Samaria 
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Samaria was a much larger ship than Lady Rodney, at about 19,000 

tons displacement. The familiar odours and clamour from the throbbing 

engine room below once again roused Donnyôs attention, but this time, 

there was an unpleasantness about being on the Atlantic that he hadnôt 

experienced in Rodney. He got awfully seasick.  

Arriving in Southampton, there were steamers everywhere. Both of 

the óQueensô were alongside the quays, along with other Cunarders' 

Scythia and Franconia . . .and what a sight they were! From there, it was 

the train to Waterloo for a glorious visit back to Smoke once more. Nana 

and granddad met them at the station and those few years since 1946 

hadnôt changed them much at all. What had changed was the face of 

London, where most of the bomb ruins had been cleared away and many 

new buildings had risen.  

For Donny, it wasnôt going to be a complete holiday after all. In 

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 almost 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 for first-year 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 ñHail Mary,ò it was ñGod Save the Queen,ò with 

some teachers uttering ñKingò out of preferred habit.  

In November, the trip home to Canada was not only on the same route 

theyôd taken over, but it was aboard the same ship. óSamaria was to 

navigate the St. Lawrence River via the Strait of Belle Isle on the last trip 

up the river before the freeze-up, 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 learnt that 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 get to England 

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 endured, in his 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 charge was 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 teaching school. 

Some arrangements existed 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 were conscripted 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 cadets wasnôt exciting and unique enough 

for a certain Donnyôs liking. It seemed that the emphasis began in the late 

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 increase. 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 a four-block area that probably gave 

the onlooker an impression of a bunch of organized refugees trying to 

march to the cadence of óout of tune and rhythm, drums and bugles.ô It 

must have looked like a dogôs breakfast.  

Finally, the big day arrived when out came the mothball stenched 

uniforms. Hereôs a brightest of emerald green berets, a tunic. . .two sizes 

too big, a shirt, a tie, and a pair of pants. ñTake them home and get mom 

to press them! Try to wear black shoes and socks, but if you canôt, we 

suppose ox-blood loafers will do. Next? ò  

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 pound their feet into the ground, but 

what puzzled Donny was why they looked so immaculate in uniforms 

and badges that sure didnôt look much like the rest of the three hundred 

cadets? But when the General finished his inspection, he proclaimed how 

smart and immaculate 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 was Donnyôs first lesson in how words 

can be cheap because as he looked around, the Generalôs comments 

didnôt seem to match the object of his praise. But as they stood in their 

different shades of shoes and intervals of non-matching 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, the police pipe bands 

and Shriners, and finally, the cadets.  

 

 

ñI," ò no longer ñheò! 

 

Then it happened. I was in awe when I saw the sea cadets. Their huge 

band was a brass one, led by a blue jean-collared drum major bedecked 

in white webbing and leopard skins 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 50-man 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 bad, and for all the encouraging words 

we had heard from the Prairie Command General during the inspection, 

it seemed we no longer qualified. 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 Lake, Manitoba, or Dundurn, 

Saskatchewan. That left us punies to return our uniforms to school and 

wait for next winter again. Something was missing.  

On the other side of the tracks, my other friends whose schools didnôt 

have cadet organizations werenôt without an opportunity. Richard Adey, 

a close friend, used to kid 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 read ñH.M.C.S.ò Richard talked about how they were at sea 

during the war and how Gordie had been torpedoed and rescued 

somewhere in the Atlantic. Richardôs father was an energetic man and 

loved to take us camping and fishing. We would get into his little maroon 
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1950 Mayflower, whose boot was chock-a-block with camping gear, and 

head for the ñWhiteshell Lakesò in eastern Manitoba. He was a very 

friendly man who walked with a limp and drove a transit bus for a living. 

When we were sitting around the campfire at night, he would tell us 

wartime stories. He was in air force rescue power launches in the English 

Channel and had spent long hours in the water when he was sunk several 

times himself. 

With the Adey family, I became intrigued with the stories and tales 

not only of Mr. Adey but also of the two navy brothers who, from time 

to time, used to visit. So far in my life, I only knew of soldiers and one 

Royal Marine, an uncle. My granddad, my father, my stepfather, my 

mom, who was just about to join the militia in the W.R.A.C.S., and my 

school pals were all influences. Now 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 gone, and 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 he kept calling óthe ship.ô I was filled with admiration but 

confronted with loyalty to the school cadets . . .but then if there was no 

cadet activity at school then why couldnôt I give these sea cadets a try? 

Secretly, I went to óthe shipô with Richard on Thursday night, September 

9, 1954é and thatôs when it was all to begin.  

This so-called óshipô was the stone frigate in downtown Winnipeg on 

Smith St. known as HMCS Chippawa. When I crossed the area called the 

quarterdeck for the very first time, I was in awe. Someone hollered ... 

ñCome to attention when you cross my quarterdeck trapper! 

Smarten up and go fall in against the after bulkhead!ò Well, I was 

shaken and by the time the night was all over, ñWhatôs a quarterdeck, my 

nameôs not trapper, and what in the hell is an after bulkhead?ò  

Joining the R.C.S.C.C. J.T. Cornwell V.C. Sea Cadet Corps was to 

become a shaky decision insofar as school was concerned. The brothers 

at Provencher werenôt overly taken with a sea cadet in their midst, and 

school grades could easily be at risk with that kind of disharmony. At 

JTCVC, learning had a new dimension. We were shown once how to put 

on this very fuzzy jumper, that when you hung it up, you did so inside 

out. Only finally succeeding in tying my shoes just two or three years 

before, now it was time to tie this length of óletteredô ribbon known as a 

cap tally. Stow the collar the right way, fold, sew, and press a silk to exact 
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dimensions, dove-tail your tapes with ñNo pennants, dôya hear?ò and 

getting that lanyard done up right was like trying to unravel a granny 

knot. The trousers were also hung inside out after learning that the 

complications of seven-seas pleats were now obsolete in the RCN, and 

so too were they in sea cadets, being a great help apparently. They were 

itchy and never had a flyðjust a seven-button flap depicting that of the 

seven seas? . . . and they were called ñbellsò . . . not the kind that go ding-

dong. That was another dimension that an older cadet Petty Officer 

named Moskovitch, who began to educate us in shipôs time keeping. It 

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 new uni-bags. 

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

as if we were entirely stupid. ñNow why do you think that thereôs only 

one bell for 1830, me lads?ò he inquired with a sneer. ñDonôt know I 

sôpose! Well listen up trappers!ò He changed his stance and placed a fist 

upon his hip. ñSeems there was a mutiny at Nore one time long ago and 

the mutineers had a signal that when five bells sounded, that was the time 

to mutiny. Well, the buzz got out about what these wags were up to, so 

the order came down to strike one bell only, and the arranged signal of 

five bells in the last dog was never given. So there yôare. The time of 

1830 is one bell! Donôt forget it!ò  

He then continued on the topic of bells. ñSeems that when some 

people warm the bell, theyôre skivinô off before theyôre sôposed to. Can 

any of you trappers tell me how the expression ñwarminô the bellò all 

started?ò And without looking at the class for a raised hand, he 

immediately went into an explanation. ñFrom the navy, of course! Where 

else? Sleight of hand prevailed, and back in the times before clocks and 

wristwatches were aboard ships, the watch would change at the sound of 

the shipôs bell, just like I told yaô. But when did you know when to strike 

the bell?ò No one seemed to have an answer, even if you knew it. The 

P.O. then went on to say, ñFrom an hourglass that took four hours for the 

sand to ooze from top to bottom. Thatôs how! But when the man on watch 

used to want to get relieved a little earlier, heôd cheat a little. He would 

place his hand around the neck of the hourglass and warm it up soôs the 

sand would run through quicker. When the sand was all through, proof 

was that four hours had just gone by, and heôd strike the bell for the watch 

to change. Up the relief would come, not knowing heôd just been seen off 

for ten minutes or maybe even half an hour. How óbout that then?ò 

inquired Petty Officer Moskovitch. With an element of not wanting to 
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stick a neck out, or at worse be raked into a one-way exchange, no one 

would dare ask what happened to the sand for a two-hour dog-watch.  

Well, after that litany among us, his new-found whispered nickname 

became ñLong John, two-legs, negative-parrot,ò but nevertheless, 

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 

nights, ñTwo-legsò would go on with more. ñBefore the invention of the 

rudder, a ship was steered with a long oar fitted over the stern to the right. 

It became known as the steerboard and later, starboard . . .and it had 

nuthinô to do with the stars. But in order to get the stores aboard and 

ashore, the ship couldnôt secure starboard side to, ócuz this big oar, that 

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 confused. So by 1580, the French came up with a way out. 

They cut a loadinô door in the shipôs side to handle the cargo . . .and door 

in French is porte. Now there yaô have it . . .port and starboard! Donôt 

forget it!ò  

ñTwo-legsò went on at every opportunity, one time explaining 

admirals and how the Arabic, emir-el-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. 

ñThe rear admiral comes frumô when a fleet required a vanguard at the 

front and a rearguard for protection. Now yaô know what the guy in 

charge of the rear was called. Hope you trappers are writinô this all down 

cuzô here comes the lieutenant!ò He would continue by explaining, ñItôs 

the French word for óholding a place,ô or a position, for somebody else. 

Just like a Lt. Governor to a Governor-General. The U.S.A. pronounce it 

ñloo-tenant,ò almost like the French. The navyôs obsolete pronunciation 

of ñle-tenantò is close, but the armyôs ñlef-tenantò is a corruption of the 

worst!ò 

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 so 

impressive was how orderly and with precision nearly five hundred 

cadets could be smartly corralled into three companies of five divisions 

each, ñOr else!ò While front and centre stood a 50-man guard, 

rearguarded were an equal number in JTCôs popular and nationally 

famous brass band. It was amazing and equally awesome in that a mere 
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teenagersô band sounded and even looked as impressive as one of the 

Royal Marines. It made the Provencher drum and bugle ensemble sound 

like noisemakers from the Spike Jones Orchestra. Led 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 drawn-out Naval Sunset 

Ceremony. To this day, I still feel the shivers of 

emotion and pride whenever I hear the hymns and bear 

witness to the ñSunset,ò ñLast Post,ò ñThe Rouse,ò and 

ñThe Queenò as colours are slowly hauled down and 

disappear from view. It was an unforgettable introduction, and all of this, 

once the ceremony was completed, re-energized future sailors as they 

proudly ómarched pastô in quick time to ñHeart of Oak,ò the naval march 

past. In turn, each platoon saluted the Captain on the dais with a very 

snappy ñEyes right!ò Thus would end yet another evening of training in 

very naval tradition. Sign on! Sign on!  

By the following summer, we were off to R.C.S.C.T.E. Comox, the 

sea cadet camp on Vancouver Island. This was an old wartime naval 

establishment that taught the hands-on fundamentals of seamanship, rope 

work, parade drill, signals, and rifle range that we had trained for in 

theory. It also taught young stroppy sea cadets how to take orders, get up 

at night to stand a watch, make a bunk , and then find out that the sparkle 

on your real black boots would soon vanish as you fell in on this huge 

area of deep and sun-baked 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 teen-aged, parent-ridden boys. We 

smoked, spent our nickels and dimes, were cocky with the girls, and 

stepped ashore at station stops struttinô about like young salts. Once in 

Vancouver, it was time to board the CPR ferry, Princess Elizabeth. While 

crossing the Straits of Juan de Fuca to Nanaimo, the whir, rumble, and 

odour of the engine room below were there yet again, and thoughts of 

Lady Rodney and Samaria returned.  

Once we got to Nanaimo, we were hoarded aboard an RCN 3-ton stake 

truck. As the truck swerved its way through the towns and villages 

towards Comox, astonished onlookers heard loud, continuous, and 

ñplease milk meò mo-o-o-oôs emanating from the back of the canvas-

covered, slat-built box. That all stopped when we arrived at the pontoon 

jetty in Comox as this horrible, booming voice hollered, ñRight, you 
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shower of scran-bags. Get fallen in on the marker and pack up the 

cackle!ò . . . and there 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.  

Once there, the fun dwindled. There were times to be at places, and 

those places needed to be shipshape and Bristol fashion. ñLend a hand!ò 

meant to volunteer, and ñBear a hand!ò was an order. They both came as 

orders. If you were nailed as ñswinginô the leadò . . . you were slack and 

lazy. If you ñcast a lead,ò you were doing your job properly. Trying to 

get up at 2330 to get to the quarterdeck for a two-hour watch was not 

easy. Wearing half-blues and dungarees in the scorching heat of the day 

somehow just didnôt equate with the cool, frigid temperatures of the long 

night ahead. The mountain air was invigorating, but the snow on top of 

Ceremonial Divisions. HMCS Chippawa - Fall 1954 

ñThe Fear of God among us!ò 
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them sure cast an effect on those long watches on the quarterdeck during 

the night.  

The next year, we would return to Comox once 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 been replaced, 

and most of all, the name ñRoyal Canadian Sea Cadet 

Corps Training Establishment Comoxò had been stood 

down and re-commissioned as HMCS Quadra. We felt 

we were a ship in the RCN. After cutter-pulling, sailing 

the Service dinghies and whalers, and rifle drill for a 

week, we boarded a bus and headed for RCN Barracks, 

HMCS Naden in Esquimalt for a two-day 

familiarization trip. We spent long hours on the bus, but immediately on 

arrival, we were taken to the dockyard to see the ships and then the 

barracks in Naden. The next day, it was on to downtown to the 

Legislative Buildings and Beacon Hill Park to watch a 100-man Guard, 

Band, and Colour Party carry out a ceremonial demonstration and an 

inspection. In my mind as well as others, the navy had set in.  

In the following year 1957, I had the opportunity to attend a seven-

week summer course at Nadenôs Fleet School. Living in the brand-new 

cabins of óNelles Blockô (Nellus) and diving into the scran from its 

sparkling galley was to be an introduction to shore-bound life in the navy. 

It was quite an improvement over the óH-hutô wartime dormitories and 

the galley cookhouse we had become accustomed to at Comox (Quadra) 

in the previous two summers. Commodore P.D. Budge was the 

Commodore of RCN Barracks, and he had taken a grave interest in the 

three divisions of senior sea cadets that assembled in Naden from the four 

western provinces. He had begun his naval career on the lower deck as 

an OD ósparker.ô Word up in Nelles Block, however, was that he was a 

Martinet . . .a stickler for punishment named for the Marquis de Martinet 

who ran his army with iron discipline. On the parade square at 

ceremonials, the Commodore wasnôt that way at all. He was a lesson in 

making you think. ñCadet! What's your name?ò he asked. ñLeading 

Seaman Colleaux sir,ò I replied. ñYou have an Irish Pennant hanging 

from your right armpit . . . Lift yore arm!ò I did so trembling. ñMother 

sew it up before you left home?ò he mused. ñNo sir! I did . . .just before 

parade!ò ñCanôt sew yet, eh cadet?ò he concluded. ñPut it down!ò As he 

strode away, I thought, ñShouldaô blamed mom.ò  

Each of the divisions was destined for training in Leadership, a second 

would be generalized as Quartermasters, followed by a new course just 
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formed that year. . . Armourerôs Mate. These were the only courses 

available to Western cadets, but on the east coast, in addition to 

Leadership and Quartermaster courses, there were also Quarters Rate, 

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

I was to learn to be an Armourerôs Mate. I suppose the 

teachings were similar to a Trade Group One (TG1) level. 

We were introduced to the operation and basic 

maintenance of 4-inch, 3-in/50, and 40 mm guns, along 

with Mk. 9 and A/S 43 torpedo, hedgehog, A/S 4 ósquid,ô 

and A/S 10 ólimboô underwater weaponry. The venue for 

the course was pretty fascinating for it was conducted on Nadenôs 

harbourfront on the Ordnance Jetty which was also used by HMCS 

Ontario and weather ships Stonetown, St. Catherineôs, and St. Stephen. 

Across the harbour, we were fascinated by ships named Sussexvale, 

Stettler, Jonquiere, Antigonish, Oshawa, and Sault Ste. Marie, whose 

names illustrated the very Canadianism of the navy. All these things 

together were seducing me into wanting to be a sailor. By now, I was 

consumed by an interest that completely dominated me as a sixteen-year-

old young man. Nothing else was as important, nor worth pursuing. 

Of our crowd of some 75 cadets, it was at this time that I met two in 

particular. One was from Edmonton, and the other, Vancouver. Their 

names were Dick and Cliff, and although they werenôt chums with each 

other or myself for that matter, they were very interesting and, just by 

their presence, 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 men then, and extremely 

fine and respected gentlemen some 35 years later. Anybody who spent 

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. Although I hadnôt had the pleasure of sailing or 

even seeing Cliff since then or throughout my career, I certainly had the 

distinction of serving with Admiral Waller. I was also regarded as one in 

a few in the modern-day navy who knew him when he had hair.  

Half way through that summer, we took a one-week pause from the 

classrooms and were assigned to MCB 151-HMCS Fortune ships 

throughout the fleet. We were scattered, and if the ship was to sail youôd 

go with her. If you were less fortunate and destined to remain alongside, 

at least youôd get a little exposure to shipboard life. I was put aboard 

HMCS Fortune, a Bay class ósweeper from the óWoodpecker Fleet.ô 
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Along with her sisters in the 2nd Minesweeping Squadron, James Bay, 

Miramichi, and Cowichan (thereôs that Canadianism again), we sailed for 

a 6-day 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 in Howe Sound.  

 

Further west . . . to the Far East 

 

ñDôya hear there? Special sea dutymen 

and cable party close up. Single up. 

Hands to stations for leaving harbour. 

Close all screen doors and scuttles.  

Assume ABCD condition ñYankee.ò 

Senior hands take charge. Report by part ship!ò 

 

Soon after getting home and attending parade one night, it was 

announced that senior cadets were invited to apply for a four-month 

cruise to the Far East from Esquimalt. I talked it over with mom and dad 

as well as the brothers at school whom to my surprise, thought it was a 

great idea . . .as long as I took my books with me. They all agreed that 

MCB 151 - HMCS Fortune 



 

26 

 

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, I sailed from Esquimalt for the Far East 

aboard HMCS Crescent. Crescent was senior ship of the 2nd Escort 

Squadron and aboard was D2 with his staff, Captain M.G. Stirling. Like 

Algonquin on the east coast, she had just completed a major conversion 

and her most prominent physical change was the addition of an enclosed 

bridge. It didnôt take long for óJackô to put a name on such strange 

looking, hard to get used to ships . . . óThe Cardboard Cartons.ô In 

company for the trip were the three brand new destroyer escorts (DDE), 

Skeena, Fraser, and Margaree, along with the Tribal class destroyer 

Cayuga. 

We were to visit Long Beach, California, to pick up a convoy and 

proceed to Pearl Harbor. Beyond there, there would be stops in Tokyo, 

Yokosuka, Okinawa, Hong Kong, Saigon, Okinawa and Guam, and then 

return to Esquimalt via Pearlô.  

 

 

 

 

DDE 226 - HMCS Crescent in 1958 

(note funnel w. black band as senior ship 2nd Canadian Escort Squadron) 
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Lookinô over the side for . . .òB-i-i-i-l-l-l !ò 

 

All of this was very exciting, but an ugly memory of Samaria quickly 

returned. On the first night out, we hit Cape Flattery at the entrance to the 

Pacific, and I became violently seasick and absolutely prostrate in my 

bunk when I could get there. As a sea cadet, a lot of the óodesô in Crescent 

took great entertainment in seeing this young kid and others who were so 

sick. Why, I should never know. Maybe it was to hide their own recent 

encounter with it or to give an impression that they were óold saltsô. In 

years to follow, I felt extremely sorry for anyone who was. If anything, I 

would encourage them to do the things that gave me at least some defence 

in a condition that to most and in my own experience, is the most 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 only) and guarantee the beholder that in a few short 

minutes, heôd be ñLininô up at ñHands To Dinner.ò It worked every time 

as this newly-recovered and reborn soul looked to you as if you were the 

greatest saviour in the world. The modern-day navy now issues what 

looks like a disc-shaped band-aid that is stuck on behind the right ear. 

Whether it works or not or has other effects, seems to be the question. It 

didnôt take long to pin a name on this one too. In ascribing how the navy 

maintains a preferred comparison between the west coast and the east 

coast, the former is colloquially referred to as the ñleftò coast, not the 

ñrightò one. Therefore, the device was obviously dubbed, the ñWest 

Coast Command Badge?ò Meanwhile however, in coping with this 

indescribable-to-a-landlubber malady was that if I was ever to become 

immune, the navy was not the place to be. I often wondered what I might 

have done or how I did it, when I crossed the North Atlantic in late fall 

of 1946 aboard the pint-sized Lady Rodney, and never, ever did get 

spewy. Aboard Crescent, to hear that solemn and haunting pipe in the 

last dog watch, ñCover . . . guns!ò, the order in protecting armament 

mechanisms from heavy seas, was in this 16-year oldôs mind, a cerebral 

signal that tonight will be yet another 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 crest. 

ñMilestonesò theyôre called, and thatôs exactly what they felt like as the 

ship rode over them relentlessly battling the forces of nature. You wanted 

to be elsewhere. Standing up to your neck in a cess-pool was a better 
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place to be, just for the opportunity of being still. Eventually, seasickness 

became less of a daily battle, but it still wasnôt gone.  

The whole trip became a rare adventure but running parallel, the 

environment and ambition to self-study was just not conducive. As I had 

taken training as an Armourerôs Mate, I was quickly detailed to turn to 

with the Ordnance dept. It consisted of six Torpedo, Gunnery, and 

Control armourers and two mates, ñTinyò Graham and ñJoeò Podesta. 

Those two were like sea-dads to me and I was quick to learn to ñdo as I 

say and not what I do,ò in a hurry. Tiny and Joe were badgemen and very 

seasoned sailors. I worked very hard for them. ñGet the grease!ò. . . ñGet 

the wrench!ò. . . ñGet the hand cleaner!ò. . . ñScrub out the shop!ò. . . 

ñGet the coffees . . .and you can bring one back for yourself!ò. . .and 

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 

old wartime tune: ñCocaine Bill and Morphine Sue.ò  

Under the RCNôs 1950ôs recruiting advertisements, the alluring motto 

was, ñJoin The Navy And See The World.ò I used to think that as 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 they did, and even 

as a sea cadet, I 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   . . .I soon learnt about the messdeck term . . . ñGet ashore 

and spend it.ò By the time we got back to Esquimalt, Iôd been tattooed, 

sold a pint of blood in Hong Kong, drank coloured water with geisha girls 

in Tokyo, and was trained on by a machine-gunner in the streets of 

Saigon. In all, I had little doubt about joining the navy. Once cured of 

seasickness, I 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! 

 

I had another home-town friend whose name was Al Irwin, and like 

his older brother Bob, he was going to sign on as an apprentice too. I 

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 

the RCNôs technical apprenticeship plan but by then, I hadnôt achieved 

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 of purported self-study in a school full of pongos just 

wasnôt the right mix for educational success at Provencher.  

Time passed however, and joining at seventeen became a reality. In 

the meantime, another trip came up which invited cadets to sail to the 

Mediterranean in the east coast ótribalô, HMCS Iroquois. Well, as I broke 

that one open when I came home, Dad hit the deckhead shall we say. 

School was becoming a difficulty as my popularity with the óbrothersô 

was slipping away quickly. I was too far behind, so I quit and got hired 

HMS Tamar Jetty, Hong Kong - February 1958. 

Sunday Ceremonial Divisions - Shipsô Companies Crescent, Cayuga, Skeena,  

Fraser and Margaree, negative duty watch personnel. 

Standing alone and facing in with his feet well astride, 2nd Canadian Escort  

Squadron Commander, Captain ñDò, Captain M.G. Stirling. 
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with the CPR Telegraphs as a junior bookkeeper. By the winter of 1958, 

I came to despise that job, and what I had to look forward to. The same 

bus every morning, the same people, the same routine, and the bitter cold. 

As a life-long vow, I promised myself that when Iôm in the navy and if 

thereôs ever a time when I was fed up and might want to leave, always 

think back to this day, the boring possibilities and how much I loathed it. 

I 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 I was a year 

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

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

reserve wren, who was something special and with that 

combination stayed with the CPR, and went the distance as a cadet. Now 

at last, I joined the RCN. I made application at the downtown recruiting 

office and then I was told to report to this place called HMCS Chippawa 

by the killick scribe on duty. I was to do a medical, get 

sworn in, and work manual party for the rest of the week 

until the Friday that I was to leave for Cornwallis by 

train. The writer asked, ñDo you know where Chippawa 

is?ò I replied, ñI think I do!ò Then something strange hit 

me. For all of my familiarity with and exposure to the 

navy, it occurred that I 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, the two 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, I reported onboard but instead, entered the main 

Quarterdeck used by Reserves and the Regsô only. It seemed very 

irregular that this huge old building and all of the familiarity and 

supervisory capacity I had for over four years had simply vanished. I felt 

like I was stepping aboard for the first time in my life. The place now had 

a completely different dimension. Just two weeks earlier on the Chippawa 

parade deck, I was the Petty Officer G.I. in charge of a 100-man guard on 

passing out day. Today, I was to pick up a pot of shipôs side grey, proceed 

onto that very same parade deck, and commence to dibby-dab the gun 

shield of the 4 in. mounting, something of which by the way, was never 

a requirement for an Armourerôs Mate. Later in the day, I would bollock 

the shipôs bell and be present to lower the white ensign with the duty 

quartermaster at 1600. Still in hope that the apprenticeship plan was an 

option, the recruiting office said it best . . . ñGet in as a stoker, do a 

W 
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correspondence course for your education, and slap in after!ò That 

sounded pretty good to me and by being a stoker, at least I would be in 

the right ópart shipô. 

On the Friday of that week, I left Winnipeg on a train leaving Mom, 

Dad, and Danny on the platform . . .awfully sad that girl-friend, Jean 

wasnôt there too. The dumb óspud-islanderô went to the CNR station 

instead. It didnôt take long to cheer up at least for the moment, as I met 

five other guys that were headed for Cornwallis too. Among them was 

Barry Towill, the brother of a futuristic Cdr ñGaryò Towill (retôd), the 

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 summerôs day in June of 1959, and when itôs 

hot at the Windsor St. Station in Montreal, 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 stick-together crowd in New 

Entry Training. After another night on another train, we arrived at Saint 

John N.B. and boarded the CP Ferry, S.S. Princess Helene for Digby N.S. 

There was that familiar throb again but this time, I was destined as a 

stoker and I was bound to get my anxious fill of that. On the way in to 

Annapolis Basin, to port, passed the ñDigby Flyer,ò HMCS Buckingham, 

on another week at sea taking the likes of us lot out to sea. I wondered 

what it would be like on a frigate after being to sea in a ósweeper and a 

destroyer.  

At the dock in Digby, an RCN semi-trailer hauling a livestock box was 

our means of transportation to Deep Brook . . .and 

HMCS Cornwallis. Our zany group had now grown to 

nearly seventy bodsô and like Comox, I led the boys in 

mo-o-oing and ba-a-aing through the red clay and 

gravel streets of Digby. And like Comox all over 

again, the skylarking would come to a grinding halt 

within the half-hour. As we drove through the main 

gate of H.M.C.S. Cornwallis, we were hushed by the 

attention-getting billboard-sized message that emblazoned the front of the 

mammoth drill shed across the parade square. LEARN 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 be our temporary ódigsô until moving into the brand-new Fraser 

Block. In the doorway stood three men in blue jean collars, one of whom 

started barking his head off. I detected a west-country accent. He was a 

two-badged AB by the name of Malcolm Stocking who immediately 

introduced himself as ñSIR.ò As it turned out in years to come, I would 

sail with Malcolm in Onondaga and 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 RN, and a killick AA rate who 

took the position of being the quiet one with the hook while the two ABôs, 

ñSirò and ñSir,ò did all the screaminô and shite-disturbing for the next 

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 I swear that I've never seen 75 people in 

and out of a óBarbarosaô within the space of an hour, finding out that the 

price of the haircut would be    deducted off our pay . . .as some arrived 

with no lolly in their pockets. Then we fell in, sortaô . . . and headed to 

óslopsô to get kitted out, and this is where I found at least a little bit of a 

niche. I 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 said, 

ñBrownie! . . .Can you show me how to do this?ò or ñWillyaô fold this for 

me?ò, ñWhat was the width of the silk again?ò, ñHow come your gettingô 

a good shine?ò, ñWot does he mean . . .a hospital corner?ò and here it came 

. . . ñBrownie! Can you help me tie my cap tallies?ò  

Well, 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 one-inch piece of long 

black ribbon while making sure that the gold lettering is centered on the 

cap. Just how does a brand-new civilian recruit deal with that? One of them 

innocently asked as he handed me his tallies: ñWhat does H.M.C.S. 

CORNWALLIS  stand for Brownie?ò I could only respond with what this 

less than gorgeous WREN once said to me:   

ñHold Me Close Sailor, Cuzô Our Royal Navy Wonôt Allow Loose 

Lovinô In Ships.ò 

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 with oil-slickers on, it was too gloomy to see óthe 

hoistô on the flag deck of the Seamanship School. The hoist established 

the órig of the dayô and this is where we got our first lesson in assumption. 

Up the hill we doubled, thinking that weôll get there before the senior 

divisions and as long as thereôs no skylarkinô, weôre going to get a hot 

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 #2Aôs (half blues), not two balls, the signal for óSlickersô. ñFraser 

Divishun . . .At the dubb-awl . . . Aba-a-t Turn!ò came the order from 

Sir Stocking. ñEft, oit, eft, oit, eft, oit!ò Clump-clump-mutter-mutter-

clump-clump . . . ñKeep the cackle down! Dubbawl smawtly you 

bawstads.ò 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 

2Aôs, negative what-you-need-to-keep-the-rain-out. Up the hill we 

doubled, now looking forward to last in the line, cold runny eggs, and 

puddles of galley dish-up water all over the aluminum mess trays. Among 

the thunder of the doubling boots, some determined body grunted out 

with a confusing remark. ñIôm gonna pass out from this fukkinô place on 

time . . .no matter how long it takes.ò The comment created a few audible 

titters. The titters created Sir Stocking to bark out once more. ñI said 

keep the fukkinô cackle down 

or yôll be doinô this all bloody 

mowninô!ò As 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 . . . 

2Aôs, carrying slickers over the 

left forearm, just in case it rains. 

Sir Stocking kept us going this 

time ócause the galley would be 

shut down from breakfast in ten 

minutes, and it wasnôt even 0630 

yet.  

Joining Block is considered the foundation of everything that evolved 

in Cornwallis for the whole three and a half months of N.E.T. Not only 

do you quickly get yourself into a teamwork routine, but added to the 

scrub-outs, changing linen, standing fire watches, attending PT classes, 

doinô your dhobeyinô and marking your kit, all free time was spent 
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stitching your name and number into every piece of cloth kit you were 

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, #'s 2 and 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 began. Every 

night after scrub-out and from Saturday noon ótil Sunday evening, 

interspersed with a night-time first or a middle watch as fire sentry.  

My embroidery pattern was D. BROWN above 46490-H. ñNot bad . . 

.just fourteen characters!ò Though with a nickname like ñAlfò for 

alphabet, or the ñHuman Eye Chartò describing the workloads of G. 

DEGOESBRIAND and R. VANCAUGHENBURGH with stock 

numbers as well, meant two things. Theyôd better get somebody to stand 

in as middle watch fire sentry for them, and use thimbles on all ten fingers 

to ease the pain. Sir Robin with a shit-eatinô grin, declared of the human 

eye charts . . . ñYou poor bawstads!ò while eyeing a very fortunate 

namesake, A.COX, who turned suddenly jubilant. Sir Robin then offered 

some sage advice to those graced with the long names. ñYaô might think 

about puttinô a photo of yourself in your locker. Thatôs so if yaô forget 

how to spell your names, you can still find your gear.ò  

Then there was the other stuff . . .boots and sandals were metal 

stamped with a number, caps required stencilling only (somebody put his 

HMCS Cornwallis - Deep Brook Nova Scotia circa 1958 
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on the outside), and your pusserôs dirk. This was the nucleus of a sailorôs 

kit but I, like other destined stokers, thought we should have a wheel 

spanner instead. The sailorôs dirk, the most rigid and effective of 

Sheffield Steel, that every man-jack was issued, didnôt have a point on 

its blade in keeping with custom. In days of old, men who sailed the seas 

were lawless and easily roused to anger. 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. In the meantime, back in the 

calmer seas of Joining Block . . . ñWhat do I do with this, Sir?ô He would 

reply seriously, ñYou only need your number on the hand-grip! Sew it on 

the tally band with steel wool!ò  

 

 

Fraser Blockéan accomplishment 

 

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 

óoutô of Joining Block to our permanent digs in óFraserô. This would be 

In the business end of the new Fraser Block  

ñEverything gleaming and you will keep it that way my son!ò 
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a fine building and was full of the comforts. Comforts that provided you 

with ironing, sewing, washing clothes and scrubbinô out with greater 

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 had dwindled 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 Harley-Davidson motorbike complete with 

verbal drivel of nauseating 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 granted release. As he was doubled away and 

back to the block without his bike, his divô chief wanted to affirm of his 

mental stability. He asked, ñWhatôs with you anyway?ò After five weeks 

in this place he remarked: ñMy sisterôs expecting a baby, and I donôt 

know if Iôm going to be an uncle or an aunt.ò Two days later, as a parting 

gesture approaching the main-gate on his bike to his freedom on the other 

side, he pulled up to the sentry, dismounted, and threw the make-believe 

ignition key at him with the accompanying declaration . . . ñThanks pal. 

I wonôt be needinô this anymore!ò  

By moving into óFraserô, meant that we were now installed as a regular 

and competitive division among fifteen others. Our Divisional Officer 

was Mr. Dixon, a commissioned T.A.S. branch officer 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 anticipated. 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 do it. You 

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 divisional output in ñSports and Proficiency.ò Block 

cleanliness, parade precision and turn-out, 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, playing a 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. I got knocked out cold in boxing, after 
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dozens of futile attempts, fin ally made it to the top of the gym roof rafters 

by climbing a rope, came fifth in a race of 125 cross-country runners, and 

played inside-right and centre on Fraserôs soccer and football teams. 

Football became a concentrated effort because of the constant practice 

and preparation. It was done after working 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 

back-classed, hence, a 

longer stay in Cornwallis. 

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, ñHow do you go about getting a nose in condition for football?ò 

All of these sports plus more required a team spirit therein and were 

factors that added points. And if those points amassed enough, by 

Saturday at the end of week six, we were granted shore leave from 1400 

to 2200. ñWhat a run!ò . . . Annapolis then Digby, or for variation . . .start 

in Digby first. The goal was to end up wherever ñAnnapolis Pollyò could 

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 

lads and itôs guessed that one honest lap around the Cornwallis parade 

ground is exactly one mile. To double around that one at the ñhigh portò 

for not having your fingers together or holding your head high enough 

made Roger Bannister look like a chump. For the most part, the G.I.ôs 

were all products of HMS Excellent, the Royal Navyôs gunnery school 



 

39 

 

on Whale Island in Britain. This is where they learnt how to be mean, 

horrible, and how to get things done smartly by hollerinô your head off. 

Their trademark gait and stride on the parade square was evidence to the 

fact that was fashioned from constant wear of studded and clicker-ed 

boots that thundered at every step. And as we shook in fear on those hot 

afternoons, a G.I. would sometimes draw near, emitting odour of some 

lunch-time tipple. In that period of time in the 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 

after his noon-day meal. After all, if he were at sea, heôd be entitled to a 

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 episodes that every óOdeô in N.E.T. will tell 

you is the infamous kit muster whose functionality remains questionable. 

Over fifty years later and much like many other attics of departed 

matelots, some items are still in untouched, pristine Cornwallis fashion 
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and sit in a kit bag in my attic too. Three times, a muster was demanded 

of you throughout the training period . . . once at óJoiningô, the second in 

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 day one 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 8-inch cardboard reinforced lengths 

bound with string at two ends with a reef knot, negative óirish pennants.ô 

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 in 

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 in other divisions, weôd heard horror stories about their 

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 

harsh 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, were neatly rolled together óbun styleô 

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, 

ñOrdinary Seaman Barnes! These socks have soap in them! Havenôt you 

learned how to rinse out your dhobeying?ò Waddaô wanker! 

 

 

Gunôs Crew, Guard & Band 

 

Fraser Division was detailed to form the gunsô crew as part of the 

Sunset Ceremony(s) that were scheduled throughout the summer. Along 

with Columbia Division who formed the honour guard and the Band of 

HMCS Cornwallis, we set about on training with two, gun and limber 

carriages. I was detailed as #4, the number with the ñlanyard at the 

breechò on the port gun.  

In spear-heading the splendour of the 50-piece band, it was led by 

none other than Petty Officer ñButchò Bouchard, the drum-major who 

marched so smartly restrained, and swaggered like he was holding a 
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peanut up his arse. His fame was notorious however, for constantly 

hurling his mace some thirty feet in the air and óthe buzzô had it that he 

was ever yet to drop it. But lose it once, he did. Say-soers tell us that he 

was once leading the band to the strains of the Naval March-Past during 

a community event in 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 treeôs life begun as a sapling in 1759, it may have been the very 

one that inspired David Gerrick in writing the song ñHeart of Oak,ò to 

commemorate the Royal Navyôs victories of Harlequinôs Invasion at 

Quiberon, Lagods, and Quebec. 

The idea of a bunch of matelots hauling on the gun carriage drag ropes 

that were obviously meant for horses to do, came to us as an enigma. The 
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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 artillery horse-drawn 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 the resource 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 way from the 

station to the final resting-place at St. Georgeôs chapel. To all who 

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 HMS Excellent, the RNôs Gunnery School, to draw the 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 Navies, which of course included the RCN.  

Now that weôd been boned up on all that, the prairie boys and farmers 

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 I was keen at from sea cadet training was rifle 

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, I was upset to hear that I had not been selected 

for ñBest in Parade Training.ò Oh well . . .I was a stoker now and all that 

dedication to parade squares and marching like a drum-major 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 obstacle course, we didnôt have to double anymore, our 

division was at the top, wakey-wakey came much, much later at 0630, 

we ate in the shipôs companyôs W Galley, we had free gangway on the 

Recô Centre, and leave was piped both Saturday and Sunday. Our 

winning ways in soccer, running, boxing, and winning the football 

championship had bolstered our ósports pointsô, but best of all . . .with 

one week left, it looked like the whole division was going to make it 

through.  
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The day had finally come. . . 

 

ñPassing Out Dayò had arrived. Gone was the Divô patch, off went the 

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 

Cornwallis N.E.T.ôs and the guard, band, and shipôs company behind us. 

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 challenge and relief because you could now resume in making your 

own decisions . . .well most of óem anyway. After the óAdvance in 

Review Orderô, we were inspected by the Commanding Officer, Captain 

Fred Frewer, who was soon to be CO of Bonaventure and a man we 

would see close up for the first time. The Captain then returned to the 

dais where it was time for awards. ñBest in this . . . Fraser Divisionò . . . 

ñBest in that . . .Fraser Division.ò followed by individual awards. ñBest 

Kit . . . Ordinary Seaman Bicknellò . . . ñBest Athlete . . . Ordinary 

Seaman Cundillò . . . ñBest in Parade Drill . . . Ordinary Seaman Malletteò 

. . . ñBest All-Round Man . . . Ordinary Seaman Brown.ò Complete 

shock! I 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. I was trembling with complete surprise and overwhelmed with 

emotion. I saluted and he returned it, and then he passed me an award 

that to this day, I still possess an engraved cigarette case. He asked me 

where I was drafted to in finding that by going to HMCS Micmac, he had 

recently been CO in her in the rank of commander.  

Our time had ended and I wouldnôt see most of the guys until Halifax 

a month or so later. Departure also meant that I would 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 later in life, might wished they had. As we boarded the bus and 

headed to Digby, we felt the joy that only Odes from Cornwallis could 

know, at being outside the gates of hell. We sang and shouted obscene 

dits about the staff and everybody called ñSir.ò It was our way of telling 

authority, now safely out of earshot, to ñget stuffed,ò because we had 

three weeks of ease and freedom ahead of us and joining the fleet after 

that. To what looked like the end at HMCS Cornwallis, we swore weôd 

never return. As time wore on, we would though, just like all matelots 

who cherish with pride, the ultimate feeling of accomplishment and 

camaraderie of ñgoing through Cornwallis.ò Whenever we would ever 

come back through her gates, we would reflect on the most memorable 

and rewarding 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 gate twenty-

two weeks ago, now we reversed our gaze through the back of the bus 

and were as equally boisterous, we said to ourselves. We had ñLearned 

to Serveò and we were leaving her.  
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CHAPTER THREE  

 

HMCS Micmac 

 
ñMelkedaeò 

(Half Irish / Half Scotch) 

 

MCS Micmac was one of seven tribal class destroyers in the RCN 

who with their twenty sisters around the world, bravely served 

the British Commonwealth for nearly three decades. Canadian 

tribals served in WW2 and later, with Sioux and Crusader, saw action in 

Korea. In her twenty years in the RCN however, Micmac was employed 

as a training ship from her commissioning in 1945 and never participated 

in conflict. By 1959, Micmac and her 

sisters enjoyed a unique recognition 

and distinction as the heart of the 

Royal Canadian Navy. But they were 

aging veterans and soon to depart. 

By November, I was anxious to 

join Micmac for two reasons. I 

considered this as destiny for I didn't 

ask for a tribal even if the opportunity 

was there. It just happened that way 

and I was mirthful in that I could 

always lay claim to having sailed in 

one before they went to the breaker's 

yard. As well, I 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 were immediately pegged 

as a passenger and put in óAô block transient section. Here, little mercy 

abounded and life in a cabin with seven other guys sharing four lockers, 

was to sleep only. Cabins were briskly labelled óout of boundsô during 

working hours, and you were now at the mercy of the yobs in the barrack 

H 
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control centre. God knows what kind of a day, or night . . .theyôd drum 

up for you.  

 

 

Joining Day 

 

It was a very wet and cool Sunday morning in November. Typical of 

a brand-new sailor, with my three-piece luggage ensemble that made me 

feel like a pack mule. Kit bag, blanket bag, ótachee case, but no 

hammock, whose issue at Cornwallis had only terminated when the 

Maggie went home and the Quebec paid off. [All of the ships now had 

bunks leaving tribals as the only mick-slingers left in the fleet. Hammock 

issue came on joining the ship] Civilian clothes were forbidden in ships 

and with all that personal gear to hump, I wasnôt about to complain. After 

asking a few times for directions, I got a trolley to Barrington and 

Buckingham streets and transferred to a óGottingenô. That would let me 

off at the Sunrise Cafe at North St. which like the top of a ski jump, led 

the way down North to the tunnel at the dockyardôs Centre Gate.  

I went into the cafe where a few sailors were sitting, drinking coffee 

and filling the ashtrays. I can remember shipsô cap tallies like Outremont, 

Inch Arran, Mallard, or Swansea. At the same time, everything about me 

spelt brand new and fresh out of Cornwallis and that was difficult to 

avoid. I took off my cap as soon as I entered, and seeing my tally, they 

might think I was shipôs company, but my bags were clothing stores 

quality and Fraser Block cleanliness. My parade boots had one-inch thick 

soles compared to the shoes that matelots wore ashore on leave. My No. 

1ôs displayed the brightest of a tiddley gold wire propeller that didnôt help 

either.  

In the group, I noticed a badge or two and immediately tried not to be 

obvious or do anything that would rouse their awareness of me. I left my 

kit bags near the door beside my soaking wet and brand new burberry, 

dripping from a wooden coat tree with a limp silk scarf. ñGotta put that 

away! Itôs not Saturday night.ò I sat at the counter and felt eyes upon me 

from the óhairiesô sipping their coffee. I turned and timidly asked where 

Micmac was secured. One with a smiling sneer replied as if heôd tell me 

but had trouble lowering himself to react to my request. ñSheôs over at 

the óslips in Dartmouth!ò where another similarly claimed, ñSheôs at 

sea!ò 

Not wanting to intimidate the group by acting like a jack, I 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, ñSheôs under the bridge at jetty four outboard of Haida, 

Nootka and Crusader!ò Well the group as well as myself turned opposite 

of each other and carried on in isolation. I 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, ñYou wouldnôt happen to know when 

sheôs sailinô too, would ya?ò ñOh yeah,ò she replied, ñNot ótil sometime 

next week.ò Then I thought, ñHow about that? This has got to be the 

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 now and 

again.ò 

As minutes passed, I sucked back my coffee and left my dime 

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 bridge. ñYeah . . .was she ever 

outboard!ò I worked my way across four brows and up and down eight 

ladders when finally, I was standing on the rusted óiron deckô in the 

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

 

 

 

HMCS Micmac 
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Welcome aboard 

 

I was directed to the stokersô mess and because it was a Sunday, just 

about everybody was ashore. While I was getting my soaked óriggersô 

off, a stoker who I came to know as Jacques LaFlamme approached me. 

ñHi Colour-aô-shit! . . .with a dig at my surname. He asked if I had a clean 

handkerchief and only 

wanting to please, I 

quickly replied, ñI sure 

do!ò Eagerly, I dug way 

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 out this dingy, 

discoloured, soaking wet rag, and handed it to me with the accompanying 

statement, ñThanks Colour-aô-shit! We had to strain the tea.ò With a 

reddening face, I pushed to smile. That handkerchief had seen its last kit 

muster.  

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

not leap at the idea of getting a draft to one, but it seemed to me that these 

rakish, speedy, and weapons-laden ships were where a brand-new sailor 

ought to be. And because two-thirds of the shipôs length was three boiler 

rooms, an engine room and a gearing room, this was a stokerôs niche. 

Apart from their seemingly harsh and personal opinions, hard-nosed 

seaman and artisan technicians ranged the lower deck and I came to 

realize that some of the most seasoned sailors with steeny badges, red 
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and Paki-gold, were aboard. A lot of them had sailed in ñTribalsò in 

Korea but none of them ever spoke about it. In time, I would learn that 

many had done three tours over there. It was an honour to sail with them 

but you wouldnôt utter a word about it. You might display an admiring 

expression but you had to do that carefully otherwise youôd get an 

everlasting tally stuck on you along the lines of a ñLiberaceò or from 

staging any rebuke, ñColor-aô-shit.ò I was learning to laugh with them, 

as such a badgering name faded away. 

I was to quickly be reminded from my time in Crescent that if you 

continuously fumbled about or at worse, couldnôt handle your watch 

because you were often leaninô over the rail hollerinô ófer Bill, youôd 

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 donôt socialize too much with the seamen. If you did these 

things as an unofficial recognition of your natural acceptance amongst 

the badgemen of the branch, then you had a fighting chance of surviving. 

In the many social circles, be they óturned toô or óoff watchô downô the 

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 were about to go through 

were much the same as they did except their dits were beyond anybodyôs 

comprehension, except their oppos.  

 

 

Merry Krimbo and a Happy Scrub Out  

 

The shit-chuckinô and testing continued. Christmas was around the 

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 be mail from home. 

Like the other buff stokers, I picked up an envelope addressed to me and 

discovered that the card had been removed. Glares abounded with an 

expression of mystery, then AB Wayne DuPlessis declared, ñThey didn't 

care enough to send the very best . . . so we ditched óem out the scuttle!ò, 

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 

again at óOut Pipesô, the killick of the mess would hand you a card from 
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óMomô . . . complete with the ten-dollar enclosure.  

 

 

Christmas in the óyard 

 

Itôs hard to describe of the magnificence and ambience that existed in 

the Dockyard roadways and shops and ships 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 broken by 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 occasional wisps 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 every ship. Small balsam firs ñclose-upò on 

foremast halyards as the 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 

single guys on ñLower-Deck Leaveò could relax and stretch out, enjoy a 

slacker routine. We even got to be treated to sling our micks in the best 

slinginô spots in the mess, those of ñthe ashore and at home messdeck 

killicks.ò  

 

 

My first all -night ashore 

 

I soon found out that being single though meant I 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 accessible after upper messdeck.  

However, we were sailing for óCheckersô patrol on Boxing Day to 

relieve Sioux and we wouldnôt return to harbour until well after New 

Yearôs. As it was Christmas day, us odes were granted overnight leave 

provided we had a legitimate óAddress On Leaveô on the request form. 

Mine said, ñSeagull Club, Hollis St.ò and I rented a room for fifty cents. 

What that got you was a ten by six cubicle containing a cot, a chair, a 

butt-scorched side table, a chicken wire deckhead, and a nail behind the 
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door to hang your uni-bag up. I 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 hairies 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 

hall. They say that is why Olandôs went from quart to pint bottles, 

because the roof at the ñShit-hawk Clubò only had a thousand-pound load 

rate. 

Nevertheless, the sheets were clean and it was a treat to sleep in a bed 

again. On Boxing Day morning at 0630, Mrs. Townsend, the take-charge 

buffer of the club, came barging into the cabin, stuck a big, wet, sloppy 

kiss on my cheek and declared, ñMerry Xmas Brownie. Get out . . .youôre 

sailing this morning!ò She was the mother of P2NS Gordie Townsend 

from Micmac, and she always gave extra special attention to guys from 

her sonôs ship. Getting a shake was important at the Seagull Club, if you 

werenôt a ñMicmac,ò you were on your own. I still recall that very 

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 

slow óup-and-downersô. In the fifties and sixties, there was nothing more 

glamorous than the new DEôs. Maybe a little too new for my liking. Who 

could argue though, when the ñcadillacsò were being turned out at the 

rate of two a year, so it seemed. Life on those had to be a lot better than 

anything in the fleet but then there had to be a price, no doubt a pusserôs 

routine that was a lot more rigid than the frigates and especially the 

Tribals and the ósweepers. The take away on being in Tribals was the loss 

of the better jolly ports. Instead of óLauderdale in Florida, weôd stay off 

Culebra gunnery range near Puerto Rico. If we got into San Juan, weôd 

be alongside for a shorter stay, on the so-called Army Jetty with no shore 

power, auxiliary steaming and diesel watches while the ñcaddiesò would 

be parked in the old navy base on shore power and steam. The running 

was different too. The ñcaddiesò were neck and neck with flagships from 

other navies and the big-time exercises. In home waters, Tribals were 

relegated to plane guard for Bonnie, 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 heading for the nearest 

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 out ship-wide as 

you descended and neared that infamous figure of ñ40% F.F.O. 

remaining.ò In the years before the new tanker Provider commissioned, 

it seemed that the only ships that might get fuel at sea from the Sem-Iôs 

were the ñcadillacs.ò For the most part, they were always in company and 

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. After all, I thought, ñWeôre on 

patrol, and youôre not if youôre stuck alongside.ò But alongside for a 

night, you never snubbed at.  

 

 

No patch over this eye 

 

Getting ashore in ñNewfie-Johnò always held a surprise or two. The 

officers would usually 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 upon the sem-Iôs for a run ashore and St. John's was 

no different. A popular spot was Buckmasterôs Field, a recreation centre 

within the U.S. base Fort Pepperal, 

operated by the RCN ñreg forceò 

sailors of HMCS Avalon. On Sunday 

afternoon, all the establishments down 

town were closed, so Buckmasterôs 

became a good alternative. There was a 

movie laid on and the make-shift 

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, I was lured to this rather 

attractive young lady who surprisingly, 

hadnôt been trapped yet. I quickly 

asked her if sheôd join me to watch the 

movie on the only seats left, a wicker 

sofa in the lobby at the rear of the hall. St. Johnôs NF - 1960 
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For some reason, the boys were having a chuckle about something but I 

didnôt really pay any attention as to why.  

The movie got underway and she was seated to my left. Almost 

immediately, she began to lean heavily toward me and I thought, ñIôm in 

like Flinn!ò I soon found out though, that it had nothing to do with getting 

friendly. Because of the dim lighting, I hadnôt noticed that this damsel 

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 double door opening and as her right eye wasnôt 

there, she craned her neck toward 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 I ever watched and I trembled each time 

the lights went up to put on a new reel. The place where the eye should 

have been was sewn up tighter than the stitching on a pusserôs kit bag. 

ñWould you like some popcorn Mabel?ò She said, ñYes!ò, and I was gone 

to the canteen for the longest time.  

 

 

Tough luck-people too 

 

It is unfortunate that throughout her career, Micmac was troubled with 

several collisions and numerous mechanical breakdowns. She was 

labelled a ñtough-luck lady.ò Long before me, her most major disaster 

was the loss of eleven lives as a result of a high-speed collision with SS 

Yarmouth County in 1947. In the nearly three years I was shipôs company 

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 at-sea collision with Cayuga, an alongside 

prang from the frigate La Hulloise and 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 sea water leak while the tank was 

unballasted. 

I 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 

case, the amputation of my thumb. One night while coming off watch in 

number 3 boiler, I was just about to shut and clip the very sturdy w/t 
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access door to the boiler room air-lock when the access hatch to the boiler 

room began to flutter open. This gave potential to a furnace flash back 

when the boiler room was equalized with the atmosphere. In one hell of 

a panic, I 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 the air-lock 

access door. Once I nervously got the hatch secured again, I wondered if 

a flash back might have occurred down on the boiler front. With 

throbbing pain, I anxiously raised my left arm to see how much damage 

there was. Streams of blood began to ooze out of the glove as I gently 

withdrew it from my hand, then to discover that the tail-end end of my 

thumb was dangling.  

Trying to nail down Doc Fortin to get some repairs that night took 

nearly an hour. I had traversed the ship several times and finally found 

him cuttinô hair in a workshop back aft. 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 hold it all back together and stop the 

bleeding.  

I was to be in pain for weeks and months to come. Infection 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 

bumpinô it, life would be hell. Today and over fifty years later, I look at 

my disfigured thumb with memories of Micmac, although a little 

bittersweet never, ever knowing if a flash-back had occurred. My guess 

is ñNo!ò But damaging a thumb is a mere tribulation . . .nothing like 

losing your life.  

 

 

The sea shall have them 

 

Earlier in 1960, we suffered the loss at sea of OSLM óYogiô Jelinek, 

brother to the former Canadian figure skating champion and politician, 

Otto. Of the many people in Micmac, 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 the Kootenay 

gearbox explosion in 1969, and P2ET Jim Oô Sullivan who was 

electrocuted in Margaree shortly after.  

But there is a brighter side when I think of the notables as well as lost 

friends I sailed with in Micmac. Naval Storesman Jack Carter, Atlantic 

Commandôs Fleet boxer, a minister of parliament and former Rear-

Admiral Fred Mifflin, who was a sub-lieutenant and then became the 

gunnery officer. Sub-Lieutenant Charles Westropp, who had just 

transferred from the British Merchant Navy after six years' service and 

went on to retire in the rank of Commodore as Chief of Staff, Personnel. 

Presumably, because of his merchant navy experience, ñSir Charles,ò as 

he was to become popularly known throughout the fleet in years to come, 

had the distinction of being a bridge watchkeeping officer and navigation 

officer aboard the Cape Scott scientific expedition to Easter Island in the 

Pacific over the Christmas season of 1964.  

The captain of Micmac was Cdr A.B. ñTonyò German, a well-known 

officer who, after retiring author-ed ñThe Sea Is at Our Gates.ò Beyond 

German relieved by Cdr G.B. Smith, others included such popular former 

naval pilots as LCdrs Rod Bays (first Lieutenant) and Benny Oxholm, as 

well as a later C.O., Cdr W.J. Stuart, who on promotion to captain, was 

to take command of the newly commissioned HMCS Provider. Today, 

as I muse over a shipôs company photo taken on the jetty at Key West 
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Fla. in 1960 and wonder about their destinies and where they all are 

today.  

LCdr Bays the XO, was a very respected professional. His presence 

in Micmac was 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. The entire shipôs 

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. To say 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 lot of flak between COôs and the shipôs company. 

His constant grin and look of confidence fired us all up with an attitude 

and energy that meant we could handle any task in any conditions.  

Sky Bags 

 

A swinging sea-bed, the undisputed invention of Alcibiades who 

described:  

ñThe modern name of ñhammockò is derived from the Caribbs. 

The Shipôs Company-HMCS Micmac at Key West Fla. 1960éauthor to right 

of Shipôs Kisbey 
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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 a grommet and 

kittles, whence the óhead-clueô and ófoot-clueô; the hammock is hung 

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 of war. In preparing for 

action, the hammocks, together with their contents, are all firmly corded, 

taken upon deck, and fixed in various nettings.ò  

 

Thanks to Alcibiadesô invention so meanwhile, back in the mess, life 

meant more adjusting. Making up your hammock for the first time didnôt 

come easy. Ships were slowly converting to or building, with bunks, so 

the days had passed when they taught N.E.T.ôs to do so in Cornwallis. 

Now, making up a hammock for the first-time aboard ship meant getting 

lots of help from your messmates. Killicks and below were issued with 

two, c/w clews: one set, and lashing: 8 feet. In order that a ómickô would 
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form a natural curl so that you could stay in it, you had to ósword-matô 

the clews, then extend the standing ends into double half hitches through 

the several grommets at each end of the canvas. A mick-stick was then 

fashioned from a shortened piece of broom handle that was veeôd at both 

ends and this was inserted between the ñhead clewsò at shoulder-width 

distance to span the ómick and keep you from folding up in it and maybe 

even suffocate. When properly made up, the mattress and blanket 

together within the hammock would be tightly roll-tucked into a sausage 

configuration. It was then secured from forôd to aft with seven half 

hitches of the lashing drawn from the bight to make it secure . . .and 

fabled as offering a period of buoyancy to a sinking-ship survivor. The 

more realistic purpose in days of yore, that when stowed together in the 

ónettingsô, they would form a barricade against musket-balls. Once 

lashed up, your tally and stock number had to be prominent, so out came 

the large, well-used Cornwallis stencil . . . D. BROWN  46490-H. This 

way, you could identify it in the mick- rack but more for the navyôs 

convenience, get it picked up for rounds. It also had to ñgo through the 

hoop.ò Although no longer in use in this modern navy, there was a time 

when a hammock would be gauged for uniformity and appearance when 

stowed in the mick-rack. 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 as a ñgreyhound lash-up.ò  

In a tribal as an O.D. you earned your slinging spot. There wasnôt 

enough to go around so I 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 inches off the deck certainly wasnôt as good as 

sleeping in the altitudes, but if the ship was rolling and pitching, at least 

I was crashed athwartships. This meant that I 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 I was sleeping on 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 

asleep, your clobber was in ñfree gangwayò status. The ñMatelotôs 

Prayerò speaks not of 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 I lay me down to sleep, 

I pray the Lord my soul to keep. 

And grant no other sailor take, 
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my shoes and socks before I wake. 

But if some poor soul should chance to stray 

IôLL PUNCH HIS FUKKINô HEAD IN!!! 

 

 

The Mess 

 

In our mess of thirty-odd stokers, it was astonishing as to how soon a 

crowded mess was orderly once the hammocks were stowed for the day 

and the grotô got scrubbed out. Equally amazing was how everybody in 

that rigourous open space between three steel bulkheads and a shipôs side 

cornered with a single ñmick rackò would manage to declare of their little 

bit of private territory. The mess was two decks below the extended 

focôsôle upper deck. It had a laddered gangway forward and a side door 

that exited into a flat shared by the Quartermastersô and the ERA sô 

messes. A row of boot lockers covered with vinyl-leather cushions 

(settees) ran along the length of the port side of the mess. This resembled 

a downscaled single-storey motel, whose inhabitants weôll talk about a 

little later. The settees were backed with hinged backrests that when 

opened, served as extra stowage. Along the tops of the settees, black 

metal óhatboxesô were stowed - they contained just about everything 

except hats. . .or as G.I.ôs insists . . .caps. Running parallel to the settees 

were two long tables that served for eating, cards, doing your ironing, 

and what all good stokers do, pencil-ing system sketches upon in the 

absence of paper.  

This was broadside messing at its intended best. I thought that todayôs 

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 was situated the mess fanny which contained the mess 

traps. In explaining how the ófannyô came into existence that modernly 

describes of any domestic repository found on a pusserôs mess deck, is 

quite a story. The term ñFanny Adamsò came into use in the navy in the 

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, the new-fangled tins made 

perfect receptacles for brewing tea, eating out of, or warming up other 

forms of nourishment. The murder of 9-year 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 the remains and packed them into tins. The buzz among the 

messdecks was that these re-packed 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 are weéé. 

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 sea, provided 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 stick them out and train them 

astern so as not to wear a whole ñgreen oneò from diffusing into the mess. 

They didnôt scoop óinô any fresh air in that position . . .They just became 

a poor attempt at dragginô out the hum. We called a scuttle, the ñBendix,ò 

(the first electric dish washing machine with a window) that also served 

well in a panic for a ñyankee-dish upò when rounds were coming through. 

Others referred to it as the TV set and the question asked when peering 

through the Bendix with green seawater bubbling in circles . . . ñWhat's 

on TV?ò A jacky reply would echo, ñA-A-h . . . just another sea story!ò  

Below the scuttle was a ódrip-kidô that made a great ashtray for those 

flashed up in their sky-bags along the shipôs side. Rounds meant clean 

brightwork and 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, 

ñGod knows . . .whatôs it like inside?ò perhaps would be the question.  

Somebody got drafted off a month later and now my slinging spot had 

graduated to fore and aft, but still not up in a hammockôs normal 

environment, ñthe gods.ò I was still on the deck but crammed in behind 

the mick-rack, guaranteed not to 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 I was off the tanktops, another brand-new ode 

was on them. I was anxious to see how the new occupant would react to 

his ñwelcome aboard,ò so that I could compare how good or bad I did in 

being graced by my messmates . . .if that were really the case. This 

sleeping on the deck wasnôt too bad once you got used to it and the sliding 



 

61 

 

five-gallon milk cans, but there were severe disadvantages when you 

werenôt slung where a hammock is supposed to be. Trying to lash a mick 

without restraint of a mick-bar is very difficult to do if itôs to look 

seamanlike and stowed taut. Above all though, was the unpleasantness 

of a manky mick. . .the ultimate of scale. The ugliness of an oil-stained 

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 your hands and knees on the 

terrazzo tiled deck of the tiny stokersô washplace and bollockinô the shit 

out of it with a scrub-brush and ópusserôs-hardô. To get the time and the 

space in the washplace meant looking ahead at your watchbill and 

planning for your turn carefully. We might be on water rationing, then 

getting it dried out where it wonôt cause unsightliness during rounds 

twice a day while making up your other hammock with your only set of 

clews were the obstacles to overcome. Times would get interrupted 

though when theyôd pipe: ñShipôs company . . . Ai-i-i-r bedding.ò Just 

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 hours you spent doing all that, 

turning to on day work, and standing watches in the boiler room one in 

three didnôt give you any time to do anything else except eat . . .if you 

could. Sleep was out of the question for most because you couldnôt sling 

in the daytime 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 twelve- foot boiler room ladder. 

 

 

Flash-Up from cold 

 

To go into a shutdown boiler room for the first time was nothing like 

I had ever envisioned. It was cold and dank, and the ñcross-hatchedò deck 

plates below were well worn and covered with films of rust. After the 

boiler was flashed, these impressions changed dramatically. My first 

flash-up was one Iôll never forget.  

The ERA of the boiler room was P1ER Dennis Francis who later went 

on to take a commission as a ñbrackets E.ò Before we went down into 

No. 3, he went into great detail in showing me how and why we opened 

the watertight fan flaps on the óuppersô that would allow air into the 

furnace once we got it flashed. Down on the platform, I was handed the 

ñBuck Rogers gear,ò a brilliant piece of kit that was invented by a 
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namesake tribal chief stoker some years beforehand. This jury-rig 

apparatus was a six-foot-long U-tube comprised of a shut-off valve, an 

air connection, and at the end of a tortuous U-shaped oil path, a sprayer 

tip. Quickly I learned that in order to raise steam from cold, you had to 

get a supply 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 army-navy surplus store. 

A fire register was temporarily removed from the boiler front in order 

to project the gear into the furnace. We enshrouded the U-tube with oil-

soaked cotton waste through which the viscous gunk would flow from a 

motor-driven Wee-Mac pump. Then we would ignite it with a wooden 

match and insert the double length mass of smoking flame into the 

furnace. What would we have done without the ingenious Mr. Eddyôs 

matchsticks to compliment the space-age technology of Chief Stoker, 

ñBuck Rogersò?  

Flashing a boiler required forced air. Bleeding air from the torpedo 

tube air supply was controversial for two reasons. Making it, meant that 

it came from a steam-driven compressor. Using it was at the pleasure of 

the TAS rates who usually said ñNeggy!ò So instead of putting ourselves 

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 light a 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 thick, black smoke 

and unless you knew who was in the space, knowing where they were 

became impossible. PO Francis hollered through the invisibility, 

ñBrown! Did you open the fan flaps up top like I told you?ò ñYes PO!ò I 

answered remembering to do as he told me. Then he began to ask another 

question, but never got it finished. ñDid you take off the funn........?ò 

Then the question turned into an order. ñGet your arse up top and take 

that fukkinô funnel cover off!ò  

That reminded me for the rest of my career that when youôre busy 

showing somebody what to do, always remember to never get so 

engrossed that youôre going to forget the basics. It had been his job to not 

only order the funnel cover ñoff,ò but to sight it ñoffò before we ever lit 

a fire under the boiler. What helped me to remember that so well was 

climbing up that funnel in the darkness of the early morning and 
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disconnecting the lashings of the canvas cover with black smoke and heat 

blasting into my face. I 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-

chuckinô and embarrassment from the other ERA s as well as the stokers. 

And about the reliability of machinery? Thirty-six years later, the same 

Wee Mac pump from Micmac still served the Queen at sea in the 

submarine Okanagan, but about that anon.  

 

 

Which one did it??? 

 

So before we leave the regulated art of flash up from cold, there was 

a little cheatinô goinô on. ñCatmanò Gillespie, an apprentice P1ER, was 

aboard Cayuga which more often than not was alongside us. The ñCatò 

would tell you that there was a quicker way to raise steam. ñHell! Pull 

out the fukkinô register . . . soak down a whole bale of cotton waste with 

diesel fuel, set a match to it and chuck óer in the furnace . . . then put the 

register back in. Thatôll bring her up in a hurry . . .. goddamright!ò Well 

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

tale evidence of such a misdemeanour. We were alongside Cayuga 

preparing to sail until the skipper, CdrStuart, arrived on Micmacôs open 

bridge to find himself standing within 3 inches of residual ash. ñWhat in 

Heavenôs name is all this?ò he would pose as a question on the telephone 

to the E.O. down in the engine room. ñNot sure who or what happened!ò 

the E.O. would muse. Question now was . . . which ship sitting in a nest 

of four or five all flashinô up? 

 

 

Down on the boiler front 

 

 ñPunching firesò on a boiler front was to become a skilled vocation, 

especially when there were frequent turbine engine movements or high-

speed runs. At the order of the boiler room ERA, each of the boiler 

registers was pressed into great demand. Great demand 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 flow for ñupò or ñdownò speed and engine 

movements. Equally important was the trademark of a skilled fire-

puncher. Only a mere puff of smoke through the change-over of registers, 

but never to create a continuous flow of belching black smoke from the 
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funnels up top unless through the telegraph order to ñMake Smokeò in 

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 super-human. Make 

position-giving smoke? Shed the upper decks and the people or 

hammocks on it with soot? You were a complete disgrace, an indignity 

to branch pride and stood a strong chance of being re-mustered to a 

ñscribe.ò Oh yeah, the shame!  

 

 

óMicmac. . .one-third cruiser  

 

Unless you were in Micmac, other Tribal stokers never had the 

misfortune of punching fires on a ñcruiser frontò boiler. Unlike the other 

two Admiralty three-drum types that had eight registers with stationary 

sprayers as fitted in Micmac, (and all Tribals) this nine-eyed monster had 

barrel oil sprayers projecting ñintoò the boiler registers. They were meant 

to reduce clinker build-up in the fire registers while being more efficient 

and increasing the steam flow rate. At the expense of far less clinker-

knockinô, there was a price to pay. The banshee-like scream of the boiler 

turbo-fans audibly increased by another 10 dbôs or so, the boiler front 

could pulsate, the ambient pressure in ñNo.3ò required a 100 lb.test 

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 dozen spuds or so on a boiler 

mounting, adding some slide and salt and youôd have the best tasting 

ócooked in the jacketô murphies that anybody had ever dined on . . .once 

you blew the asbestos dust off. Today in modern times after nearly five 

decades, it still puzzles me about the dangers inherent in asbestos lagging 

thatôs been removed from ships and we are told to avoid. The fact that 
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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 freezing drafts down 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 I 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 the ERA of the watch. CPO1 ñJoeò Currie 

was a rarity as a Chief Stoker, he had an engine room 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 his thinking. He worried . . .that caused the chief tiff' 

to worry . . .which made us worry . . . so we called him ñWorry Currie.ò  

Chief ñCarlò Rogers loved to eat, so we spent a lot of time running up 

top and around the ship getting chickens, pork, spuds, and onions for his 

nosh up. Between ótrappinô the revsô at the top of the hour and monitoring 

the machinery, we were also masters at building jury-rigged appliances. 

We would run a turbo drain through a makeshift cauldron which, 

produced a ñstew for oneò . . .half way through a four-hour 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 all the runninô around and he ate all the 

food.  

P1ER ñGeorgeò Crawley was a pacer. Back down in No.3, he would 

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 constantly hung from his lips. His 

pacing to and fro explained why the cross-hatch pattern on the deck plates 

was so well worn away, and because the deck plates were never well-

secured, theyôd rumble and clank to the repetition of his thundering gait. 

George, like all 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 professionalism, but not having 

yourself organized.  
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On the boiler front was a three-inch diameter sight tube that penetrated 

into the furnace providing an uninterrupted view of the óflame-burning 

efficiencyô therein. If there was any level of registers lit, a large vacuum 

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 much-quickened pace 

we noticed. The noise in the boiler room was deafening 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 and positioned 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 clean-up necessities. Away then 

she went too . . .up nicks. . .up trollies. . .left, right, left, right, about turn, 

thump, bang, clatter as he glared unnecessarily in pusserôs order . . .to the 

smoke mirror, the boiler pressure gauge, and then the steam drum water 

gauge-glasses high above. . .while lighting up yet another cigarette as 

though nothing out of the ordinary had occurred.  

Petty Officer 1st Class ñErnieò Dudley was an ex-RN ERA and former 

fleet-boxer. He was a humourous type, very cocky when he had the 

watch, and took great interest in training young stokers. He was a 

traditional artisan who liked shiny bright work and well-oiled machinery, 

and had a protectiveness about him that kept anybody who didn't belong 

to the engine room branch at bay. His retaliatory sharpness was exhibited 

many times and assured us that if you were going to cast criticism of the 

ñworkings below,ò as an OOW, youôd best be accurate in your 

accusations.  

The forward funnel in Tribals was the means for No.ôs 1 and 2 boilers 

to emit gasses and as concluded, the stokersô bane . . .position-giving 

smoke if you hadnôt got your ófiresô right. The main galley stove up top, 

was oil-fired and because of the galleyôs proximity, exhaust piping was 

routed so that it spiralled externally around the forward funnel from 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 

Micmac, it was customary to do so with No. 3, whose single furnace 

gasses emitted from the after, and much smaller funnel. Hence, no boilers 

were on-the-line 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 siren-like sound powered telephone from the bridge 
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came to life. óDudsô picked up the handset and eased himself into the 

sound booth with a very loud and curt. . . ñEngine room! Chief óa-tha-

watch!ò On the other end was a softer, yet authoritive tone from the 

officer of the watch who declared, ñChief . . .You are making thick 

black smoke from the forward funnel! Stop making smoke at once . 

. .They can see us for miles!ò to which óDudsô countered with . . . ñWell 

yaô betta phone the bleedinô galley then . . . not the fukkinô engine 

room!ò  

 

 

A motherôs old remedy??? 

 

1961 was at a time when tea bags in the RCN were considered a luxury 

and we were still wettinô the engine room fanny with loose tea. One 

fistful right out of the aluminum tea-caddy straight into a boiling pot, 

made for a damned fine cup of ñrosie-lee.ò While on Dudsô watch in the 

engine-room, I was ódippingôa turbo-generator oil sump and carelessly 

got a severe burn from a steam gauge-line. It was a good six inches long 

and on the inside of my forearm. It smarted and I anticipated a large 

blister to soon appear as it swelled and grew redder. Dudsô went to the 

hotplate, muckled on to the tea-fanny and dumped the contents into the 

bilge while funnelling the wet tea leaves into a wad of cotton waste. 

ñHere yôare Buster!ò, he said. ñSlap that on your arm for ten minutes or 

so. Thatôll sort it out.ò By the end of the watch, there was no swelling, no 

blister, no pain. Just a mere pink mark where the gauge-line had made 

contact. On Dudsô watch, nobody was allowed to leave the engine-room 

to go to sick-bay unless you could skilfully convince him you were 

seconds away from croakinô from a heart-attack. In his apothecary clerkôs 

opinion, something to do with tannic acid in tea was the cure-all for minor 

burns. It worked, and in years to follow when I was to be in charge of 

buff stokers, tea bags eventually arrived in machinery spaces making 

burn repairs that much easier. And it was Dudsô who had tattooed me 

with the name ñBuster," which has remained with me ever since. 

Never to be forgotten was P2 Bill Boudreau. He was 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 know-how and experience in the branch made you feel happy and 

proud to be a part of it. In a few short years in 1969, Bill was the 

propulsion chief aboard Kootenay and 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. 

Inspiration 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 at Chippawa, I had made that request for the 

apprenticeship plan and took a correspondence course to complete my 

school qualifications. I did so and by the time I finished, I was 

disappointed in finding that all applicants were to be 16 to 18 years of 

age, even if you were already in the RCN. I was 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 and when he learnt of my disappointment, he said something 

that drove me for a long time to come. ñDonôt worry about it Buster! Just 

keep workinô hard as a stoker and youôll get ahead just as well as a tiffy!ò 

When looking at George, I could now believe it. He was living proof as 

a hard-working, one-badged 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 I should have that job-change to Upper Deck Stoker. 

I accepted the switch very eagerly. As such, there were a lot of perks to 

it. It was a special duty job which meant that you didnôt stand watches at 

sea and although you were ñall-night-inò every night, the execution of 

your duties needed error-free judgement. Youôd best be sure that all your 

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 log book ñengine turnsò and boiler consumption. You were a busy-

boy at sea and alongside where demands were similar including hooking 

up steam lines, air hoses, fresh water supplies and fire main availability. 

The mark of the Upper Deck Stoker in all ships was symbolic. ñKeys and 

wrenches,ò inter-mixed with a flashlight and wheel spanner that must 

dangle from pockets 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 Eastlant exercise, we went alongside in Norfolk,Va 

outboard of Algonquin. 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 

time), the delivery hose developed a rupture in the vicinity of the óiron 

deckô and the brow position of the ship. Duty uniformed personnel were 

closed up at the brow greeting visiting USN dignitaries. As the hose split, 

bunker C sprayed the whole area, covering Algonquinôs much higher 

shipôs side, and our own brow area, and óiron deckô. People fled in every 

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 demand of ñBuster! Donôt you say a 

fukkinô word about this to anybody . . .hic!ò as each of the valve operators 

exchanged nervous looks. It was time for some diversion. As several 

people turned to with sujee, brushes, and fire hoses, the sem-Iôs came 

aboard with these new-fangled absorbent pads that were released into the 

harbour between the two ships. Nobody looked too pleased about this 

mystery. As the ruptured hose was slowly dragged across Algonquin, I 

wrote some letters on it with a piece of chalk. ñMade in U.S.A.ò Iôll never 

know if that helped the two P.O.ôs. 

 

 

Pumpinô bilges with the Venturi 

 

The very popular and manipulative, P1ER Bill (Dan) Backewich used 

to like to talk a lot and we thought he was destined to be a politician. I 

canôt recall if machinery noise or Danôs voluminous voice was the cause 

of H3 category in my starboard ear. He did go politician later in life in a 

local Dartmouthian capacity, then 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. 

Backewichôs case, physical features. Because of his girth, we called him 
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ñDanny Drydockò and he would spend his 4 hours on-watch in the engine 

room seated on a spare gear locker in front of the main engine console.  

As upper-deck stoker, one of my daily tasks was to ensure machinery 

space bilges were ñclearedò and ñwetò only. The fitted high-line pumping 

and flooding system in Micmac was mysteriously inefficient, so the 

outside machinery chief devised a portable venturi suction system that 

could penetrate thoroughly into 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 weighty moulded-

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 the base of the forward funnel and 

dragged about the iron-deck 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 the stokers and tallied, ñthe Engineerôs 

Bridge.ò Although meant for the torpedo tubesô crew to utilize during 

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 under the tubes at 

deck level were the engine room óskylightsô, that when in warmer climes, 

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 room below. 

One hot day, I was dragging the monster forward, after just doing the 

gland space bilges when I hollered below to Danny Drydock sitting on 

his spare gear box as usual. ñIôm up top P.O.! Dôya wantcha bilges 

pumped out?ò Without looking up and expecting the hose to enter 

through one of the hatches and down the ladder, he replied, ñYeah! okay 

Buster! Slide óer down!ò So I did . . .and as I let it enter the skylight 

directly above the sitting, cackling-away Danny Drydock, I lost grip of 

an accelerating oily suction hose. The only head protection he had was 

the thin oil-stained white cover of his steaming cap when ñWhomp!ò, 

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 watch keeper, 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, ñBrown! You fukkinô arsehole. You goddam son-of-bitch. 
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You ... donkey. You.....ò ñSorry P.O., . . . geezô, am I ever sorry!ò was 

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 thrived in Micmac: the settee dwellers earlier 

referred to, Cockroaches at large! Bombay runners, snarlers, three 

badgers, and yes, the little one badged ñqueens.ò They were all there. 

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., (the hospital) 

N.R.E. (research establishment), and the department of health were 

constantly trying to determine what ingredient in the fumigating 

chemical was attracting the critters. Cockies didnôt seem to like 

aluminum stand up lockers too much except for around the bottoms. 

Maybe they didnôt like the heights but then weôre baffled as to why they 

were all over the messes and the galley fiddley up top, as well? But didnôt 

they go big bundles on those wooden settees . . .the motel. Especially the 

stokersô real wingers, the Bombay runners. In the settees, every manôs 

boot locker was stowed with everything except boots, for fear of oiling 

your folded ówhitesô. Every time you went to your locker, youôd shake 

the guy sleeping on it, open the flip top lid and there, two dozen of óem 

would scurry looking for cover on the underside of the wooden locker 

coaming. Action? Out Zippo . . .strike a flame and run it round the 

undersides. Snap, crackle, ón pop! Carefully lift out your folded fives 

upon which lay the pyro-deceased. Convey 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 

wardroom as well as the skipperôs pantry, the bakery adjacent to the main 

galley was the most popular restaurant in the ship. Here is where I met a 

good friend named LSCK John Madison. John was an Officerôs Cook as 

opposed to a Shipôs Cook, and because of the quality and imagination of 

his gastronomic fare, he was relegated to Baker (Duff Cook), a heralded 

and esteemed appointment in the cookôs trade. I well remember that first 
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Christmas when John baked fruit cakes . . . at a price of course. They 

were so enhanced with brandy and pusserôs rum that after three bites, 

youôd be burblinô for a week. John also insisted that had the Coxswain 

ever wanted to drag him up to the Jimmyôs table for lacinô his cakes with 

the queenôs property, heôd have to be very honest. When it came to 

placing his hand on the bible in swearing to the truth, heôd pretend it was 

a cookbook.  

This isnôt to say that John was a cockroach, but because of the fine 

fare and ingredients he worked with the big and three-badge senior 

cockies hung out at ñJohnôs.ò He said that war was on and twice a day, 

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 tear off the 

tape, run it out onto the foôcôsle break around the corner and fling it over 

the side. This took two hands, and there was such a howling gang on the 

run of tape one day that the lifebuoy sentry piped, ñMan Overboard!ò 

 

 

ñHockey nightò was day nô night alongside 

 

Leading Stoker H.O. ñWillyò Williams from St. Hubert Quebec, was 

our killick of the mess. What he said, went. He was a three-badger as 

well, and was seen as God himself. He had joined the RCN in the late 

forties, sailed in Quebec, served in Iroquois during the Korean war, and 

later commissioned the caddieô, Saguenay. To us odes, he had done it all 

and we were always anxious to steam with him down in the ópitô. He had 

paid his dues and was seen as one hell of a Quiggin óvaps watchkeeper 

who could hammer out two tons of ófeedô per hour. He was also a boiler 

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 

were stood by P2EM2ôs at the least. He was our link to the chief stoker, 

the chief tiff, and the gingerbeer, LCDR John McInnis. 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. Willy ordered it. Out corn 

brooms, and a mangled veggie tin became the puck. The ómick-rackô 

became a backstop and Willy was the goalie complete with shin pads 
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made from Crowsnest magazines, with his ówetô to the right. As he was 

part of the shipôs hockey team that actually played on ice, there was no 

better hockey challenge than stopping shots in the mess . . . and boy we 

sure got óem passed him. Whatever you were dressed in was acceptable 

within the rules. Boiler suits, paint-smeared No.5ôs, night clothing, 

skivvy shirt and dungsô, or even just a towel as you came back down from 

the washplace after a blowdown and descale. Such excitement as hockey 

night in the after lower often pre-empted the function of getting dressed 

to play. After a few good checks, or somebody lunging at you as you 

sped down the starboard side with broom in hand headinô for all-star 

goalie Willy. Your towel was now gone and there you were, without even 

a jockstrap, but in glory over gettinô another one by Willy after three 

ricochets off inherent shins. Those cans hurt more than hatch coamings 

and gave you ócruiser shins.ô 

 

 

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 spacious and more luxurious, óafter 

lowerô. Luxurious, for no longer would we live above the fuel and the 

fuel tanks, but of the forty slinging spots, everybody would sling in the 

air and weôd be living above the ñ4-inch magazine.ò I was actually going 

to have my sky bag slung somewhere in the middle of the starboard side 

forward quarter numbered 15 mess. Perks were starting. I now had a 

chance to use my ómick-stickô and home-made pillow that ómy partyô 

ashore made for me. Sleep became an enjoyable thing again, so much so 

that alertness in the short hours after a middle watch was never a factor 

when the lights went on in the morning. The seamen P.O.ôs used to love 

to come down the stokersô mess lookinô for slack hammocks. One 

morning, óBufferô appeared. He demanded of Willy, ñLeading Seaman 

Williams! Donôt you get these men turned out when Wakey-Wakey is 

piped?ò ñWell buffer . . .ò replied Willy, thoughtfully, ñThat depends on 

whatôs for breakfast.ò Another time, P.O. ñGunsò Mariner from Oshawa, 

(wotta name!) had been down twice, thumpinô ómicks and hollerinô his 

head off to get us all turned out. I wasnôt aware of anything until I felt 

this horrible rattle and was handed 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 ñGunsò with compliments. Down I slid gently, along 

with the contents of my hammock all over the deck. 

But the perks werenôt really perks yet and to emphasize, I was still a 

U.A, which meant that whenever alongside in a foreign port, leave for 

me was up at 0100. That wasnôt so bad in light of missing out on 

something good ashore, because when you got back on board, you could 

sling your ómick and climb in at the convenience of an uncluttered and 

near empty mess. The bulk of the hands were still ashore enjoying 

themselves, but when theyôd all come back gigglinô at varying times 

from two until five in the morning, the hunger pangs would start. About 

the ship theyôd meander looking for a chicken or piece of meat from the 

galley. Then some spuds, maybe a carrot or an onion or two, and 

commence to practice their gourmet capabilities by making a ñbubble 

and squeakò in a fanny on the hotplate that was inches below my ómick. 

Again, youôd never say a word, for if you did, theyôd just turn the heat 

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 the greasiesô mess came a pile of gash, 

food scraps, and beer cans down the ladder from the seamenôs mess up 

top. With a ñClunk! Clunk!ò in order to shake out the last contents from 

a steel gash bucket, a very loud accompanying statement in a very 

irritable tone requested, ñWill you fukkinô stokers shitnôit?ò 

 

 

My first tot  

 

Through the course of three centuries, many customs, traditions, and 

regulations transcended 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 long voyages at sea and dates back to the 1700ôs. However, the 

price to pay for its then medicinal purpose, meant that sailors of yore 

became rowdy and quarrelsome. Like many captains in HM Ships, 

Admiral Lord Nelson in Victory handed out much corporal punishment 

to his crew for drunkenness. Had he known that in a short time to come 

however, the navyôs demon bubbly would serve another purpose after 

all. Upon his gallant death at Trafalgar, his body was returned to 
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England aboard HMS Pickle in a casket of rum to preserve or ópickleô 

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 the reasons why I 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 I wish not to lay to such claim because 

although the Admiral loved both King and country, he is equally reputed 

as having been a lover of his men too . . . especially ñóHardyò . . .and 

that worries me.  

Meanwhile in 1831, rum finally became the sole choice of the 

Admiralty and its pussers. It beat out the rival options of óskunkyô beer, 

wine, and brandy as the Royal Navyôs daily spirit issue. Quarrelling and 

insubordination persisted and the grogram-attired Admiral Vernon, in 

attempts to calm down his drunken sailors, dallied with dilution. This 

watered-down concoction became known as ñgrog.ò By 1881, officers as 

well as men below twenty years of age were excluded from the ration. 

Still, scurvy had the potential to loom large and for those no longer 

entitled, another but non-intoxicating 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 

quantity at sea, and scurvy became extinct. When the Royal Canadian 

Navy came into being in 1910, it also adopted the custom of ñthe totò that 

remained until its demise on the last day of the fiscal year in 1971.  

When I was nineteen years old, we were at sea off Bermadoo and 

ñSplice the Main Brace.ò had been piped throughout the fleet. It was in 

1960, and it had something to do with Prince Charles. Being UA, I 

couldnôt draw, but like RN nozzers, was entitled to ñlimersò instead. The 

concoction was made from cordial or powder and I assumed it would be 

present at the tot table. I wanted to be part of this very royal occasion 

whether it was rum I wouldnôt get, or ñlimers,ò just to celebrate in custom 

and tradition. I 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, the rum officer and óJimmy Bungsô the whittler, all 

looked up at me in disbelief. The coxswain quickly asked, ñBrown! What 

are you doing here?ò I replied, ñCame to get my ólimersô óswain!ò They 

each looked at one another and everybody in the line started to roll up. A 

tub of ñlimersò hadnôt been prepared with the belief thatôs alright in the 

old days, but nobody in the ñmodern eraò would ever come forward 
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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. To save congestion, time, and trying to 

find some cordial, the three of them had a quick huddle and in seconds, 

made a decision. I was issued with my first tot. As I began to head aft 

with the lads to scupper my ósplicersô, the óswain got the last word in 

when he said, ñBrown! Youôre up to no good!ò He had a hard time in 

hiding his smirk, and I 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 were propelled 

by the wind in their sails. They were secured to the ñyardsò and trimmed 

with ñbracesò that ran from the ends of the yards down to the upper deck. 

Aboard a first-rate man-o-war, it goes then that the main brace was the 

largest and heaviest of all the rigging. Having a 20-inch 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 to 

proceed. For those gallant seamen who, under such arduous conditions, 

did ñsplice the main braceò were to receive a second issue of rum. It then 

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, or by rewarding a shipôs company in granting a 

ñSplicers,ò such a ship at sea would precede the event by hoisting the 

signal, ñSplice the Main Brace!ò eg: flags Alpha, then Delta, the 2 and then 

8. And of great interest to the occupants of sea-going wardrooms, unlike 

the daily rum issue once assigned to the lower deck only, a ñSplicersò 

includes issue to the shipôs officers. Now thatôs scary! ñWelcome to the 

mess Sir.ò  

 

 

ñThe Dhobey Businessò 

 

Well into the following year, some killicks had changed around. Willy 

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 three-badged 

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 the very well know individual known as 

ñthe Old Dog,ò Charlie Ward also joined.  

ñThe Dog,ò in years later, would become the long-standing ñprofessor 

in the foundryò at FMG after Cape Scott paid off to scrap. He was a 

typical matelot who took everything in stride and coasted along with a 

mettle that every matelot should have. His constant, kidding smile was 

emphasized with an off-angled tooth and every time you might think his 

ire was raised, it wasnôt, with a gravel-ly, monotone voice that simply 

said to everybody, ñJust leave it to the Oleô Dog. Everythinôs fine!ò The 

ñOleô Dogò wasnôt prepared to sit back either. Just like anybody else who 

had the inclination to enterprise, there was money to be made if you did 

it right by offering a good service without over-exerting 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 well-thought-out plan. ñBrownie! . . . óYou any good 

at cleaninô hammocks? Wanna make some money?ò I looked at Charlie 

and was delighted that he would put faith in me (as a gopher) and asked, 

ñSure! What do I have to do Charlie?ò He went on to explain that we 

were to draw out a whoopee-sized, galvanized gash bucket from 

dockyard stores and hump it down to No.1boiler room. There we would 

make a ósujeeô of soft soap, teepol, pusserôs hard, and shipôs laundry 

dhobey dust beefed up with a quart or two of ñGamlin-Gòô bilge cleaner 

and a handful of ñOakite.ò After it was mixed with water, weôd run a 

copper drain line from the recipô auxiliary feed pump and coil it around 

the inside of the bucket of sujee. Next, weôd crack open the supply from 

the saturated steam range, enough so that the drain coil would get the 

bucket of sujee up to temperature and, ñBoil the shit out of them scaley 

hammocks!ò for about ten minutes.  

ñWell, that sounds simple enough Charlie . . . and it sure beats 

scrubbinô óem on your hands and knees.ò I said, ñ. . .but how are we going 

to get the sujee out?ò ñEasy!ò he replied. ñHang óem from the overhead 

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 

cents each!ò I asked, ñWell what about the Chief ERA?ò ñWhatôs he 

gonna say?ò Charlie looked at me with that gleam in his eye and a crafty 

grin and said, ñDonôt worry about oleô Lindsay. He never does rounds 

down there!ò The stokers knew that because of all the diesel fuel leaks in 

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 eager customers. The Oleô Dog had 

ñarranged it,ò so that we were on the same watch and we could work 

together on the off-watch hours. My main duties were rinsing, pick-up 

and delivery, and turning over the money to the manager at the rate of 

two dozen sky-bags a day. The Oleô Dog stayed on station in No. 1 

dhobey-house, canoe-paddling the micks about in this bubbling, 

festering, and revolting blob like a round shouldered, tee-heeing 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 to an ñall-night in.ò The Oleô Dog was labouriously ramming 

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 thundering voice that bellowed. ñWot thaô fuckôs goinô 

on down here?ò For the first time in naval engineering history, it was 

Chief Lindsay doing rounds of No.1. We wondered at his presence. The 

slow build-up of heat from the steam drain as well as the sujee bucket 

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 uneconomically tapping pressure 

from the saturated steam range and liberally flailing domestic water all 

over the space, that did it. ñRight!ò he said. ñShut this bastard down . 

. . right fukkinô now . . .and I want you two bastards to get rid of this 

gunk in the gash bucket!ò The Oleô Dog looked at the chief with that 

continuing grin and gravelled, ñYeah, okay chief. Weôll dump it in the 

bilge.ò The chief looked at me sternly and then gazed at Charlie and said, 

ñNo yaô wonôt. Tomorrow morninô, I want that goddam thing 

humped outta here and dumped over the side! Iôll be watchinô, so 

best start thinkinô of what yaô got to do!ò Charlie started to look for 

some answers. ñWe both got the forenoon watch chief!ò Chief said, 

ñThatôs fine. Then after yaô turn to in the afternoon, you can ditch it 

durinô the first dog at 1600!ò 

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 thirty feet on 

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, and lazy-rods . . .rig a 

block and tackle, a come-along, and two handy billies, then eventually 

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

hours, and as we inched the slopping vessel onto the óiron deckô at the 

break of the foôcôsle, everybody standing in the supper line at the galley 

were rolled up watchinô two foiled stokers trying to do seaman rigginô 

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 mucous-like slime came barrelling out of the bucket 

in one big blob, and over the side in a resounding ker-ploosh. Applause 

and hoorays were heard from every direction as Chief Lindsay looked at 

us with that legendary smirk and said, ñNow you two can put the boiler 

room back together and return gear . . .I'm goinô fer supper!ò By 

1930, we had done so, missed our supper, and looked at being back down 

on watch at 2000 for the Firstô. We both caned extra óvap watches for a 

month and reverted to our hands and knees again, scrubbinô micks with 

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 donôt ever take advantage of any situation at the expense of 

skirting his responsibilities. He had done all this with a bit of a smile in 

his eyes in knowing that as crafty as we had been, we didnôt pull the wool 

over his eyes! He was a grand old soul who never interfered with the 

mainstream of the branch. He left that to the ERAs and Chief Stoker 

McGinn. He had only just come aboard and was a likeable sort. He had 

relieved the outgoing ñLoftyò Fraser who had commissioned the ship as 

Chief ERA. There was a hairy story about this Lofty, thatôs worthy of 

some attention.  

 

 

ñWhen yaô snooze . . .yaô loose!ò 

 

Lofty had very little chin to speak of so he had a long-chosen decision 

to cover this abnormality with a very well-kept beard, one of which he 

was most proud of. He spent hours grooming its contours as well as 

waxing the curb-feelers of the accompanying 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 hairdresserôs and be coddled and looked 

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 work, desperately adhering to Loftyôs pre-task, beard-trimming 

instructions. After a few moments 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 his bewilderment, Lofty with a horrible kink in his neck, half-

hazedly peered into the huge mirror on the barber shop wall. He was 

clean-shaven on the left with a full half a beard on the right. ñAh-ha Mr. 

Canada!ò said the barber. ñYou awaka finally. I finish you uppa . . .O.K?ò 

 

 

ñMovie starsò 

 

The Hollywood production, The Great Impostor was made in 1960. 

It featured Tony Curtis as Ferdinand Waldo Demara. He, among several 

other fraudulent acknowledgements, without any medical qualifications, 

posed as the shipôs medical officer, Surgeon Lt. J.C. Cyr RCN, aboard 

HMCS Cayuga during the Korean War. When film crews arrived in 

Halifax to shoot the film, Cayuga was refitting at Halifax Shipyards 

therefore negating any opportunity for the ñstarò ship to represent herself 

on the silver screen. HMCS Athabaskan was assigned as her photogenic 

replacement. By completing the tail of the number ñ9ò in her side number 

219 to read 218, and then fishing out and displaying her talleyboards, 

crests, and kisbey rings from Cayugaôs refit layapart stores, the cosmetics 

were now complete. One canôt be sure if the film was to be produced in 

winning an Oscar for authenticity however, because there were many 

flaws in the finished product that just werenôt RCN. In several scenes, a 

rogue bridge kisbey clearly exhibited H.M.S.S. Cayuga. MGM was 

absolutely sure, that somehow, ñHer Majestyò was involved in this 

Canadian sea-going possession, but whether the follow-on initials ñS.S.ò 

became confused with the ñS.S." in ñU.S.S.ò or that the Hollywood 

moguls concluded that Cayuga was 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 ready-made 

one from Cayuga. Less noticeable, but equally ignored for asking for 

further technical assistance, was the mild misdemeanour of a backdrop 
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shipôs officer of the time, who sported a very un-RCN moustache. 

ñDisgraceful!ò  

HMCS Micmac became the ñat seaò camera platform and was the 

setting for the internal shots for the full-length feature. We were very 

surprised in Micmac, as Athabaskanôs physical condition was clean and 

pristine both inside and out, but then Cayuga herself was probably as 

mankey as Micmac . . . especially in Korea where Demaraôs deceptions 

occurred. We guessed it took less ñpaint and bodiesò to change a nine to 

an eight than it did to wipe out the four and paint a whole new eight. The 

other mystery was that nobody ever saw Tony Curtis aboard. Maybe it 

was Ferdinand posing as Tony. Oh, the magic of Hollywood!  

 

 

Lost at sea 

 

As earlier touched upon, OS ñYogiò Jelinek, the brother of Otto, was 

lost at sea. Although Yogi was an electricianôs mate, he was doing his 

six-month trick as Chiefsô messman. At about 1230, on a cold but breezy-

clear day, he was on his way aft to ditch the dinner time gash over the 

stern through the gash-shute. There was no restriction on ditching gash 

then, except under exercise or indeed, war-time constraints. We had just 

completed a local exercise with other ships in the squadron along with 

Bonnie and a few frigates. The revolution counter in the engine room 

began to ring hurriedly to increase to maximum revolutions indicating 

we were headed back to Halifax. Along with the rapid rise in revsô came 

a ówheel hard-overô as indicated by the extraordinary heel we took on to 

pick up a reciprocal course. Spare gear lockers and toolboxes broke their 

lashings and along with tea cups, flashlights, and wheel spanners . . 

.everything slid violently to the starboard side and into the bilges with a 

clatter. A five-gallon container of silverene paint then lost its lid and 

spewed out across the engine room platform making it slippery under 

foot while adding an acrid, eye-watering stink. What a mess! A few 

seconds had passed, the ship righted herself, and a sudden decrease in 

revolutions were rung down. óDudsô was going apeshit and cursed to no 

end. ñWot óa those silly bawstards upta now? óCanôt even drive right! 

óOughta be back in navvyô school, thatôs wot! Bleedinô awsoles . . . 

mumble-mumble!ò 

Then across the engine room he hollered, ñBuster! Get up top ón see 

wot the bloody óellôs goinô on!ò I clambered up the starboard ladder with 

paint dripping from my steaminô boots, leaving silvered steps for every 
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one I took. When I got to the top of the hatch, I soon realized that the 

shipôs company had cleared lower decks to man the boat falls, for 

everybody was strung out along the length of the óiron deckô at ófalls in 

handô. I made eye contact with John ñGreekò Elyk, a sonar rate and said, 

ñWhatôs goinô on Greek?ò He glared at me with both fear and excitement 

in his eyes and replied: ñYogi just went over the side!ò As irony would 

have it, Greek and Yogi were the very best of ñwingersò who went 

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 a ógreen oneô to smash him up against 

the spent shell-casing cage of the after canopy and then, wash him over 

the side. OS óMacô McCormick, a gunner, was the lifebuoy sentry and 

leapt down eight feet from his station on the 3ò50 gun deck. He was 

within two feet of grasping Yogiôs hand that clung to a stanchion directly 

above the revvingô up, starboard propeller . . .before he lost grip and fell 

away. 

Along with Crescent, Lauzon, Lanark, and Bonnie, we would 

maintain a search for Yogi until nightfall. Although it was a sunny day, 

the sea temperature ranged around 45 degrees F. and the prevailing 

ónortherliesô carried a very cold wind chill. As well as helos from Bonnie, 

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 the lads went 

in. The coxswain of the boat had failed to pass the correct sequence of 

orders causing the disengaging gear to release óbows firstô and swamp 

the boat. Able Seaman Bartô Wainwright, a very close friend, went in 

after the coxswain without any buoyancy equipment and LS óPercyô 

Williams followed Wainwright with a heaving line. Bart had lost his 

wallet that day and inside was a cherished $20 bill that heôd been saving 

to take some leave with. After those brisk recoveries, conditions and 

emotions further increased, and Yogiôs time in the water became a 

serious factor. ñCurlyò MacGregor the buffer, offered some timely 

humour to ease the tensions, and rightly so. ñItôs so cold out there that 

we oughta put mitts on the oar blades so we donôt get oar frost!ò There 

was a time soon after when ñMan Overboardò was piped, that Crescent 

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. The messdecks that night were silent 

and the squadron sin-bosôn, Padre Faraday who was riding us, meandered 

about the messdecks to offer prayer and support. It was comforting of his 

presence. We had lost a shipmate. 
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The price of an empty washplace 

 

One afternoon, day-running off Osborne Head, I had just come off 

watch and the ship was about to engage in a 4ò gun shoot. Not involved 

in any way, I headed to the mess and got ready to have a shower. When 

I got back up to the stokerôs washplace, I heard reports flying back and 

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 other than P1GI ñJerryò Lavery, the well-known 

and devout product 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 steam-driven radiator 

mounted on the shipôs side below the single scuttle made the 

compartment warm and surprisingly cosy when you had the whole    

place to yourself . . .and no elbows in your ears. I was just filling the 

basin to have a scrape when I heard among the litany of gunnery orders, 
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something like, ñSurface target bears green nine-zero. Range . . . five 

thousand yards. A and B guns train on the target and fire when 

ready.ò Immediately, my curiosity took over and as the washplace was 

on the starboard side, I decided to pause from shaving and have a óboo at 

how far we 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 

revsô up on the turn. The engine room argued, ñYaô canôt steer right!ò 

I peered through the opened scuttle in anticipation and as it was a clear 

day, visibility was that good that I could see the target in its long tow from 

a ñGlenò tug. All of a sudden, a twin salvo let go from B mount which was 

directly above. 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 but 

two inches above my head. 

As deadlights are constructed so as to ñdeaden the lightò when in the 

shut position, they also served as an integral part of the shipôs structure. 

As such, they were fabricated robustly and were very, very heavy. The 

vibration shook the chain from the yoke that held the opened 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 I experience this horrible 

ñcrack on the bonce,ò but because my tongue wasnôt where it should have 

been, I managed to bite it as well. I thought, ñThatôs the end of that 

skylark!ò, and after rubbing my crown and sticking my sore tongue back 

in the back of my throat, I decided to keep my station as a stoker and not 

be attracted to guns, chordite, and severely-missed targets. ñServes you 

right, Brown!ò I said in a muffled breath.  

I 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 splinters of glass fell into the 

shaving water just as I was bringing my brush out of the glass splintered 

water and up to my ómooshô. Then in an instant with more cackle and 

hollerinô over the tannoys, another blast let go and now the washplace 

door came flying in with the aid of some startled hand who was 

innocently passing by. He stomped onto my flip-flopped feet with his 

steaminô boots and at the same time, the latch on the door dug into my 

hip while the bottom corner of this 1/4ò thick steel door gouged into my 

shin. That was the last time I ever went to shock and descale in an empty 

washplace during Gun Action. 
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Iron deckô éawash as usual 

 

We had just returned from a trip down south for the Christmas run. 

The raging North Atlantic storm of 1959 that almost capsized Bonnieô, 

and heavily damaged Algonquin, Iroquois, and Atha-bee had also taken 

its toll on us. The underway prang with Cayuga off Bermadoo in an 

attempt at a ñmailò jackstay transfer, caused plate damage and a whole 

gaggle of rivets to pop, in the whittlersô, and sparkersô forward lower 

messdeck. After shoring up and using hammocks to stop the oggin from 

coming in on the roll, we then headed north to Boston with Crescent and 

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 new-fangled, 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 low freeboard óiron deckô had been out of bounds 

for four days with a well-received Pipe Down each day. Going on watch 

to No.2 or No.3 boiler rooms were the lone watchkeeping compartments 

anywhere in the ship that were only accessible from the óiron deckô as all 

other stations were accessed by the raised catwalk that bridged the 

forward super-structure to the upper deck of the after canopy. It took 

brave stokers to go out on the awash óiron deckô. Hoping that while you 

were wobbling aft with a ñmonkeyôs fistò and then wrestling with the 

water tight door to get into the air-lock above the boiler room, five Hail 

Maryôs and a pair of Our Fathers were mumbled in quick-time in hope 

that some great big green bastard didnôt come over the óuppersô and take 

you back over the side with it. Once you were safe and sound on the 

boiler room deck plates in front of the furnace, it was assuring to know 

that you were still aboard because the guy you were relieving happily 

acknowledged your presence. Youôd pinch yourself to see if you were 

really there and not lying on the bottom of the Continental Shelf. Once 

that was done, now you would have to battle for the next four hours while 

streams of sea water came splaying forth out of the forced-draught turbo 

fan discharges, the boiler room crew all donned in oilskins and/or 

weather-jackets. So, with all that external damage, we went alongside the 

N.A.D. gun wharf as plates and T-frames that formed the shipôs side were 

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 winter weather. It would be three days before the messes 

were óboxed upô. You have to let your imagination do the rest as snow 
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and rain, discarded fibreglass insulation, arc-weld smoke and residue, 

and unpainted primer-ed steel became unwanted additions to the 

necessities of slinging a hammock and eating your meals in the same 

compartment. I spent most of my off-duty time in No.1 boiler room 

where it was a little quieter as well as some warmth being provided from 

the shore-fed saturated steam range supplying the galley and laundry.  

 

 

Hankôs humiliation 

 

During that period, the shipôs company was to bear witness to the 

results of enforcement of naval discipline still at its archaic best. A/B 

ñHankò Snow, a two-badged RP, got weighed off and escorted to the 

ranch up in óGagetown. He was sentenced to 90 days in chokey for doing 

the same thing as our gibberinô oppo in the basket . . . sleeping on watch. 

Being an RP and directly involved with navigation, I suppose the reasons 

why Hank was asleep might have had something to do with why such a 

harsh degree of punishment was awarded . . . What an award! What was 

chilling, and a grim signal to the shipôs company however, was how he 

got weighed off. 

We cleared lower decks to the foôcôsle and fell in on the cable deck 

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 

shipôs company was 

bearing witness to 

punishment. The 

dockies were over the 

side on stagings or 

down on the jetty 

working on the plating. When the shipôs company was brought to 

attention, they downed their tools and in awe, assumed their rubber-

necked positions in the peanut gallery. There was only one thing missing. 

In days of yore, the thunder of a single gun, the ñRogueôs Saluteò 
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signalled the fleet in harbour that punishment was about to be 

administered. It did not take place at ñColoursò that morning.  

Hank was at the ñHo,ò staring directly ahead and shamefully avoiding 

eye contact with any of his shipmates. Also present were the Captain, 

First Lieutenant, and Divisional Officer. In arm-stretched distance and 

facing inboard toward Hank, was the Coxswain. The óSwain then read 

out the charges that he had been found ñguilty as charged,ò followed by 

the sentence of ninety days detention . . . then, here it came. Able Seaman 

Snowôs cap was handed over and the shipôs tally was removed. The bare 

cap was replaced upon his head. Next, a sharp device was produced when 

óSwain then went on to remove his two good conduct badges and Canada 

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 

dishevelled look on a manôs face for all to see. He was deemed ña 

disgrace,ò as interpreted by ñQueen's Regulations . . .Royal Canadian 

Navy,ò and exhibited to be as such in the eyes of the shipôs company. He 

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 

ñRogueôs Saluteò: A muffled drum. 

 

 

ñGimme yer cards!ò 

 

Time went on and now it was my turn to get introduced to óBirdsô. 

You just weren't a hairy bag unless you got run in the shit at least once . 

. .with a lot more to follow. Since I had joined the navy, I was doing a 

pretty good job of stayinô out of the rattle. Every time I saw guys turning 

out at oh five dubs, to go out and muster on the óiron deckô in the freezing 

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 

maggot and  guide you in keepinô a clean slate. 

 Joe Snooks was a good oppo and a fine run ashore. It was a very cold 

Saturday night and Joe and I had spent all of the day around the Seagull 

and the Morris Lunch café. By 2300, we found ourselves without 

transport 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.A.D. We 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 modest amount of home-made 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 a 

smalley brewery house. Joe and I, starboard forward, began to sling our 

micks and agreed to help get thawed out to wettinô a cup of tea with some 

toast and Pickaninny before turning in. What we didnôt know is that just 

before we had arrived in the mess, the 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, ñAnybody not turned in, óll be in the shit!ò 

Down came Wynnyk and said assuredly, ñRight you lot. Youôre all 

in the shit. Gimme yer cards!ò He collected a bunch to the dismay of 

the disdainers. He then turned toward Joe and I who were sitting on the 

settee with a blanket wrapped óround, eating our toast and tea and said, 

ñand you two as well . . .Gimme yer cards!ò 

To give up that card meant that you didnôt know when youôd ever see 

it again. It was your means of breathing and without it, youôd never get 

ashore along with ñstoppage of grogò as well . . .if you were ñG.ò 

Difficult to comprehend but without a station card, there existed feelings 

of emptiness, inadequacy, and even loneliness. The time it would take 

before the First-Lieutenant decided to have defaulters and the numbers 

of days of punishment awarded would 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 to explain that we just came off shore and were about to get 

turned in . . .but that didnôt help. Because the lights were so dim, we 

imagined that he thought we were part of the brew-party and he wasnôt 

about to listen to any excuses. We turned in our cards knowing that leave 

was stopped tomorrow, Sunday, and that weôd be ñup on the matò 

sometime at the convenience and pleasure of the First-Lieutenant. In his 

eyes, however, this incident would require immediate attention. How 

could I allege of the injustice?  

So on Monday we got into No.2ôs (negative lanyards), and everybody 

mustered for defaulters in the after canopy. My God, wasnôt it crowded 

back there? There must have been about fifteen bods, and everybody was 
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called out individually in alphabetical order. It was the ñJimmyôs Tableò 

. . . and he was joined by divisional officers and the new coxswain, CPO1 

ñDustyò Miller, a misplaced G.I.  

ñAble Seaman Brown!ò, came this air-shattering demand for my 

front and centre presence. ñSir!ò I replied, and taking one pace forward 

and turning aft, marched to the foot of the table and halted at the óHo. I 

stood there trembling, feeling odd that Iôm not to salute, while First 

Lieutenant, LCdr Rod Bays, eyed me up and down. 

ñDefaulter . . .Off. . .Cap!ò the coxswain ordered at the top of his 

lungs, just in case I was up in the forepeak. Nervously, I removed my cap 

and before I even got it down to my side, he began to ramble off the 

charges, not one . . .but three. It took you to the tone of ñAble Seaman . 

. . Kidd! One pace forward . . .skid! Off . . .lid! In that he did . . .ò 

The Jimmy looked up at me again and said very quietly, ñBrown   . . . 

Iôm very surprised at you. I never thought you were the type to be 

involved in something like this. The duty PO clearly required that when 

he returned to the mess on Saturday night that you were to be ñslung and 

turned in.ò You disobeyed that order. What do you have to say for 

yourself?ò Standing rigidly, my eyes looked for an answer and caught a 

glimpse of the óSwain who took a breath and glared at me. ñWell sir! . . 

.Able Seaman Snooks and I just came back aboard that night and . . .we 

were slinging our micks and . . .and . . .when the Duty P.O. came down 

the ladder and . . . and said, Gimme your cards! Youôre not turned in.ò 

The First Lieutenant then conferred with my D.O. and the coxswain for 

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

pronounced, ñI find the accused guilty under section 119 of Q.R.C.N. 

Seven days ñnumber fivesò . . .fourteen days ñnumber sixesò and a fifteen 

dollar fine!ò ñYou bastard!ò I said to myself. The coxswain then barked, 

ñDefaulter . . .On . . .Cap! Right . . .turn! . . .Dis . . . missed! Defaulter 

. . .Report to the Coxswainôs office flat!ò  

I did so with reluctance, to get myself recorded and detailed on muster 

times. Seven daysô No. 5ôs meant extra work and fourteen days No. 6ôs 

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 whittle me down to drawing only $35.00 when it was time to ñtoe 

the line.ò There were eight musters per day whether at sea or alongside. 

The routine was, that you were supplementing the daily duty watches 

with musters for verification and just to make it all a pain in the ass. First 

muster of the day was at 0530 to scrub out the main flats and washplaces 

before everybody turned out at ñWakey! Wakey!ò at 0630. Then youôd 
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muster again at 0730, 1150, 1230 (for extra work), 1630 (for fire drill), 

1900 (clean up for rounds), 2000 (stand by for rounds), and finally at 

2130 before turning in. At the end of the seven days 5ôs, you would just 

make the musters as stoppage of leave, #6ôs. Now all of a sudden you 

became ña targetò for doing stand-ins for other peopleôs duty watches. 

Against the rules however but as time ashore was precious to everyone, 

and being duty every fourth night in harbour, you werenôt being much of 

a messmate by saying no. It was often lucrative though . . .usually in the 

dollar or tot department. Standing 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 . . 

. ñAnybody still on their pins when I get back is in the shit!ò Other guys 

that were involved got hit much harder and I suppose that justice was 

done in that ñthe Jimmyò really knew what was going on. I had been 

introduced to the ñCaptainôs Cloak,ò the catch-all form of punô that finds 

no escape. Three charges huh? Not guilty of two, but how do you escape 

the oleô ñ. . .act, disorder, or neglect to the prejudice and good order 

of naval discipline.ò The 39th Article of War . . . the ñCaptainôs Cloak.ò  

It seemed hard to get away with anything, once the powers-that-be 

had gone to all the trouble in getting out ñQRCNò and determining how 

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 

they still ñgot their man.ò If the navy ever wanted to set an example of 

the consequences for committing 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 while the ship was 

underway. The knife wasnôt issued to cut the bread. The condemned 

culprit had three choices and they all spelt fate . . . drowning, suicide . . . 

or starving to death.  

I respected the navy and all it stood for but I couldnôt ignore what 

sometimes seemed clouded with blind faith. It seemed confusing to me 

that every time I picked up our navyôs ñCrowsnestò magazine for 

instance, I saw the wholesome and prestigious side of the navy. Ships 

were commissioning, the navy was at play. There were regattas, Cocks 

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. 

Sometimes, those things just didnôt jibe with what I was experiencing. 

While as an ode and an abe, one thing was clear . . . You had to pay your 

dues and I knew there was a hump to get across. What I didnôt know was 
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what that hump consisted of or when it would appear. I loved my work, 

I loved going to sea, and I cared for my shipmates while I was sensing 

that blind faith. Some things in the navy just didnôt figure. As a positive 

deterrent though, I 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 instances that confused the flow of leadership and the so-called 

divisional system. There was a mystique here somehow that I was young 

and too inexperienced to understand. From my encounters, some officers 

were a bit like the gods on Mount Parnassus . . . they were different and 

left us alone. Others, and especially the younger ones, I could relate to 

however. There seemed to be an encouraging air about them but they 

werenôt destined to get too familiar with you. Such was the same of the 

Chiefs and POs, being veterans 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 a 

shoulder and called us ñson.ò I was beginning to see that many of the óold 

schoolô were still around and they unfortunately had the greater influence 

upon the navy. They were the captains and senior officers who were a 

product of the old Royal Navy, a product 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 after the outcome of the ñMainguy 

Report,ò there still existed, pockets of draconian-ism both in terms of 

punishment and class consciousness. Had the days of the Royal Navy 

training our leaders still resulted in some of the non-conformists 

remaining as Martinets? One only needs to reflect on óthe Reportô to 

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 WW2. Officers at that time had taken 

their training in Britain and the routines and class distinctions which may 

have served Englandôs ñwooden wallsò for centuries, didnôt sit well with 

the more democratically inclined Canadian sailors.  

When HMCS Ottawa paid off in óthe ninetiesô, a Canflaglant ózingerô 

directed at Atlantic Command in óthe fiftiesô, was found behind a filing 

cabinet . . .and that incidentally, raises the question of the quality of 

numerous refits and even ñscrub-outs,ò through four decades. The text 

illustrates how general paranoia could develop throughout the fleet. This 

ñrocketò was aimed at the whole navy instead of pin-pointing when, 

where and who were the culprits who displayed themselves in such a 
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disgraceful manner. How would a good captain or first-lieutenant react 

to it? How could an admiral who puts etiquette over expectation, do a 

chiefôs job of pickinô people up? How could the admiral be presumptuous 

of his successorôs style . . .or was it that those styles re-emerged from the 

fraternal schooling of the ñwooden wallsò lesson plan? If they did . . . 

stand by for even more heavy rollinô! It read:  

 
1. I HAVE NOTICED NOT WITHOUT DISPLEASURE AN INCREASING TENDENCY ON THE 
PART OF NAVAL PERSONNEL SERVING IN THE HALIFAX AREA TO IGNORE MARKS OF 
RESPECT NORMALLY AFFORDED AN ADMIRAL'S FLAG. COMMANDING OFFICERS OF 
SHIPS AND ESTABLISHMENTS ARE DIRECTED TO BRING THIS OMISSION TO THE 
ATTENTION OF SHIPS COMPANIES.  
2. DURING THE PAST FEW MONTHS I HAVE BROUGHT THIS LAXITY TO THE ATTENTION 
OF SEVERAL OFFENDERS AND I AM SURE MY SUCCESSOR WILL BE AS VIGOROUS AS 
I AGAINST THIS BREACH OF ETIQUETTE.  

 

 

The (Fleet) Royal Guard 

 

The new Queenôs Colour for the Royal Canadian Navy in itsô 50th 

Anniversary was presented to the RCN in 1959. On the 23rd of May in 

the following year, it was to be consecrated and officially escorted to its 

place of honour in HMCS Stadaconaôs wardroom, the ceremony taking 

place earlier on the parade square. In order to do so, a 100-man Royal 

Guard from the fleet was to be assembled and would consist of one or 

two men from over forty ships on the east coast. Bonaventure, having the 

lionôs share of bodies, was to furnish several. 

In the late spring, I felt that a change would do me good and help to 

re-assure myself about the navy. Along with AB Bartô Wainwright, he 

and I volunteered to join the guard as representatives from Micmac. The 

Chief G.I. assigned to train us was a veteran of WW2 and none other than 

C1GI ñDickò Aldhem-White, more popularly known as ñA-Stroke.ò A-

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 frigates 

Etric and Chebogue and was on convoy escorts in the North Atlantic in 

the corvette Arnprior. 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 two-month training period was rigid, but at the same time 

challenging. The objective was that the guard would respond to ócrackô, 

precision-drill through a demonstration of marching and rifle movements 

that would commence from a single order, and continue for 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 line for meals was one of the best. A ñMake and Mendò would 

be awarded once a week, provided that cubicles and the block as a whole 

had met ñFriday Routineò standards of cleanliness. As B block was 

situated at the furthest distance from the main gate overlooking 

Barrington St., we were isolated from the grip of the Regulators and the 

Barrack Control Office. That gave us an air of independence and we 

became untouchable as far as our mentor and disciplinarian ñA-Strokeò 

was concerned.  

The block was our temporary home and today, if I should pause on 

the parking lot at the Fleet Club where it once stood, I think of many of 

the guys in the guard and how special they were. Jim Alleyne, Johnny 

Mellor, John Trainor, Russ Priske, Jim Paris, Bartô, an then a Quebecôer 

named Bob Deane from the Outremont who played a little trumpet, to 

name but a few. My bongo drums were once more re-activated. At the 

pleasure of ñA-Stroke,ò we were turned out at 0530 to double up and 

down the hill to the Gunnery School and back, every morning before 

breakfast. After block clean-up, we were then bound for the drill shed, 

training continually until 1130.  

 

 

ñThis position . . .Ready!ò 

 

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 were to be ñclenched at the first and second 

knuckles.ò By afternoon, the club-swingers took over. In anticipation of 

two solid hours of in-unison calisthenics, the PTIôs insisted that arms 

hands and fingers were to be rigidly outstretched to the limit and in 

duplicating the stance of the instructor as he bellowed: ñThis position . . 

.Ready!ò But seemingly, he had the same mentality as a parade G.I. but 

having spring in his steps just like the duty kangaroo. ñNow you men . . 

. Pay attention!  For the next exercise, I want you to pair up in groups 

of three in one rank. THEN GET IN A STRAIGHT LINE AND 

FORM A CIRCLE .ò  
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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 onlookers began. The slaps of rifle 

movements in unison and gaiter-ed boots crunching upon the chip-stone 

parade square caught all kinds of attention . . .and so did the hollerinô, 

and cussinô, and blindinô of the business at hand, that emitted from the 

vocal cords of our ñA-Stroke.ò ñAwright you fukkinô donkies. Get it 

together. Yaô look like a shower a goddam schoolgirls. Cômon. Keep 

those fukkinô heads up and watch the goddam angle of your rifle 

butts. Iôve never seen a shower like this since my mother took to 

taminô queer fukkinô elephants. Get it together you buncha turkies!ò 

. . .take a breath . . .two-six. Windows from the surrounding buildings 

went slamming shut in similar unison to our day by day increasing-with-

sharpness, rifle movements. Telephones began to ring off the hook at the 

Commanderôs office and óopened-office- windowsô secretaries took to 

their typewriters in laying memos of complaint. The obscenities and 

constant cussing that evolved from the common G.I. to ñencourage usò 

to get it just right, was just too much for innocent and tender ears. Coarse, 

and attention-getting, 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 parade square at the Commanderôs 

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 the Stadô parade square had been face-lifted while 

multitudes of flags were unfurled. There would be no blindinô and cussinô 

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, in 

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 

Stadacona, Shearwater, and Bonaventure. The massed naval bands of 

Stadacona, Shearwater, and Cornwallis were led once again by drum-

major, PO2 ñButchò Bouchard, the quintessential mace-thrower of all 

naval bands. How impressive they looked and would sound on this very 

significant occasion. They would play with 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 ñbadges gold,ò and sized in such a way that 

everybody looked six feet tall. I was brandishing my first ñgold badgeò 

for the first time standing dauntlessly among three and two-badgemen. 

We were all very proud on that warm spring day and not a man-jack 

would make a mistake. Precisely at the order from the Guard Officer . . 

.Roya-a-a-l Gu-u-a-a-rd! . . .HAH -H-H! . . . Shoulda-a-h . . . 

HAWMS!  . . . and then we went for the prescribed order-less fifteen 

minutes, progressing through a myriad of rifle movements, and the firing 

of volleys. Then followed the march past. Unlike the armed battalions 

who did so ñin threes,ò we marched ñin lineò that culminated with the 

ñadvance in review order.ò Not a man lagged in his dressing, nor dared 

blink an eye, or get out of step . . . or else let down the men about you, 

and certainly not the G.I. By the end of the afternoon, we had escorted 

the ñColourò to the wardroom, accompanied by a gift from the Province 

of Nova Scotia. . .of silver drums that were ópiledô for display in the 

foyer. On completion, we were marched to the drill shed to return gear 

where ñA-Strokeò and his staff broke open the free beer, accompanied 

by the inevitable, ñRight you fukkinô lot . . .Yaô did a good job. Well 

done! Now drink yer goddam beer and take a Makersô. Fall in on the 

roadway tomorrow morning at 0900. Donôt be adrift.ò The time was 

now 1445. Whoopee! But ever so proud we were of providing such a 

display. The next day at 09-dubs, we fell in with headaches . . .in uniô, 

and negative webbing. We did our out-routines and re-joined our ships, 

all in hope that we wouldnôt cane a duty watch on the first day back 

aboard.  

 

 

ñCharlie and the Micmacsò 

 

Now back aboard Micmac and in the same year, the captainôs steward 

was drafted ashore and his relief was to become a life-long friend. His 

name was Able Seaman ñCharlieò Husbands whose hometown was 

Halifax. Charlie often used to speak of his father who was a Pullman 

porter on the CN trains between Halifax and Montreal. I 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 I suppose, was destined to 

look after the captain's needs. 
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Charlie had another attribute, and one that I enjoyed very much. He 

played the alto saxophone 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 cooksô & stewardsô mess. Word quickly got around the ship 

that there was some home-made music aboard. Hidden talent is a 

misnomer, for it also didnôt take long for one observer to maintain that 

more richness of tone was required. Enter an AB quartermaster by the 

name of Colin Turvey. Colin was ex-British Merchant Navy and claimed 

to play bass and sing jazz lyrics. That he did, although he wasnôt the 

proud owner of a Kaye 3/4 stand-up 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 

tea-chest. We formed a little jazz 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 

nil and our band carried little baggage. Colinôs stand-up bass became the 

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 steady the chest from 

toppling. When immersed among the low lights of the stage and well 

behind Charlie on the sax, many in the dancing audience werenôt even 

aware of the means by which these professionally sounding tones would 

emit. The bass rhythm came from the chestô made from thin, jungle 

veneer stamped ñProduct of Ceylon,ò key control from a broom handle 

compliments of Fuller Brush, and a suitable length of pusserôs cod line 

donated by the RCN. We became so popular that a name was required. 

We identified with our business address and studios so that the 

Musiciansô Union would divert their protective attention to the First 

Nations Reservations in Nova Scotia in tracking us down. We became 

known as the sweet sounding and versatile trio, ñCharlie and the 

Micmacs.ò  

 

 

A set of Ludwigôs 

 

When we went on to a refit in Saint John Shipyard, the scene changed 

dramatically. In the shipôs idleness, much more time became available 

with one-night stands at the Lily Lake dance hall and playing for mess 

dances at the reserve base Brunswicker. Then, and hoping somebody 
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would put money in the hat at the many workersô clubs around town and 

even in a óstand up sessionô in the open air in the middle of the cityôs 

Kingôs Square. ñThe Micmacsò were getting so popular and in constant 

demand that it was time to at least graduate from the bongos and play on 

a real set of drums. I purchased a set of Ludwigôs, on time of course, from 

Benny Goldsteinôs Music Shop on Charlotte St. . . . about the best you 

could get in 1961. The tea-chest remained as a trademark and Colin 

enjoyed that. Who could fork out the cost of a stand-up bass? 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 

couple of gigs at the Jubilee Boat Club dance on Saturday nights. We 

thought we were pretty good but had to remain elusive 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-

dollar bill wasnôt to be sneezed at.  

Kingôs Square, Saint John N.B. 1961(with the tea-chest) 
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ñBack to sea . . .finallyò 

 

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 

possible pierhead jumps to ships of the 1st and 5th Squadrons that made 

up the assigned Bonnieôs ñA/S Task Force.ò Iroquois and Haida were 

preparing to sail to relieve ships on station. Although Micmac was in the 

3rd Escort Squadron, the need for tribal sailors became a priority. The 

pleasantries of standing by in a refit drew to a miserable end to some of 

the seamen as they were drafted ñon loan,ò to the Task Force Tribals.  

By Christmas, the Cuban threat had been challenged by President 

Kennedy and, the men who got ñpier-headedò returned to Micmac. By 

now, we were preparing for work-ups 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 for ñWintex 62ò in the Caribbean with 

Crescent, Sioux, and Cayuga. 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 Squadron personnel 

who in varying roles, now posed as a Work-Up Staff. Their main task, so 

it seemed, was to make life extremely uncomfortable. Frequently, they 

demanded things that just didnôt make any sense and as a result, really 

got us worked up.  

We were to lay at 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 mick bars. 

ñWakey-wakey-wakey! Double-double-double! Get turned out and 

jump over the side! Quickly! Port side outtaô bounds! Move it you 

bastards!ò In coercion, we all came tumbling out of nice warm micks, 

blankets falling to the deck and everybody jumping into their hanging-

from-clews swimsuits to do just what they insisted upon . . . ñJump over 

the side? Whatda fuk for?ò we wondered as we doubled aft to the óiron 

deckô in bare feet and wiping the sleep from our eyes. When we emerged 

from below and into the dim light of dawn, it sounded like happy hour at 

the Seaway Tavern with all this out-of-unison hollering by an array of 

officers and senior rates who were all barking, ñCômon! Chop-chop! We 

havenôt got all day. Get over the side. Move it!ò Over weôd go, just 

one minute from the time we had all been in a deep sleep. The briny oggin 
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was just over sixty-odd degrees, and as you plunged into this rude 

awakening and finally broke surface with somebody else falling on top 

of you, the reverse was now required. ñCômon you lot! Get up this 

fukkinô scramble net and get to your messes! Hurry! Chop-chop! 

Move it! We ainôt got all day!ò  

The clambering began as the scramble net dug into every square inch 

of greasy, cold feet, the salt water stinging your eyes, and shivering all 

over from the cool, early-morning stiff breezes of windy Grassy Bay 

Bermuda. Back weôd go to the mess, slipping and sliding and stubbing 

toes, only to pour ourselves down into the steamy After Lower where 

every square inch of the deck was now soaking wet and weôre all covered 

in brine. The ñgood newsò was that it started to feel a little warm again, 

and of course the other was that we were on water-rationing and the 

showers were out of bounds. Now get dressed, lash up and stow, and start 

scrubbinô out while drawinô your cold eggs and red lead and cap tallies. 

ñClear the mess and fall in by 0615!ò, loudly declared Eric Harmon, 

the messdeck hookey . . . ñOr Iôll have yaô!ò 

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 shipôs work-up, or why were we ordered to blow soot in broad 

daylight, just after the dibby-dabs finished hosinô down the óuppersô? All 

of this was to make me aware that at some time in the future if I were to 

become a sea-trainer, and if you were going to make life uncomfortable 

for the people you were to train and work-up, 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 we were deemed ñSatisfactoryò at the 

pleasure of Captain ñDò and his minions. We were officially declared an 

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 army jetty was in order for a ñ$3 and $2 short-timeò 

at the good oleô Riviera. The notorious Black Angus night club in the 

opposite direction near the main gate of the USNôs, San Juan Navy base 

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.  

 

 

 

 



 

100 

 

ñA job in the Tropics. . .Maybe????ò 

 

Nearing the end of the three-month trip, we were to paint ship. To do 

so, we headed into this then little-known 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 water-tugs and had a capability 

of receiving coastal freighters one at a time. A few miles away was a 

private airport owned by a Texan entrepreneur whose name was 

naturally, ñTexò McCreary. He was the tour-site developer, and as owner 

of the Grand Bahama Development Co., took great initiative in making 

himself obvious by roaming around the jetty and talking individually to 

everyone who had ventured out onto the jetty during the ñpaint shipò 

period. As it turned out, he was on the lookout for anybody that wasnôt a 

Bahamian and was interested in employment. Good workers were hard 

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 

I was experiencing I still had doubts, 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. I came awfully close to requesting 

release, but for those reasons, Queen and Country remained in first place. 

The burden of scariness had stopped, but I often wonder to this day what 

may been have my plight had I done so.  

Meanwhile, in sweetening his offers, Tex had opened the lounge in 

his private one landing strip airport to the entire shipôs company for a 

private party. He had a beautiful daughter who owned and piloted her 

own single-engine 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 I got on top of the bar to find that my partner was none other 

than the Texan cowgirl daughter, ñMiss Mac.ò We twisted away to the 

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, I 

trundled back aboard with my loot with the intention of giving it to Dad 

when Iôd go on summer leave in Winnipeg. I surrendered the bottle to the 

Officer of the Day at the brow who seemed to acknowledge that this was 

a rare request. His instructions were to mark my name on the label, 

declare it with customs, and I 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, I placed faith in the fact that until that time, it would be safe 

and secure, locked up in the wardroom spirit locker. When the time came, 

I went to retrieve the bottle. It appeared at the brow with a south wind in 

it. Warm and dry! . . . My faith faltered. I became confused again. I am 

so naive? 

 

 

So Unnecessary 

 

During that trip, we were also to go into Philadelphia for a good will 

visit in company with Cayuga. It was a time I shall never forget for 

although the run ashore in the ñcity of brotherly loveò was memorable, it 

also dealt with a grim and successful suicide attempt made by a young 

cook aboard Cayuga. I recall that he had come aboard on the day 

preceding his death, to visit in our mess with a new stoker who was his 

ñtownie.ò He seemed very sad and bewildered about something, 

something about a Dear John letter or the like, but it seemed to me as no 

one elseôs business. It should have been.  

Very early the following morning I was returning aboard with John 

Coleman, a killick stoker, to find that there were shore patrol vehicles 

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 while preparing groceries for the next dayôs 

meals, had hanged himself in Cayugaôs main galley. We later learned 

that because the weather was extremely warm, someone had slung his 

hammock on the uppers, starboard side aft of the extended foôcôsle, just 

outside of the shipôs laundry. The galley was immediately aft at the 

óbreak and down the ladder to the óiron deckô where the cook was 

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 both, the port 

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 through the crack of the two half- doors 

on the starboard side, the witness 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. His 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 himself off from the sitting 

position.  

 

 

ñBrown! . . .Captainôs cabin!ò 

 

It was to be a bittersweet day, fuelling at Dartmouth Imperoil in June 

of that year. I was a badgeman, drew my tot, and felt as though the time 

Iôd spent in Micmac was a complete indoctrination that had made a good 

sailor out of me, enough that I 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 couldnôt have been more than twenty other guys in 

the ship. I had spent a longer time than usual back on the quarterdeck, 

where we had our sit-down 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 be missed. I was ñone tot shithotò already, 

but for every time I took a wet, the level in the mug filled up again.  

Finally, everybody dispersed and I was left alone, sitting on a squid 

mount bedplate wondering in a bit of a confused state of how much more 

gear I had to ram into my kit bags. I mused on what the course would be 

like, I thought of the days I had had in Micmac, and as I looked back, it 

hadnôt been bad at all. I was going to be re-immersed into the rest of the 

navy now and for all of the experiences I had encountered, I felt a 

growing sense of boldness and determination. My feelings and attitude 

toward the navy were restored. Some of the distasteful things Iôd seen 

and endured no longer mattered and the accumulation of ñtime-inò and 

experience in any organization, became a rewarding reality. I was curious 

as to where I would go after course . . . the Bonnie? . . . another tribal? . 

. .a frigate? . . .maybe a óBirdô boat, or even a óSweeper. Cadillac? No 

thanks! I knew Iôd be going back to sea again and that was a dead certô. 

But there was something tugging at me in the worst way and I still 

couldnôt work out what it was.  

After a lot of babbling and trying to get my kit packed and out of the 

mess, I fumbled my way up to the brow on the óiron deckô. The QM and 

Bosônôs mate stood there with a grin on their faces as the QM said, 

ñBrownie! Youôre to report to the skipperôs cabin.ò I froze where I stood, 

thinking that for the first time in my life, I was bouncinô about with a 
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stupid furry grin on my face, trying to get ashore. I thought, ñThe skipper 

must have seen me and now Iôm in the shite.ò  

I left my bags at the brow, squared my lanyard and cap, and tripped 

over the breakwater of the after canopy door as I headed to the Captainôs 

cabin in the main flat. I had never had reason in three years to approach 

the Captainôs door and because of the tizzy I was in, I was a bit ñat sea.ò 

I knocked at the side of the doorway and beyond the drawn curtain, I 

could hear some muted conversation. The curtain drew aside and here 

was Charlie Husbands, the Captainôs Steward. He invited me in and 

ushered me to stand in front of the seated Cdr Stuart. I took off my cap 

and fumbled about trying to act as if I didnôt have any problems.  

ñSit down Able Seaman Brown . . . Now what would you care for?ò 

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, I replied 

guessingly, ñOh! Iôll have a Sh-h-kooner sher!ò Charlie, in his 

immaculate starched stewardôs jacket and bells, brought over a silver tray 

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. I felt 

that through all of our time as friends, it was rather fitting that heôd be 

waiting on me with a huge grin and a sincere gesture that said, ñHere 

Brownie. Iôm gonna miss you!ò 

The Captain went on to remark on how pleased he was with my 

contribution to Micmac and wished me well on the course but ñstay out 

of the rattle.ò Apart from the fact that my jitters had decreased 

considerably by then, I realized I wasn't in the shite after all. I enjoyed 

that beer immensely for many reasons. As a young man in the navy and 

being privileged to sit and have a natter with the skipper in his cabin, I 

again realized that I was regarded . . .as a badgeman and a stoker with 

experience. What also affected me because I was in Charlieôs presence, 

was that our ñbrass rags were to be parted.ò They were and would remain 

that way, for I was to see Charlie only once more in the next thirty-four 

years. At his fatherôs funeral. 
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CHAPTER FOUR 

 

FLEET SCHOOL  

 

(H.M.C.S. Stadacona) 

 

n the day of joining Stad, it was like Cornwallis revisited, but 

with a rigidity that was inconsistent. My draft chit meant that I 

was to join Fleet School and commence course the following 

week after doing an ñINò routine. Duty watches wouldnôt 

commence until the first day of course on the Monday, so that gave me a 

little time to move into A Block, re-qualify in making beds, sleeping in 

them, and then sample the groceries and the routine in the galley. No 

doubt I would have a kit muster, one which I have never forgotten, and 

work manual party painting rocks or do ñskirmish partyò for the 

remainder of the week. To do so, I had to report to the regô office at the 

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 

perks. Besides shipsô companies in refit and guys on course in Fleet 

School, there was this other group of land-locked dandies. . .the barrack 

stanchions. . .the dockyard cavalry. I swear that in the course of three 

years that I had occasion to go by those wickets in the Adminô building, 

the same guard had never changed. They seemed to have owned the 

place. ñBrown card jobs. . .idlers. . .the bastards!ò They worked for the 

MAA who regulated the whole barracks and in the days of hand-written 

draft chits, opportunities for graft and corruption were manifold and 

suspicion was in mind, if not in reality. While most matelots were ñpier-

headedò back to sea perhaps after a week or two of coming ashore, certain 

other individuals seemed to remain in barracks year in and year out. It 

was the cherished dream of any sea-going matelot that these favoured 

few that one day, they be ousted from their snug berth. ñThey were in 

everybodyôs mess, but nobodyôs watch.ò . . . as the expression goes. The 

song said it all (unless they werenôt seasoned enough to know the words) 

and led off with marching cadence by the MAA: 

 

 

ñThe Dockyard Cavalryò 

(to the tune of ñOur Directorò 

 

ñTaking your time from the dockyard clock. . . 

O 



 

105 

 

Tick-tock. . .Tick-tock. January, February. . . 

March you bastards, March!!!ò 

 

ñOh, weôre a shower of bastards, 

Bastards are we. 

We are the navy, the dockyard cavalry. 

 

Oh, weôre a shower of bastards, 

Bastards are we. 

Weôd rather fuck than fight, 

Weôre the dockyard cavalry!ò 

 

 

ñOODôs never say No!ò 

 

To approach the OOD in the window at Stad main gate seemed frugal 

in having to óchop one offô and ask. . . ñPermission to come aboard, sir?ò 

I mean, did you really want to? Behind the windows masked in reflection 

like a two-way mirror were other eyes scanning you 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 

was also dreamin' up some more punô. All of those eyes 

belonged to the same clan, the regulators. . . the 

ñcrushers.ò They had 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 elusiveness.  

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 the requestman's voice. Now, a good stoker 

might march sharply to the window on his way ashore. . .halt . . .turn 

right. . . óchop one offô and site his request as: ñPermission to go out with 

your wife, sir?ò The OOD, with a quick butcherôs up and down of his 

uniô now seeming satisfied, would reply from the read on his lips. . . ñYes 

please. . . carry on!ò, while returning the salute.  

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 intimacy with the OODôs ñother halfò that 
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drew yet another ñYes please!ò If on the other hand, a matelot ñwasnôt 

into cuttinô peopleôs grass,ò he might opt for personal comfort. . . 

ñPermission to fart sir?ò . . .or if heôs unhappy and aggressive. . . 

ñPermission to go inside and thumpyaô sir?ò Through all of these 

requests, it was very evident that, unlike able seamen and killicks, OODôs 

had no practical training in the art and response to the order. . . ñRead my 

lips!ò  

 

     

The gates are guarded 

 

In the early sixties, it is hard to imagine that car parking in Stadacona 

was, ñwherever you wanted to. . .except on the parade square.ò (By the 

nineties, the G.I.s were no longer and the parade square came to serve as 

a central parking lot) The reality was that nobody could afford a vehicle 

and if you could, you had to be senior and drawinô good pay. That's where 

we never came in . . . except for one single killick Hull Mechanic who 

drove a Cadillac convertible. He was reputed to be heavy 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 silent 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 in ósquare rigô could afford it. 

Daytime gate sentries were gangway staffs as detailed by none 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 who would stand ñwatch aboutò at four 

positions at the main gate, RCNH, the wardroom, and the C&POôs gate 

on Barrington St., so-called after ñS Blockò burnt down in 1959. This 

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 

watches. Nobody 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 rosters with our names. 

You would be required to fall in 30 minutes in advance of the watch 

in single file to be inspected (#2ôs with belt and gaiters, negative 

lanyards) and on completion, be marched from the main gate to the first 

position at the RCNH gate. The off-going day sentry would fall in at the 
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rear of the four-man 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 

mind that 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 might stomp by.  

On arrival at the main gate, the new sentry would take up position and 

the four now having been relieved and at the order of the Duty PO, ñDis 

. . .missed!ò . . . doubled away to ñA Block.ò The perks also came to the 

seamen on the duty watches. They were buddies with the crushers and 

always got ñthe main gate.ò They were surrounded with lights, some 

activity, but best of all, could warm up, stay dry and even get a cup of 

kye from the galleyôs night cook. 

There was nothing so cold and enduring in the winter months with 

those long four-hour 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 the biggest see-off, that he wouldnôt even show up at all 

during a downpour or a blizzard. 

 

 

OOD does say ñNo!ò 

 

There is one more account that needs digesting before leaving ñthe 

adventures at the main gate.ò The author had been celebrating his 21st 

birthday on a sunny Saturday afternoon at the Derby Tavern. He was with 

five other stokers including the lofty Halifaxôs ñHarlem Globetrotter,ò 

Frank Rostek. By 1600, the dough was running low and it was time to 

return to Stadacona. In 1962, a new fast food had just hit the streets   . . . 

ñCol. Ernieôs Kentucky Fried Chicken,ò and everybody was raving about 

it. As another birthday gift, Frank suggested a whip óround from the boys 

and bought a huge bucket of chicken. We strolled aimlessly toward Stadô 

up Gottingen St. eating our chicken leaving a trail of bones behind us. 

We arrived near the gate and by now, the chicken had been devoured. I 

placed the empty bucket over my head. . . approached the opened 

window, stood to attention, then asked . . . ñPermission to come aboard, 

sir?ò to which this time, the OOD replied. . . ñWhoever the fuk you are. 

. .Negative!ò ñWell,ò I thought . . . ñHe is human!ò 
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Punchyôs Punô 

 

Joining kit musters took place at the Anti-gas school which today, is 

where the Canex is situated in A Block. The so-called school space 

doubled as the wet canteen during off-working 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/wire chairs, familiar to most as the wet canteen 

furniture, became the desks and chairs for instruction on the topic of gas-

masks and the ñdreaded lergyò during working hours. 

I wrestled my kit bags into the A-G school and was promptly told by 

Petty Officer Quartermaster Nelson, ñPunchyò Webb, to lay out my kit 

on a long table. Punchy had a ruddy complexion that looked like he was 

a goalie for a dart board and had sunk enough rum to float 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 

kit all the way into Stadô for a ómusterô.  

I thought I 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, 

ñBrown!ò ñYou got somebody elseôs sandal, your spare capôs a stokerôs 

shithouse, and you only have three handkerchiefs. (the tea strainer went 

into the Bendix) I oughta run you for theft because the official number 

on the toe of that starboard jesus-boot sure as hell ainôt 46490-H!ò  

I stood there frozen in amazement. Then redder than the cross on the 

white ensign, "Punchy" glared at me and said, ñRight! I want you to go 

to slops and purchase a new pair of sandals, one handkerchief, and 

another cap. Have Stadô cap tallies done up on both yer caps. . .and 

muster out on the parade square at 1300 today with your kit laid out at 

the bottom of the parade square!ò 

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

parade square, and a ñrunningò kit muster commenced. Back and forth I 

responded at the double, to the top of the parade square with one article 

at a time as Punchy went on and on: ñSilks. . .two in number. . 

.Double!ò ñTowels. . .bath. . .two. . .Double!ò Boots. . .pair. . .two. . . 

Double!ò ñShitnicks. . .one pair in use, three pair in hand. . .Double! 

Waddyaô sweatinô for óstokesô?ò And so it went until he allowed me to 

do the last run with two empty kit bags and my Pusserôs blankets around 

my neck in one shot. As I arrived in front of him for the last time, he said, 
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ñBrown! You got lint all over yer collar. . .now buck up! Turn right. . 

.Dis. . . missed!ò 

However, there was always a chance of a static kit muster at Punchyôs, 

at the pleasure of the MAA. Because your tally bow was too far forôd or 

there was a stitch let 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 if youôve got somebody elseôs bits of kit like I did, 

even by mistake as was easy to do when coming ashore. . . stand by for 

heavy rolling!  

 

 

Catholic is best 

 

No one looked forward to Stadacona weekend duty watches. Thatôs 

exactly what it was. ñDuty,ò both days! There was a little bit of perks on 

Sunday mornings. You could lay in for an extra hour and later wind up 

as skirmishing party down at the Chiefs and P.O.ôs Mess. Here you could 

get to work in a semi-social atmosphere where the óchuffs nô puffsô might 

still be engaged from the Saturday night party, and slide you a wet for 

cleaninô up.  

Those Sundays meant church as well. . .mandatory attendance. As we 

know it in most societies throughout Canada, composition of the 

Christian faith has the Protestants out-numbering the RCôs considerably. 

It didnôt take long to find out that the RC Sunday service ran a half an 

hour, down at the tiny Stella Maris Chapel behind the ówreneryô. The 

Commodore and all his minions would certainly attend the Protestant 

service at St.Nicholasôs in front of RCNH. This one ran for nearly ninety 

minutes, and of course was much further away from the 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 declare the ridiculous. . .ñWhen you are 

dismissed. . .RCôs on the right. . . Protestants on the left. . .Senior hands 

take charge. . . Turn right, Dis . . .missed!ò The Pope would have been 

proud. The Commodore, not. 

 

 

Long nights. . .no fires! 

 

As a fire sentry, meant mustering at the fire hall (between ñA Blockò 

galley and the Gunnery School) to get the same old boring lecture from 
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the ho-hum civvy firemen. You had two, four-hour watches to do in 

either ñA Block,ò the Joint Maritime Warfare School, N.D. School, or 

any of the other schools. . .Gunnery, Electrical, and M.T.E. On the 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 watch. You could be detailed to patrol the Seagull Club dance 

on Friday, Saturday or Sunday nights and that wasnôt a bad number to 

end up with. It was difficult when a punch-up broke out though for you 

might have to deal with a winger or somebody that you might have sailed 

with. But at least you got to ride in the patrol wagon and ogle at the 

Seagull dolly-birds. Faye Talbot and her many, many girl friends were 

regulars along with òRosie Guitar,ò well-mimed in vocally cleft disdain 

with ñAll you guys wanna do is  smoke my cigarettes, drink my beer, 

play my guitar and (two words)!ò that describe the ultimate objective of 

spending the night with one of the Seagullôs clientele of hairy bags.  

In contrast, ñshore patrol beatsò were not a popular detail especially 

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 two-thirds. Brown leather 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 north to Stadô maingate and return. Another 

went from the CNR station, north to the dockyard South Gate on Water 

St. and reciprocal. A third, and most gruelling of all was ñNorth to 

Alaska,ò the patrol route that began with a quick peek only in the Seaway 

tavern under the bridge at 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, 

Carpenterôs Hall, the Olympic Gardens, or the Derby, Oasis, or Seahorse 

taverns. At the extreme north end of the route was the Seaway and 

indeed, Mama Camilleôs for beery fish and chips, all destinations 
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junctioned at the popular stopping place at Hattie Brownôs on Lower 

Water at the foot of Cornwallis.  

 

 

It wasnôt boot topping 

 

Often you would see a matelot knocking on Hattieôs door for entry by 

throwing a pebble at an upstairs window, then back out onto the street so 

that she could see who was trying to get in. She 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. To show 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 

preservative that 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 paint carrying 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 at bay. When they finally left, Hattie went to have a shuftee 

at the new d®cor. Humourous panic hit Lower Waterô and she put out an 

appeal for an ñun-paint partyò from customers of a finer reputation. It 

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 that every 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 I say. . .man. He was like a landmark whose shoe leather was 

angled to match the incline of the steep hill at Dukeô. For years he would 

capture anybody getting on or off the trolley with. . . ñGet yer paper thir. 

. .Mail-Thtar thir. Prithe...eight thents. Two thenth back on your dime 
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thir...Mail-thtar thir...thankya thir.ò his last as acknowledgement to 

keeping the two-pennyworth of change.As an aside, he was to become 

rich, weôre told.  

 

 

'A' Block  

 

Up in the block, life was just as unpredictable. The ñHouse of 

Slamminô Doorsò from the numerous cabins on three decks meant scrub 

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 card behind 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 a case of survival, spending your few dollars wisely, staying 

out of the pawn shop, and óthe rattleô.  

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 period, 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, free gangway then ensued. Youôd 

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 to deal with. All this in order to press 

people into the manual party by virtue of extra work when found ñGuilty 

as charged,ò at Block Officerôs defaulters held daily at 1300 in his 

spacious office down at the block entrance. Now you quickly learned 

who the masses 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 ñbirdsò were over some forty minutes later because of the 

large numbers to weigh off, youôd double down to your respective school 

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 left himself wide open more times than enough in proving 
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that among the wardroom crowd, his duties were justified as Block 

Officer that fell under the category of ñshitty little jobs.ò And as that shite 

runs downhill, the calibre also reflected of his wayward staff.  

 

 

Case. . .dismissed! ??? 

 

One day as cabin dodger, I 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 I was 

found guilty and caned three days stoppers with extra work, the next guy 

called forward was Able Seaman Gary Hopkins, a stoker from Huron and 

long-life submarine oppo of mine.  

Hoppy lived in cabin #328, just next door to mine. He too was a duty 

dodger that day and was picked up for scaley windows. They were the 

type that to open, were eased out horizontally from a centre hinge thus 

presenting a 45-degree angle. . . and a place for odds and ends and fag 

ash to rest. The charges stated that ñDirt and debris were sighted on both 

of the cabin windows!ò . . .with definite ñneglect to the prejudice of good 

order and discipline.ò When asked about why this shortcoming was 

totally disregarded in his cleaning responsibilities, Hoppy replied with an 

excuse that made him about the first hairy bag in Canadian naval history 

that ever got ñcase dismissedò at Block Officerôs Defaulters. 

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 in the cabin directly above #328, were throwing things out again 

that landed on his opened windows below. ñThey were always doing that 

sir. I work hard to keep our cabin clean and I'm gettin' fed up with it sir!ò 

was his assured reply. . .and for that, Hoppy was off the hook. 'Manzer 

never stopped to appreciate that three-digit cabin numbers that were 

preceded with a number ñ3,ò signified the cabin as being on not only the 

third deck, but also the top one.  

 

 

ñG.I.ôs!ò 

 

You would go to divisions twice a week and sometimes, not get picked 

up because either they didnôt inspect you or they werenôt bright enough 

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 shit-disturbin,ô dodderinô ole chief that accompanied the 

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 A-Stroke and the Royal Fleet 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 in Cornwallis as a drill instructor. He was grumpy 

with grimace, and an evil bastard. It was once written in Naval 

regulations back when Christ was a killick on the óArkô, concerning the 

properties, office, and duty of a gunner. One thing that always 

enlightened me and explained the doting ways of the G.I. was how his 

desire for óvittlesô amazingly affected his mentality. ñEvery G.I. ought 

to know that it is wholesome for him to drink and eat a little meat 

before he doth discharge any piece of gunnery, but. . . The 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 full!ò  

This then to all stokers, reasoned as to why they were always so 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 he paid the rent for the place. 

Garbed in gaiters, chain and gunnery whistle, and with more hob nails 

and steel on his ñQueenôs bootsò than a newfie teen-aged step dancer, 

would bear down on these back from the fleet and rusty-at-drill matelots. 

He pranced anywhere 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 ordered to fall out 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 ahead, chest out, fingers 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 

were over and we were held back for extra drill. An óengine-roomô killick 

would be selected by the G.I. to take charge. In portraying that G.I., a 

good upstart clanky with booming and timely voice that could 

overwhelm the din of a turbo-fan could be heard in ape with a deafening, 
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ñRIGHT YOU LOT! GET FELL IN THREE THICK!ò Weôd all fall 

in and be brought to the óHoô. In order to get sized, the next wrangy order 

filled the air: ñFALL IN ALPHABETICALLY. . . BY HEIGHT. . . 

NOW!ò Then in ensuring distance as per an armôs length in the front 

rank. ñWITHIN OUTERVA-A-A-LS, BY THE RIG -G-H-HT . . . 

DRESS!ò Now in attempts in turning smartly before marching off, the 

order came, ñMOVE TO THE RIGHT IN THREES. . .RIGHT . . 

.NOW!ò or the other method when in company with other squads from 

the Fleet School. . . ñPA-R-R-ADE. . .MOVE TO THE RIGHT. . .IN 

A COLUMN OF SMOKE. . .POOF!ò G.I.ôs never listened to the 

words. . .just the thunder and timing.  

 

 

Divisions 

 

There were times too, when a few wags werenôt ready for divisions 

for a lot of reasons, one chiefly that uniform or items thereon werenôt up 

to snuff or they couldnôt raise enough tin for a haircut. For certain, theyôd 

be paying a fine and runnin' #5ôs if they got nailed. Theyôd take a chance 

at not being missed in the shuffle on the parade square, so now the 

problem arose as to where to hide until Ceremonial Divisions had 

secured. Anybody seen that hadnôt had a ñday job,ò immediately got 

queried as to why he wasnôt out there on the parade square, so it 

behooved the eluder to be as cunning as his mettle would provide.  

A favourite spot was to hide in the underground maintenance tunnels 

that mysteriously exist somewhere in Stadacona. If 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 

werenôt large, but by sliding your hung-up clobber to one side, you could 

park yourself onto the fixed chest of drawers until the ñdog and pony 

showò rounds party had come and gone. What AB Winston French 

mistakenly managed 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 cabin, one of itsô dozies spotted a blue 

haze streaming through the sunlit cabin emitting from the one-inch vent 

holes at the top of a personal locker. Winstyô got a bundle for that one 

but the mystery remained as to how he locked himself in there. ñBirdyò 

Gayton, his good friend and ever-smiling key-keeper, was tsk-tsk-tsking 

for a week.  
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óToe-the-lineô 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 yore, the ñBursarò (the treasurer) had the freedom of the purse 

strings. He soon became known as the ñPurserò and sailors would 

ñmuster by the open listò for their pay. It was the method whereby every 

man reported as to who he was, and what he was being paid for. On the 

lower deck, slang entered that described the rewarding event as ñwhite 

line dayò for which he ñtoed the lineò and identified himself and 

recounted his duties to draw his pay. In Stadacona, some three hundred 

years later in 1962, we still had ñwhite line day,ò but with a little bit of 

modification.  

On days before payday, anxieties, or depression as was often the case, 

would escalate through witness to the ñAcquittance Rollò that was posted 

on the notice board in A Block for all to see. . . noting that everybody 

including people you didnôt know, your jenny-wren girlfriend, the D.O., 

the loan sharks, and the bill collectors, were all now ñup to snuffò with 

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 

ñXX,ò meaning no pay this time. . .just two kisses from the Queen.  

After Friday Ceremonialôs, we broke off and headed for the drill shed, 

where of course a white line runs the length at the head of the parade 

deck. The pay-bobs would be distanced at portable tables in ten sections 

of Aôs to Dôs, Eôs to Hôs, etc. You would fall in in appropriate single 

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 table, off cap, and place it on the table. Upon 

your cap you would display your ID card and on stuffy days, the station 

card as well, announcing, ñBrown, D.H. 46490-H. Permission to get paid 

Sir?ò Well times had changed. No longer did you have to tell them what 

you did or didnôt do, and as long as they were convinced, an ID card, a 

station card and your own attestation was finally, proof enough to induce 

the pay-bob. He would then lay down those hard-earned few bills upon 

your cap. You then signed for it. ñThank-yousò were not required. ñAny 

drips. . .see your D.O.! Our sums are correct. Next man. . .Brown. . . 

initials E.L., Front and centre!ò 
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óAô Galley 

 

Down in the galley, things were somewhat better from the ones in 

Cornwallis. At least it wasnôt built of wood. There must have been 

seating for three hundred matelots and the clatter of aluminum trays and 

the appetite-destroying stench of scullery steam and dish 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 the still warm tray melting the ice cream in the duff 

partition made it all look like a techni-coloured 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 married 

hand who got booted out by the oleô girl and happened to know the card 

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. Naturally, the killicks went to the front of the 

line and that we didnôt mind for one day, we would also be killicks and 

could look forward to that big perk. What didnôt go down well though is 

that the WRENS, regardless of their juniority, all went to the head of the 

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 to eat it before at ñOut-Pipesò at 1310, and ñHands Fall Inò 

at M.T.E.? 

 

 

The Club 

 

Behind the walls of the steam-line servery, you could hear the chatter, 

noise, and clatter of pots and pans while cooks squared-away from the 

noon-day rush. Anyone who wasnôt a cook would ever ask questions 

about, or penetrate the rear depths of where the food came from. Well, 

there seemed to be a few influential people. . .who belonged to the 

clandestine ñMillionairesô Club.ò Whether if it was cash in your pocket 

or just a naval influence, the buzz had it that behind those shrouded walls 

was a gentlemenôs social club. It sported an atmosphere complete with 

table service, wine, and even a sherry before, and a liqueur or glass of 

port after, a four-course dinner. Who were the particular members we 

would never know and further, you wouldnôt ask. It was a classic case of 

keeping your place. Many a cook and steward got TG 2 and later, their 
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OJTôs signed off by working at óAô Galley using live guests as their 

training aids. They never received a standard ten percent tip. . .just a 

hearty well done and ñYou did a helluva good job there, me lad!ò Burp!  

 

 

Jennyôs Jello Hair-do 

 

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 their head-of-

the-line 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 ñwrens onlyò tables. He had been turned to down in the boat 

and carried that wonderful odour of pure ñeau de diesel,ò added his 

lagginô and steaminô boots were well oiled too. The hum caught the 

attention of a dining wren who was very quick to complain aloud: ñI wish 

you people would wash and change clothes before you come up here to 

eat!ò  

The stoker came to a grinding halt and peered down at his tray-load 

of scran that included a duff bowl full of lime jelly and whipped cream. 

He very carefully lifted the bowl from his tray and inverted it, ñWop!ò. . 

.right on top of  the brazen jenny wrenôs head. Quickly, one matelot cried, 

ñHey Medusa. . .take yer cap off in the cafeteria!ò The stoker then 

continued on his way with a suttle grin as the entire galley of matelots 

were in hysterics. The stoker was never traced and by next day, a 

cordoned off area was erected consisting of brass stanchions and 

upholstered cordage that doubly-segregated 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 this new-found duty.  

 

 

ñThe Binò 

 

During the days when ñThe Binò (Stadacona wet canteen) was 

fledgling, the lads would gather from both the surface fleet as well as the 

ñWe come uncleans.ò The Bin (todayôs Canex) was situated under Popôs 

pool room and doubled for ñPunchyôsò kit-musters during working 

hours. As a wet canteen, there was impromptu evenings when it was 

announced at the shrill of the bosônôs call: ñDôya hear there! There will 
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be a nickle-nite in the wet canteen at 1800. . .until the barrelôs dry!ò 

This was done well after the married hands had gone home from Stad for 

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 

written, ñNO BROWNBAGGERS ALLOWEDò indicative of their 

lunchtime conveyance for homemade sandwiches. But somehow the 

buzz got round and there would always be a dozen of these letchers 

charging through the door with their tongues hanginô out and a dollar in 

hand that would get you a tray-load of ñnickle draft.ò  

Submariners, in the meantime and usually on Sundays, would begin 

with a sodôs opera led by Rodney Smith, the killick ñscratcherôs dickyò 

from Alderney, who I 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 extending greasy hair cared for with 

Brylcreem and shale oil smelling nothing like ñforty-seven-eleven.ò He 

was slight, round shouldered, and very much a typical submariner. He 

was always garbed for The Bin in a long-tailed coat and carnation, a top 

hat, and a walking stick and would boldly declare that he was the other 

ñSmith brotherò . . . as depicted on the cough drop box. He portrayed to 

a tee, a ñworking manôs-Fred Astaireò except for his fouled óskers and 

gallopinô dandruff. 

On those Sundays, The Bin was the only place in Halifax where a 

matelot could get a wet, apart from Hattie Brownôs, a hotel restaurant, or 

Hum Mowôs. At Humôs, if you spiced your request for ñspecialò Chinese 

tea, it would arrive with your chinkey-nosh encased in a sweat laden 

teapot topped off with ñrum and coke with the upper lid shut.ò 

 

 

The Foreign Legionnaires 

 

One early grey afternoon when The Bin closed, a uniformed bunch 

from Alderney decided to play Foreign Legionnaires. They went into the 

heads, tore off strips of toilet tissue and tucked them in dangling from the 

backs of their caps. Stadacona parade square to the G.I.ôs, was hallowed 

ground and dare anyone to encroach the square unless in an organized 

party. . .even on a Sunday. These legionnaires felt they were very well 

organized so therefore fell in with a plan to smartly march down to óCô 

block, (SM6 J.R.ôs accommodation block) where the Fleet Club stands 

today.  
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Meanwhile, the OOD at the main gate heard orders being barked on 

this normally quiet Sunday afternoon and quickly left the offices to 

investigate this unscheduled activity. As he approached the squad with 

his duty crusher, he demanded that the killick foreign legionnaire in 

charge of this motley shower, march them to the main gate. The killick 

replied with a ñOui, monsieur!ò . . .squad and chopped one off, which 

further aggravated the OOD. He then ordered the squad, ñSQUAD. . 

.squad. . . Flee!ò and everybody shot off in every direction with their 

makeshift legionnaire hats flappinô in the breeze. Of the group of over a 

dozen, two got apprehended and were briskly escorted to the main gate.  

About a half-hour later in his office, the OODôs telephone rang. The 

posh speaking voice on the calling end identified himself as the ñFirst 

Lieutenant, HMS/m Alderney,ò and went on 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 

spotless #2ôs, negative hatflaps, with scrounged-up belts, gaiters, and NP 

wrist bands. In a very serious and forthright manner, they accepted 

custody of the prisoners.  

Alderneyôs First Lieutenant never knew of the incident until the boat 

arrived back in the YewKay and everybody except the main gate staff 

can only guess to this day that the voice on the phone was the ñkillick 

foreign legionnaire.ò  

 

 

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 out and eat 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 

special tea at Hum Mowôs, other options might include the restaurant at 

the Acadian Hotel on Hollis St. Beer was forty-five cents a quart but only 

if it was accompanied with the purchase of food. In 1953, Eddy DôOrsay 

was a one-badged AB gunner aboard the Maggie. He recalls that the 
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cheapest item on the menu was a cheese sandwich for 25 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 while the cheese within it was showing beads of sweat 

now equalized to room tempô.  

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 trio. He was U.A. which meant that he 

couldnôt buy a beer. So, while staring at the sandwich, he propped his 

elbows up onto the table and decided to yomp it. He was starvinô. Then 

the group quickly got upset as the waitress appeared, re-affirming, ñIf 

you want beer, you gotta buy food too!ò The problem arose now that by 

ordering up a replacement cheese sandwich, theyôd be two-bits short on 

buying another quart.  

 

 

Meanwhile, back at the School... 

 

The T.G.2 course was passing in such a way that I 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 off hours on weekends, trips way out to the radar 

station, RCAF Beaverbank, were certainly in order. Many of the WDôs 

out there sure liked our presence and if one or two of the guys had a car, 

we were on our way. Al ñSunnyò Sunstrum had an old 51 Chevô that 

didnôt work right. Because there was a problem with first gear, reverse 

gear was on the same flywheel so he reasoned, which meant that anytime 

we had to go ñastern,ò we all jumped out and push the car backwards.  

One night, Sunny went out to the Bedford Legion on his own and 

something else broke down on his old Chevô. He was scheduled to go on 

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 

us got into a nicer, newer, ó56 Ford owned by locker-smokinô Winston 

French who was also on leave and left the keys with me. We drove out 

to Beaverbank in it, just knowing that Winstyô wouldnôt mind, but on the 

way, quickly realized we were getting low on gas. Dan Dailey, a Hull 

Mechanic who was related to Sunny, was with us and knew that the car 

was in the Legionôs gravel parking lot. As it was on the way to 

Beaverbank, the Chevô just had to have gas in it, so we stopped to take 
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on fuel. We were all dressed up in suits and ties and eagerly, I crawled 

under the car with a wrench and jerry can to drain the gas tank. As it was 

getting dark, it wasnôt going to be easy to disconnect the drain plug from 

the tank and aim the gas into the jerry can. By feeling my way about 

however, I managed to get the fuel flowing into the tank but some of it 

trickled into my sleeve. One of the guys offered, ñCan you see alright 

under there Buster? Here, Iôll give you some light!ò Expecting the ray of 

a flashlight or something, I replied, ñYeah! Okay! Thatôll help!ò 

Suddenly, the ñor somethingò light appeared as a soft, flickering glow 

and then grew brighter as I turned my head to see somebody's hand 

holding a flaming Zippo lighter just starting to come under the rear 

bumper. ñGet that goddam thing outta here!ò I cried, as I started to squirm 

out from under the car. I got out and darted away to safety as flames shot 

up everywhere and the car was, ñHey presto!ò In a state of incandescence.  

The car was engulfed as the fire department shortly arrived. Dan, 

being the fast-talker he was, didnôt take long in convincing the fire chief 

that everything was under control, he was the driver, the owner was his 

brother-in-law, everything was just fine, and the fire truck could go home 

now that the fire was out, and saying ñThank you for all the help!ò 

Whew!  

As Sunny returned from leave, he asked Dan if heôd been out to the 

Legion to see if the car was alright. He said, ñOh yeah. I was out there 

the other night, and sheôs right where you parked her! She hasnôt moved 

an inch, and you wonôt have to worry about first and reverse gears 

anymore!ò Sunny, thinking that Dan had turned to on the car was chuffed, 

and went out there on the thumb returning later. With a smile, he wanted 

to know why the steering wheel was made of wire, how come the tires, 

windows, and seats were gone, and who did the rusty, rustic paint job on 

his pride and joy. 

It was times like this though that made me feel good about matelots, 

their sensitivity and their often-weird senses of humour that was rare in 

any other society. My mind began to wander onto other challenges 

feeling the security of being ñlocked upò in the navy, of good friendship, 

and the uniqueness of the life as a whole. I had met a few submariners 

who returned for trades coursing from the YewKay and was inspired 

about their uniqueness too, and isolation, however still belonging to the 

RCN. Equally, I admired the RN submariners for their camaraderie and 

humour, and their mystical independence. There was a calling within me 

to want to give it a 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 not back in 

Halifax. That would be automatic if I didnôt like it. It would only last for 

two and a half years and I could opt to return to general service. In 1962, 

I submitted a request form. It read:  

 

 

ñPermission to be considered for service in submarines?ò 

 

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 to an end. 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 

stokersô bane, unlike writers, jack-dusties, some seamen and the like, 

who might end up with jobs 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 even that was a 

variable in many cases. . .thatôs where some ought, and most wanted to 

be. Senior (E)ôs and Chief ERAôs would call it experience.  

As the chief instructor was divvying out the numbers, there was a 

knock on the classroom door and in sauntered my former Chief ERA, 

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

of legal-size forms held sideways, which was a close bet that the ñdraft 

chitsò were in. He looked at the instructor with that familiar smirk on his 

face and said, ñIôve got some news here for everybody!ò He then turned 

his gaze upon the class and claimed, ñAfter Iôm finished with you and the 

instructor lets you go for the day, report to the Regô Office, get your draft 

chits and start doing your ñOUTò routines. I want óem done by tomorrow 

morning at 1100. Be here in the classroom! Any queries...? Good!ò he 

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 were all sorts of things on peoplesô minds but surely 

wouldn't the queries start after you knew. That would make pure sense, 

but not the case in Stadacona in those times.  

 ñRight!ò, the chief barked with his continuing smirk. Pay attention, 

and as I call out your name, come up and get your chit. ñDay! 

Bonaventure. . .Couvell! La Hulloise . . . Rostek! Gatineau. . . Gagnon! 
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Fort Erie. . .Brown! sputter, sputter, with a bigger smirk, . . .submarines. 

. .report to RCN Depot as soon as Iôm done here and ask for Chief Pollock 

the quartermaster. . .Emery, Sioux!ò . . . and so it went.  

Excited chatter began as a result of the good or bad news for which 

every sea draft had varying affect. ñWhoôs on there that I know...whoôs 

the skipper, or the jimmy, or at best, whoôs the Chief ERA?? The 

machinery, whereôs the ship headinô. . .when does she sail. . .is she going 

into refit or just cominô out to do work ups?ò 

In the navy, all of these factors are the turnstiles of satisfaction or 

discontent. There was no dickering about swappinô drafts, or saying no, 

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 I suppose, no matter where you were or 

what you did, everything hinged on running from Halifax.  

Meanwhile, I was in a split mind. My classmates looked at me and 

tried to get a signal. Were they envious, were they chucklinô, were they 

glad that I was and they werenôt? How about me? I was not too sure of 

how to react. I was leaving the RCN so it felt, and in a way that was 

somehow comforting but one of wondering if Iôd done the right thing. 

My next time at sea would be in a submarine . . .in another navy, and all 

of the things that people said in the preceding months began to haunt me. 

ñYouôve gotta be out of your mind!ò had said Chief Lindsay on the day 

I submitted the request . . .or from some guy in the galley . . .ò What the 

hell do you wanna go boats for? Yaô donôt wash for weeks, itôs hot, it 

stinks, youôre at sea forever, yaô never see daylight, and by the way. . . 

donôt come near me anymore. . .Youôre gonna smell real choice!ò 

Off I went in two lanes of anxiety to RCN Depot on the third deck of 

the Gunnery School. When I arrived, I quickly noticed that the 

atmosphere of these offices was none like anything I had witnessed in 

M.T.E. There was an air of quietness and efficiency with only a few 

people who seemed contentedly busy. A killick in 2Aôs noticed me and 

came toward the reception desk. ñYeah . . .whatôs up sunshine?ò he 

asked. ñIôm here to see Chief Pollock. Am I at the right place?ò The 

killick sized me up and saw my G.C. and red stokerôs badge and said . . . 

ñOh yeah . . . you must be AB Brown goinô in boats?ò I nodded and he 

said . . . ñFollow me this way!ò 

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 

the killick. ñThis is Able Seaman Brown chief. Just finished T.G.2 at 

M.T.E. Heôs the one goinô boats.ò ñAh yes!ò the chief said. ñHow do yaô 
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do Brown? Are you all ready for this?ò ñóGesso chief!ò I replied. ñGood! 

In that case you can get on with your processing routine. I want you to 

get a medical, do the ñpot," and then report to the P.S.O. for a mental test. 

Youôve got three days starting this afternoon so in the meantime, report 

to the manual party P.O. and work for him the rest of the morning.ò I 

thought . . . ñMental test?ò  

Off I went and quickly I 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 years to come.  

I did as the Chief said, and there was only a week to get ready to leave 

Stad. There was something else I had to consider and that was what to do 

with my drums. I didnôt want to give them up in thinking that thereôd be 

plenty of opportunity to play them in the YewKay. I got them packed and 

shipped from NSD in the dockyard. They would go overseas aboard 

Furness-Withyôs M.V. Manchester as military drums to Liverpool and 

then to HMS Dolphin some six weeks later. The price for that meant 

scrounging enough for a mickey of rum and because there were several 

pieces, I held onto the side drum that when in its canvas, looked like a 

smalley kit bag.  

Doing the pot test was the ñyes/noò factor in determining if your 

listening appliances were capable of withstanding fluctuating ambient air 

pressures. It was at the French Cable Wharf in Dartmouth where HMCS 

Granby (the now engineless, go-nowhere Bangor óSweeper converted to 

a diving platform) was secured. Being wintertime, I can remember 

entering the pot with a P1MA who didnôt waste any time in getting down 

to 100 ft. It was the first time I 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 high-pitched Mickey Mouse voice, that everything was alright 

and my eardrums hadnôt pierced. What puzzled me was how did he know, 

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 cloud of fog filled the chamber and as I 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. I began to walk up the hill, my 

greatcoat emitting enough steam to roll a Parsonôs geared turbine as the 

P1 scablifter shouted from the distance . . . ñGood luck Brown!ò 

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 ñtiffyò is a complete misinterpretation that many sailors today, 
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wrongly associate with as singling out a person from the Med A branch. 

When the RCN had them, technical apprentices were ñartificersò and 

were regarded as the navyôs lower deck highly-skilled technical 

capability. Hence, they were dubbed as ñtiffies.ò It didnôt take long to 

have a little fun, so Jack quickly labelled the sick berth attendants and 

medical assistants as tiffies too. As included technicians and now 

recognized as ñsick-bay tiffies,ò they assisted and oversaw on the 

maintenance of peoples' anatomies, the proficient issue of  french-safes, 

aspirins, and band-aids, adroitly running short-arms inspections 

whenever the Squadron M.O. said so, and were relegated to within a 

fifteen-thouô tolerance only, when administering stitches to hung-over 

matelots after a punch up. 

The next day, I did the P.S.O., so-called Mental Test and was 

mystified at some of the questions and demands. ñDo door knobs attract 

you?ò or ñDo you prefer ground glass, or coarse sugar in your cereal?ò 

Replies came back from the examining officer whose conclusions cited 

that ñI didnôt mind shining brightworkò and that ñI wasnôt a fussy eater." 

Then I was instructed to ñDraw an example of a human being.ò, followed 

by ñNow do one of the opposite sex.ò In my amateur sketch qualities, I 

produced an image of a guy in a suit and tie, smoking a pipe. In capturing 

an impression of the fairer gender, I drew a very tantalizing young lady 

in a bathing suit. The rationale on this exercise concluded that: ñA/B 

Brown is conservative, but shows a tendency in preferring males!ò I 

suppose the assessor came to that conclusion because I chose to draw one 

first. Then written in red pencil at the bottom of the second sketch, was 

the observation: ñMan displays tendency to be oversexed!ò  

So, before the journey to the YewKay begins and as the barracks, fleet 

school, parade square and roadways of HMCS Stadacona are now fresh 

in the mind of the reader . . .it is timely in recalling of another departure 

from Stadô. In just a few months after I 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 near non-entity within the 

skimmer fleet. During the night on the 27th of February 1959, the Chiefsô 
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and Petty Officersô Mess in Stadacona, informally referred to as ñSò 

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, Able Seaman Raymond ñTopsyò Turner. Many records, 

memorabilia, and personal belongings went up in smoke but had it not 

been for the sharp awareness of good ole ñTopsy,ò results would have 

been more catastrophic. So the homeless, barrack-stanchion inmates 

were now consigned to ñFò Block, a decrepit old WW2 structure down 

the hill in Stadacona toward 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 construction of a new mess that faced onto 

Barrington Street immediately adjacent to ñFò Block, it too overlooking 

H.M.C. Dockyard. Conforming to tradition, a shovel was implemented 

in the ñTurning of the first sod.ò and Commodore M.A. Medland, RCN 

Barracks HMCS Stadacona was 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 

Commodoreôs garden work. And so that this little piece of history could 

be regarded and paid tribute to for the new buildingôs lifetime, the shovel 

was exhibited as an on-display symbol of the Commodoreôs act at the 

foyer of the once-completed mess. As otherwise discernible mess 

members came and went by the trophy case, no one 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 

authority to Decide and Declare, ñYes please. I certainly believe thereôs 

a need. Let them have a new mess!ò  

 

 

Part 1. . .the cunning of Andy Maclean and his mates 

 

In April of 1963 and by then, there were a few mess attendees who 

thought that the shovel did bear significance. 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 

was worth absconding with. The coxswain of the Royal Navyôs H.M. 

Submarine Alderney was 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 thirty years. The story 

was to begin.  

Alderney was based on the Halifax Station of the 6th Submarine 

Squadron and after a successful and lengthy exchange programme with 

the RCNôs Atlantic Command, she was ultimately destined to return to 

the YewKay for major refit. As Coxswain Maclean and some of his 

messmates were waiting for motor transport to the dockyard to board the 

submarine, they elusively ónickedô the shovel. Following good 

submarine tradition and oft-deviousness of the like, it was an appropriate 

thing to do. 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, someone on Alderneyôs 

bridge began boldly waving what appeared to look like . . .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 . . . ashore in Dolphinôs Chiefs 'Mess. In 

complimenting the inscription for Commodore Medlandôs 

accomplishment, a surmounting brass tally bore the inscription:  

 

òMisappropriated by the sods of 

HMS/m Alderney, 10 April 1963ó 
 

The lark had started! Later in the year, HMCS Athabaskan would visit 

Portsmouth, England where vengeance would ensue. Aboard the east-

bound tribal class destroyer was Chief G.I. ñBudò Flanagan who had a 

personal interest in the shovel as his recent job ashore was 1st exec on the 

Stadô mess committee during the Alderney pinch. Accompanied by the 

Buffer, Petty Officer Sid McNevin, they went on their mission. Bud 

Flanagan recalls: ñI had no help from within, but I picked up that it was 

in the Chiefsô Mess in HMS Dolphin, the submarine base across the 

harbour from Portsmouthôs H.M. Dockyard. I took the buffer with me 

and both in uniform, we headed for ñKingôs Stepsò in the dockyard where 

the Admiralôs barge was berthed. I then convinced the coxswain that we 

had to get to Dolphin for an important conference. He then agreed to ferry 

us across to Dolphin pierhead. We arrived about 1400 and inquired where 

the mess was from the ópierhead Quartermasterô. Off Sid and I went to 
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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 I used a sixpenny 

coin as a screw-driver 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 be much 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 local press but 

instead we quickly repaired back to the ship and I locked it up in óBô gun 

support. At 0900 the next morning, I heard this shattering pipe: ñChief 

G.I. and Chief Bosônôs Mate. . . Lay aft. . .Report to the Captainôs Day 

Cabin.ò Our CO was Cdr Peter Hinton and 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, 

ñYou two get back into my cabin now!ò He then gave us the riot act and 

a ósupreme blast aô shitô for not knowing better. Then he shook our hands 

and invited us to sit down and join him for a wet. By the time we sailed, 

a couple of attempts had been made from the Dolphin Chiefsô Mess to 

re-acquire it but they failed. On the way out of harbour, the C.O. had the 

shovel hoisted at the óyard, as we were to do when we entered Halifax 

Harbour at the end of the trip.ò 

The shovel had been successfully retrieved and a third inscription 

was tacked on. It read: 

 

òRe- appropriated by HMCS Athabaskan DDE 219."  

òRe- appropriated by the sods of Atha - bee,  

17 October, 1963."  
 

On arrival in Halifax, Athabaskan secured at Jetty 5 also the berthing 

jetty for SM6 submarines. Some days later, a ceremony took place that 

would see a joint marching contingent being formed on the jetty by none 

other than Chief G.I. Flanagan who had also pre-arranged a shovel-

reception with the Stadacona C&POôs Mess President at the mess. The 

recovered trophy was chained and padlocked to PO George Carrickôs 

wrist, he, armed-escorted by two other petty officers with FNôs, at the 

óshoulderô. Following the escort party was the entire complement of 

Athabaskanôs Chief and Petty Officers who had mustered a bunch of 

noisy, clanging mess traps to provide march-music. Behind them, were 
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two uniformed submarine chiefs who in an upright position, each 

supporting a boat hook mysteriously acquired from the R.C.N.ôs 

Admiralôs barge which lay at the inner camber to Jetty Five. Straddled 

between the boat hooks was a ñjolly rogerò flag, symbolic of the 

submarine service. Following the colour party were the senior rates of 

H.M.S/m Auriga, the boat that had since relieved Alderney on station.  

The parade moved off and up the dockyard roadway exiting through 

North Gate onto Barrington 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 the Stadacona mess. On arrival, the 

steps leading into the mess were seen to be lined with uniformed mess 

members sporting plastic shovels at the óslopeô. This line, of minds 

renewed with closer attention to safeguard, led well into the mess to 

where the shovel would be returned to a new and better-secured display 

cabinet now re-located deep into the mess 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/m Auriga, 

Commander Hinton, C.O. HMCS Athabaskan, Danny Cram, mess 

president C&POôs mess HMCS Stadacona, and a large shower of mess 

members. Cdr Johnston stowed the shovel. All Canadians present 

applauded with cheer while the Britô submariners booed and hissed. The 

bar was opened and stayed that way till very late and into the night and 

early morning. Bud recounted later: ñUnfortunately, and although I 

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 the Halifax 

City Police, but I failed to on both accounts. So I got another blast . . . 

then followed by another wet.ò  

The fourth inscription on the shovel was then tattooed with the 

acclamation: 

 

òReturned to proper owners and stowageó 

òIndians of Stadó 

òStowed by Cdr Johnston, 8 November 1963."  
 

In anticipation of Aurigaôs departure to YewKay nearly a year later, a 

replica shovel was then resurrected to divert attention. It didnôt. They got 

away with the real one and as it arrived back in Dolphin, it was carted 

back up to the Chiefsô mess once more. This time, it was secured on 

display in such a way that security at Fort Knox was childôs play 
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compared to what a would-be thief in the Dolphin ñwetsò was now 

confronted with. The fifth inscription on the shovel was to read: 

 

òRe- misappropriated 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 another navy whoôs scheming ways were also 

successful. The next stop 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 the Meredies Pacificum for over ten years.  

Many ñAussiesò infiltrated Dolphin in the mid-sixties concluding that 

Oz submariners removed it from Dolphin to HMAS Penguin in Sydney 

but failed to inscribe of their feat. As it arrived down under, the shovel was 

then displayed on the bulkhead of the Junior Ratesô wet canteen in Penguin 

barracks which indicated that the appropriators had somehow ódone one 

overô by gaining entry to the Chiefôs Mess in HMS Dolphin to make the 

pinch.  

There it remained for nearly a year as home to the R.N.ôs 4th 

Submarine Squadron. Above it, was some kind of a foolish crayon 

drawing of two very pleased and happy ducks, with the caption, ñFLY 

UNITED.ò Was this an indication that the spade had been shipped south 

via air-mail?  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 are not 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 HMAS Platypus but ñtheyò too, never attached a 

message of the accomplishment. The next recorded theft was from 

H.M.A.S. Platypus to YewKay in 1969. It read: 

 

09 Jan 1969  

òNicked from the dinks of Platypus by the 

pomms of spare crew and Trump. R.I.P.ó 
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And to this point having now projected well into time, the visit to Part 

2 of the world-wide travels and adventures of the shovel shall continue 

later as much more evolves.   
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CHAPTER FIVE  

 

SUBMARINES - A GODLY PURPOSE 

 

 
 

òLike the destroyer, the submarine 

has created its own type of officer  

and man with languages and traditions  

apart from the rest of the service,  

and yet at the heart unchangingly of  

the Service.ó 

 

Rudyard Kipling  

(The Fringes of the Fleet, 1915)  
 

 flew overseas from Trenton in an RCAF ñYukonò transport, but had 

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

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

in the early sixties, the trans-Atlantic liners were dwindling to the big 

ones only, like the Queensô and the United States. We arrived in Marville, 

France, the RCAF fighter base, to find out that the C-119 óboxcarô to 

RCAF Langar, Nottinghamshire, wouldnôt depart until the next day. I 

went over to the ñA/Côs messò where a big party was on and being in my 

sailorôs warsuit, the drinks were buckshee. One of the ramp crew got to 

tell me that there was an RAF ñDakotaò getting ready to leave for 

Lyneham, to the west of London, and if I was anxious to get to YewKay 

I should go out and ask if I could get a flip. The A/C took me out onto 

the ramp where the Dakô was and introduced me to the flight steward. 

ñFlight steward?ò I thought . . .suddenly realizing that this was a V.I.P. 

flight, I said, ñAny chance of going over with you?ò The steward said, 

ñCan you sweep floors and make tea?ò I didnôt say no to that opportunity 

because it would put me in the south of England much earlier than 

planned.  

I 
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We took off and I wished I had that ñhanky to strain the teaò as I 

discovered that ópigeonsô used tea bags and my scissors were in my 

housewife. ñOnly in England you say. . .pity Canada and the RCN for 

still using loose orange pekoe!ò After a very short while, we landed at 

Lynham. The broom was worn out and all the tea got scuppered. It was 

now time to get a train to London.  

 

 

Remembering ñhowò 

 

Waiting on the platform at nearby Swindon in Wiltshire, the 

excitement of being in England again was overwhelming. It seemed like 

ages ago that I had left 'ole blighty', and I was anxious to see if I could 

find my way back to 18 Belmont Grove in Chiswick. I got off the train 

in Paddington Station and took a tube. All you had to do was remember 

what colour the óLine was and what direction to go. Green for District 

Line and Ealing Broadway or Richmond on the front of the train told of 

its westbound destination. At Turnham Green, I got off and the 

familiarities of urban London flooded me in memories. The clickety-

clack and the dynamo whir of the óDistrictô departing in the cool misty 

evening air. The smell of malt vinegar, fish and chips and guiness wafting 

abouté the sound and diesel-y odour of the #55 double-decker heading 

to Acton as it zipped by on Chiswick High St. This all made it seem that 

I had never left England at all. Little had changed except that the bomb 

ruins were all but disappeared and a few new buildings now stood in 

place. Seeing nan and granddad for the first time in all of those years was 

to be my last time. Beyond Dolphin and the short years that followed, 

they were to pass away. Without any knowledge of my fatherôs past, I 

began to feel that I was the last family tie to England.  

In the morning, I had found my way to 1 Grosvenor Square in the 

heart of London, and HMCS Niobe, the RCNôs Headquarters in the 

United Kingdom. I reported in early and none the worse for wear. I was 

introduced to the killick writer, LSAW George Stark who was to become 

a long-time 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 my palm with 

a ñcasual,ò along with a chit that said I was entitled to draw a NAAFI 

issue of a carton of Exports, a fortyô, and a bottle of wine. I quickly grew 

encouraged with an assuring an independent feeling. I suddenly realized 
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that there were perks to this new adventure and it was now time to head 

for Pompey. Now where did that name ever come from?  

 

 

Not knowing ñhowò 

 

Born of the teaching that if you didnôt know . . .ask, so I did, and was 

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 Anglo-Saxon. The more realistic explanation 

was a drunkardôs inarticulate attempt in trying to pronounce ñPortsmouth 

Point,ò the good run ashore of the sailor in olden days, now known as 

ñOld Portsmouth.ò This is the fortressed area to starboard on entering the 

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 fi rst mistake was getting off the train at the wrong station. Armed 

with two kit bags, a suitcase full of civvies, my ótacheeô bag and a side 

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

right in the middle of the city. I soon found out that had I 

got off the train at the next stop at Portsmouth Harbour, I 

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, I got to the ferry pontoon landing at Pompey 

Hard, where I could now clearly see about a dozen submarines across the 

harbour near a building with a large lit-up marquis board that read H.M.S. 

DOLPHIN. All I had to do now was cross the harbour on the Gosport 

Ferry, I 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, I then found out that another bus ran just once an hour that 

got you to Dolphin main gate.  

Two hours had now passed since I got off the train and finally I arrived 

at the gate. With little discussion and a flash of my I.D. card, the sentry 

let me pass with the direction, ñRoight Canada. Jusô trundool dan the 

seafront óere and report yoreself to Alecto Colinade. Itôs ony abatô a ten 

minit wawk! Roight óden? Off I trundled with my kit like he said in his 

cockney, only to find that when I got to the Colinade, I was in the wrong 

place. The duty crusher similarly said, ñNah Canada! Yore sôposta report 
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ta Dawlfin Two. Na-a óereôs wotyado! Go awl tha way back to the main 

gate, make a roight . . .donôt go left uvvawoise youôll end up in the oggin, 

roight?? heh-hee! . . . Wawk fer anuvva foive minits, and there yôare guvô 

. . .Dawlfin Two óard on the stawbôd soide . . .Roight den? . . .Tra-daw 

den, Canada!ò  

By now, three hours had passed since getting off the train, and looking 

back at Pompey city on the other side, seemed only a stoneôs throw away. 

I now got some help. The duty crusher said that I could take a cart to 

hump my bags in, with the complete understanding that I sign for it. . 

.which meant more walking to return it. Off I went to Dolphin II, after 

breaking the pencil point and meandering like a combined ñbarraô boyò 

and brewery horse, pushing this oxen cart with wooden spoked wheels. I 

arrived at freezing cold Turbulent 

Block a half-hour later, dumped off 

my bags, and about-turned 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 hollered at, was to be short 

lived, but that night, I met my 

classmates to be.  

 

 

The Tankò . . . ñTake a good. . . 

deep. . . breath!ò 

 

It always struck me funny that the 

first thing you did in learning about 

submarines, was how to escape from 

óem. On this first day, 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 escape, you 

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 tower-like construction 

consisted of ten decks, accessible by a lift that surrounded the tank itself. 

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

ñThe Tankò- HMS Dolphin 
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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 controlled depth. At 

the thirty and sixty-foot 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, modified and doubling as a means for ñtwo-

man escape.ò It was on the ninth deck and exited into a 3-foot deep 

reservoir at the 100 ft. tanktop level, above on the tenthô.  

The tank staff had a complete regard for safety. In attestation, when 

one peered down to the bottom from the tanktop, there were as many as 

half a dozen instructors who swam about freely and popularly known as 

ñswimboys.ò Unlike fish in their agility as it appeared, they would calmly 

subsist with trapped air-supply from side blisters or from the bell. The 

sight of these calmly immersed super-humans would certainly help to 

remove any trepidation of doing a ñfree ascentò when your turn came.  

We did the pot once more, and as much as I assured the instructor that 

I had already been that route . . . ñGet yore colonial arse in there 

óCanadaô, ón shitinit!ò demanded this chief whose name was Mallows 

and would later become my coxswain in Alliance. The RN did have 

something in common with the RCN. They too, had a capability in 

demanding that you ñdiscard the content of your bowels into your head 

gear,ò so I shatinit and got into the pot, this time feeling like a veteran for 

doing it again. After passing that one successfully as I thought I would, 

it was much less alarming than it was at Granby. Was this an indication 

that it was acclimatizing you?  

Later, we completed the ódryô lectures and saw scratchy films. 

ñArturus Downò, starring Coxswain Banks, has had thousands of 

submariners before us who shall for eternity, remember the phrase, 

ñArturus calling . . .Arturus calling!ò The double-feature included a more 

recent demonstration in escaping from a sunken submarine called, 

ñGrampus On Patrol.ò This was to be an updated version that starred 

some contemporary submariners including LSEM Brian Dagenais, an 

RCN stoker. The fact that ñhe was in it too,ò gave us Canucks a greater 

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 didnôt start out with assurance. Sidney Sidebottoms, more endeared 

as ñInsipid Sidò because of his flat personality, was to be my mate in 

doing the gun-tower escape. This phase was done as a gentle introduction 

that when pressures equalize underwater, opening a hatch from an 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 stencilled-lettering, clearly marked were 

instructions as to where to put your feet in order that the mass volume of 

two people could safely squeeze into the tower without losing a leg or a 

hand when the lower hatch was shut. ñFIRST MAN, PLACE LEFT 

FOOT HERE . . . RIGHT FOOT HEREò ñSECOND MAN . . .etc.ò We 

did, and as the lower hatch was shut, it was now time to flood up and 

equalize. I 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, I became bewildered 

in thought, convinced that there were tons of water above me. I 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. I found myself in a tub of water no deeper 

than the level of the hatch, and a series of tossing heads from three 

swimboys. ñNevaô you moind óCanadaô! Youôll be awlright!ò I had 

learned to take charge of my emotions the hard way, by banging my head. 

. .instead of using it. 

Training went on through the next day after doing ascents from the 

thirty and sixty-foot locks, and now it was time for the big one . . .two 

ñfree ascentsò from the 100-foot lock. Escapes were done donned in Mk. 

5 S.E.I.E. suit, one being a less-demanding tower exit and the second, as 

a God-fearing órush escapeô from the compartment. The class was split 

into two, and we mustered in the escape compartment at the base of the 

twill trunk to do the órush escapeô. Water filled the compartment at an 

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 of the tank, 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 breathing units (B.U.ôs) were inserted into 

the mouth and handed from one man to the next as the numbers reduced 

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. 

ñInsipidò was the man ahead of me, and it was clearly obvious that he 

had difficulty with toothbrushes and making visits to dentists throughout 

his lack-lustre 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 missing, with gums enshrouded with the ñgungeò from 

the foot pedals. He preferred not to be polite by choosing not to rinse the 

B.U. I was gasping for breath and so inserted this warm, spongy, rubber 

mouthpiece into my gob. Oh, the joy to the palate of what I had bore 

witness to, a smiling ñInsipidò! 

It was now my turn, and at the very loud exchange of communications 

with the ótanktopô officer, Chief Mallows reported, ñMan ready in the 

hundred-foot lock!ò Then came the response from up top, ñStanôby! 

Stanôby!ò . . .Tap-tap . . .tap-tap, came a metallic noise from someone 

banging on some metal, somewhere between here, and up there. ñTake 

a good . . .deep . . .breath!ò ordered the instructor, and I went under the 

water and into the tower with about a fifty-pound air pressure in my 

lungs. I shot out of the 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. I instantly remembered what 

Chief Mallows had said in the classroom earlier. ñPucker your lips and 

just blow out like a brown hatter's whistle!ò I re-arranged my moosh just 

like a destitute goldfish and began to blow out, while bubbles surrounded 

everything from my neck up. Then I was released and went soaring away, 

all the while being watched closely by the swimming-at-will swimboys. 

The exhilaration of speeding through the 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 ñkeep blowing out.ò As the chief also 

put it . . . ñMuch better to have asphyxia than riga mortis!ò When I broke 

surface like a champagne cork high into the air, I was still blowing out 

great volumes of air. ñWhere was it all coming from?ò Iôm reasoning, as 

I fell back onto the water, upped the gag relief on my life vest, and swam 

to the side of the tanktop with a strange mix of bewilderment, while 

chuffed with myself. I had done it, and the work of the instructors 

throughout those two days removed the one enemy of this adventure . . 

.Fear! Once that was eliminated, the rest was easy. I had, ñdone óthe 

Tank.ò  

 

 

A short period of adjustment 

 

Now that we had been indoctrinated and our worth tried, being in 

Dolphin II and training for submarines was quite a change from what any 

Canadian matelot was accustomed to. It required some personal 

adjustment. When it came time to go 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 toad in the 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, ñDô ya want chips with that?ò  

Macaroni, as any Canuck or Italian would attest, will usually arrive 

all smothered in cheese. Not in Dolphinôs Vulcan galley though. 

Discover that thereôs macaroni alright but instead, accompanied with 

raisins and plenty of milk and nutmeg Voila! Macaroni duff. Not too bad 

and rather 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 bon-vivant delight he spotted the macaroni. 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 already piled up meat, ómushies and chipsô. ñM-m-m-

m- delicious!ò he mused, as he jackstayed his payload of vittles to a 

vacant seat at a table amidst the many other diners in the packed-out 

galley. Our Canuck sat down and commenced to yomp his mountain of 

groceries in suddenly realizing the cock-up. Meanwhile, all eyes were 

upon him in unbelievable amazement but in concealing his quandary, he 

vigorously yaffled it all like he was really, really enjoying it.  

 

 

Meanwhile. . . back at the Block 

 

Digs in the two-storey Turbulent Block offered the barest of 

necessities. Understandably, so built for the sole purpose of providing a 

minimum of shelter ashore for war-time ñmotor topedo boatò crews in 

this formerly HMS Hornet, there was little to be had in comfort 

necessities. A series of messdecks on two decks enclosed by un-insulated 

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 

blanket out of my kit bag. Donkeyôs breakfast bunks and well-worn 

cortisene decks was what one was to adjust to, but that wasnôt to be a 

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 theirôs, you could look forward to a very, very cold one. The 
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only way to live with that predicament was by getting up in the middle 

of the night and beatinô óem all to it. Not being a favoured choice for 

well-needed sleep, instead I could abstain for the purpose of getting 

accustomed to life in submarines by maybe havinô a birdbath on the 

weekends.  

And then came the classrooms. The methods by which the Royal Navy 

operated were very traditional and often behind that of the RCN. 

Classrooms werenôt rooms in a centrally-heated school building, but a 

series of one-room wooden huts with a door, two windows, a chalkboard 

and about ten desks. Each had a coal-fired, pot-bellied 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. Most 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 indoors at his partyôs house and parked 

it up against the mantlepiece in her sitting room . . .so it wouldnôt get 

pinched. Georgy ñGooseò Largueôs widowed mother was getting on at 

fifty -eight and had decided to marry again. The Goose maintained that 

on the big day, he would attend the wedding in Dipton, Northumberland, 

and give Mother Goose away to her new husband. Ron Elliot was 

possessed in making strange and funny noises. His pet game was to strap 

on his imaginary flame-throwing tanks over his civvy suit before he went 

ashore. He would walk along Southsea Front and prepare himself each 

time he was about to pass by an óold dearô. He would turn on his tanks, 

aim his torch, and with derisory noises, blast away at the elder. When the 

deed was done and to his satisfaction, he would declare of her: ñAnother 

flaminô-granny in a state of incineration!ò  

Two-badged Able Seaman, ñMad Mickò DôAish was a UC and a 

southern Irishman from Dublin who had no cause for the IRA. Mick was 

known to all submariners and the ladies ashore and called ñThe Man of 

a Thousand Faces.ò At his spontaneous will and with his rubbery facial 

features, he entertained us with everybody from Laurel and Hardy, to 
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Prince Phillip and Pinocchio, or maybe Pope Pius Xll. Mick was 

hilarious. He was the epitome of a matelot who was tall, had blond curly 

hair, and in uniform, wore his cap at the familiar wind-proof square and 

tilted slightly aback. (the mark of sea going sailors) And too, with a seven 

seas crease in his bells that you could use as a tiffyôs square. He started 

his naval career in the Irish Navy and had the distinction of sailing in that 

short-lived mobôs single corvette. Mad Mick was certainly a ladyôs man 

where we learnt that he made serious efforts of having one, or two, or 

three, in every port from Rothesay, to Port Said, to Fremantle, and even 

Greenland. He was witty and was always chuckinô shite at the officers. 

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 large mouthful of ivories. Mick observed of 

him, ñJust like a Japanese Admiral . . .all cap tally and teeth!ò A sea-

goinô sailor he was, who played guitar, some mouth organ, sang shanties 

and knew every word from every Sodsô Opera. He justifiably wore an 

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, save for the ótattsô, he would stow óem all 

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. I 

describe Mick as justified in wearing an earring and weighing his live-

wire and aggressive personality. In my experience, there was a handful 

of RCN matelots who wore an earring and that was seen as an admired 

symbol for sailinô round the óHorn under canvas. Today, the wear by 

males is against regulations in the navy that in the 1980ôs, came as an 

overwhelming result of civilian 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 left ear for it was said to ñimprove the sight and health.ò Whether 

medical opinion would 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 prize-fighting, ósecondsô, in 

seeing that their man was in an exhausted condition, would bite 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?   

Mick sang ditties at sodsô operas and knew them all. His versions of 

ñMaggie-Mae,ò ñMake Fast the Dinghy,ò ñThe Good Ship Venus,ò and 

ñThe Chatham Ladiesò as examples, were uttered with the true and 

original untamed versions along with symbolisms that would stir any 

civilian or Jenny-wren, both in ear and stomach.  

Songs in the navy were formerly known as ñfore-bitters,ò because as 

the audience gathered around the vocalist as he would stand on the fore-

bitts . . . the socket of the mainmast . . . and perform. Fore-bitters were 

also known as ñO Come Yeôs,ò for the first lines usually ran: ñO come, 

ye jolly sailormen, and listen to my song. Itôs only forty verses, and it 

wonôt detain you long.ò Shanties on the other hand, extend from 

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 recalled their shanties to them: 

hence the word, from the French, ñchanterò . . . to sing.  

 

 

Fire Brigade are we?? 

 

When you were duty in Blockhouse, it simply meant that security and 

fire-watch were the priorities. Itôs a shame that the methods and such 

facilities didnôt match to combat modern day security threats and better 

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 two-wheeled horse cart that was laden with hoses, spanners and 

a couple of portable extinguishers. Here we go again in cursing the 

opportunistic officer who transformed the matelots into horses at 

Victoriaôs funeral. Such was the case at Trot 2 during the night when a 

fire erupted in the harbour between two P-boats. 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, a gas-turbine 

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 physics and 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, point to the one thatôs engulfed in flame and enshrouded 

with smoke and announce with some assurance, ñThatôs the one! Thatôs 

the one!ò  

Domestically, we were to remain immediately responsive and ñready 

aye ready.ò When duty, we existed in ñHotel Rapidò (Rapid Block), the 

grot also designated for transients, waywards and R.A.ôs who couldnôt 

make it home at night. On double cots with a donkeyôs breakfast to lie on 

but not in, we were to stretch out for our few short hours, fully dressed 

and ready to go. With watchcoat, boots, belt and gaiters donned, youôd 

ensure that your feet were propped up on the bedstead frame so as not to 

soil the mattress covering, using your yellowing white cap as a pillow. If 

your booted feet dropped onto the pit, you could bet that the duty P.O. 

would be on óem with a stick in just moments. To keep them warm, we 

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, and only enough in slops that there wasnôt time 

to send them to ñSunbeam, the cleaners.ò Many of the lads ended up with 

scabies or bedbugs after a night in there but I guess the ódreaded lergyô 

didnôt take much to Canadians.  

 

 

. . .And other naval amusements 

 

The Wrens 

 

Friday nights was ñCanada Night at óthe Ranchô,ò the well-known 

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 became so popular that as many 

as fifteen Canucks would show up for the evening whether they were on 

a boat, in Blockhouse, at Dolphin II, or even spare crew. The jenny wrens 

in tow were generally doggo, and from the north of England or Scotland. 

Because a train journey up the line for the weekend was either too far or 

too expensive, they would opt to remain in Pompey for the weekend. The 

good-looking ones whose homes were in the south were duty on the 

weekend, so that provided a nice balance of dollies interspersed among 

the ñdragonsò and ñtanks.ò During the dances, they were all open game, 
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but they often gave the impression that they were already taken. ñWould 

you care for this dance luv?ò I would ask. ñYouôd better ask my 

boyfriend!ò sheôd reply. Responding quickly to a statement like that, 

ñWell, I donôt wanna dance with him . . .I wanna dance with you!ò  

Across the street was HMS Dutchess of Kent barracks, (the Wrenôery), 

or to us at the Ranch, ñDutchess oô Bent Carrots.ò It was handy for them 

to nip over and change their lagging to whatever was best suited for the 

eveningôs plan or better yet. . .go get some more money.  

 

 

Getting back aboard 

 

Getting back to the Fort at nights, often presented a problem. At 

midnight, the last Gosport Ferry had sailed and the P.A.S. boat from 

Vernon pierhead had packed up by 2330. One option was the out-of-

schedule, ñPink Boatò that was sculled by an enterprising Gosport 

doreyman when he felt like it. The fare was 2s.and 6d aboard this like-

painted wooden skiff. ñóalf a cra-a-ne to you sir fer a one-way crossinô. 

Keep yer óands in the boat at awl toimes. . . no fawlinô asleep please and 

thank you very much!ò  

Other more reliable services were desperately required, and it 

wouldnôt come as a result of the cunning of submariners. In order to get 

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 sharp. Two- or three-Ton class minesweepers from the 

woodpecker fleet were usually secured at Vernon pierhead. With the 

availability of these ñfloating Bed & Breakfasts,ò there was a little instant 

cash to be made by people in todayôs awareness, whose surnames would 

have been ñFawlty.ò The duty watches would get a chalkboard situated 

prominently on the jetty that bore an advertisement. ñTea and a Shake 

Sixpence! Clear off by 0605ò As weôd stagger up the gangway in the 

freezing cold and often wet, weôd be directed to the forward mess via the 

focôsle. ñWhat a zoo!ò Submariners for the 0615 boat were kipped out on 

tables, the deck, benches or anywhere whose bodsô you could slip 

between. In the dimness of the mess were resonating snores and grunts 

that were diffused with everybody fartinô like a bunch of brewery horses. 

It was worse than the Leopardôs Den in the óHome Club. Then through 

what seemed to be a very short and uncomfortable night, by 0600, there 

was this thundering voice that hollered down the hatch. ñGet up. . .piss. 

. .and pay for your pits!ò We then all surfaced and dove 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 

ódirectô, the heads were always out of bounds. 

 

 

The .303 re-appears 

 

And all the while, there was always a time that you had to get nailed. 

I did, for on a noonday exit to ñThe Dolphin,ò a lunchtime pub outside 

the Gate and a short distance along the Spithead embankment. Endeared 

by submariners all, and appropriately dubbed ñDolphin III,ò four of us 

went for a pint and a bite to eat and showed up in work dress. Much to 

our surprise and in the pub was the training officer from Dolphin II. His 

name was ñShonkeyò Norris, whose identity was well-chosen through 

the large and dynamic dimensions of his proboscis feature. He 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 

officerôs defaulters and charged twice for breaking Barracks Standing 

Orders. Not only were we outside the gate during working hours. We 

were ashore in work dress. That did it and we ended up with 14 days #9ôs, 

the equivalent of the RCNôs #5ôs. Running 9ôs with ó.303ôs at the high 

portô in Dolphin seemed a lot different than FNôs on Cornwallis parade 

square. Not because of the rifle, but because this was punishment aimed 

at the individual, not a whole platoon who couldnôt get their drill and 

timing right. 

 

 

A little persuasion 

 

Six weeks had passed and by the end of March, we had been instructed 

in Part I, basic submarine 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 binder. But now that 

the main basic course was over, us stokers would isolate and get stuck 

into the nitty-gritty in taking the one-week Part II, MEôs Acquaint course, 

specific to the branch we served in. Then after being aboard Tally-Ho and 

at sea in Grampus for some familô, I was drafted to HMS/m Andrew in 

the Far East as the Block Draft was to assemble. When aboard, I would 
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have to bring it all together and commence Part III (at sea) training to 

finally qualify in submarines.  

 ñPeanuts,ò at FADO (Fort Additional Drafting Office) was the 

ódraftyô, and when youôre in business, this three-badged killick was not 

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 

entitlements of foreign allowance that included the monthly NAAFI issue 

and, in a pinch, his sharp pencil could easily slip for a preferred 

geographical destination, especially those with a ñTò for temperance on 

their station cards. His pencil had an eraser on the other end of it that 

could also be brought to the action state if a particular submarine was 

included to sweeten the transaction. My card had a ñG,ò got grog. . .I 

wasnôt approachable!  

 

 

The Fuelling Jetty 

 

I had six weeks to wait for the block draft to finalize so I 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 introduction 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 to Hornet, the former MTB base, and diesel fuel 

availability. Brave Borderer and Brave Swordsman were powered by 

three Proteus gas-turbine 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 three-propellered 

ñguzzlersò werenôt too popular as far as the fuelling party was concerned, 

returning around dusk from their daily round trip to France and shopping 

for duty-free wines or maybe a high speed run out to Landôs End and 

back.  

Up in Arrogant block, we rushed and scrambled into our blazers and 

ties to get the duty boat over to Vernon before the Braves got alongside 

or else we could look forward to staying back and ñtoppinô em offò for 

the next four hours. It didnôt stop there. The fuel filter elements 

constructed with countless columns of moisture-absorbing paper discs 

were of great necessity in meeting the modern, high-standard, 

technological requirements of fuel purity intended for use in Proteus gas 

turbines. Once fuelling completed, we would have to disconnect the 
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awkward and weighty elements and rotate them. We would wrestle them 

up the jetty in a horse-cart to store them in Vulcan block galleyôs 

antiquated furnace room to dry them out and return to install the ñdryò 

ones. Very high-tech, 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 high-pitched scream 

of the turbines could be heard from the Spithead just outside the harbour 

entrance as Swordsman and Borderer were on 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 oleô chief running up the jetty and waving his 

arms to stop the boat and retrieve his fuelling party. We liked the 

ñmastersò of P.A.S. boats because they were just like London busses. 

Once they left the bus stop . . .they never backed up or waited for 

stragglers. ñNevaô you moind mate! Anuvvaô oneôll be by in an óour. 

Strong union. . .the Port Auxiliary Service!ò  

 

 

A ñKillickò am I . . . 

 

Oh what a joy! This hit me like a ton of bricks. In March of 1963, out 

of nowhere, I was promoted to killick, and this would make for some 

confusion when I was to join HMS/m Andrew in Singapore. In the 

meantime, the flak started with candid recognition and rewarding 

comments such as, ñWho shit on your arm?ò or, ñHowôd you get your 

hook. . .in a raffle?ò or, ñTheyôre makinô anybody these days. . .never 

mind, whenôs the wet-down?ò And wet it was, for after gettingô em in, 

the ritual began where everybody poured a wet on my gleaming new 

óhookô that took a week to dry out the sleeve.  

 ñBefore you go on leave, get your passport!ò warned the Jaunty. I 

called Niobe and spoke to the óscribeô, George Stark, who assured me 

that it was all organized. By the time I would get back from leave, it 

would be in the mail waiting for me. Rick Selka was going to Anchorite 

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 England during the 

war and his fate during the bombings was to evacuate to Cambridge. I 

was introduced to Rickôs relations and one night, we went out and met 

two sorority frauleins from Germany who were attending university in 

Cambridge. These two attractive girls caught our 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 their addresses and as we got out onto the M1 hitch-hiking 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 who was 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 me with the nurseôs address as my official 

ñaddress on leave.ò We arrived and the novelty of two Canadian sailors 

walking the streets of Nottingham was to become a long-lasting, sweet 

then bitter memory. In jest as we passed a statue in front of a public 

building, Rick grasped my attention when he said, ñBuster! Take a look 

at this. You'll never believe it. Itôs Robin Hood!ò Immediately, I thought, 

ñOh yeah. Sherwood Forest, the Sheriff of Nottingham. Next weôre going 

to see King Richard himself prancing down the street on his charger and 

if you kept your eyes peeled, who knows, Friar Tuck?ò But there on a 

pedestal was a dumpy little five-foot, pot-bellied, bronze image of a 

medieval woodsman...and below read the inscription: ñRobin Hood.ò 

What a let-down when we think of images of Errol Flynn and Richard 

Todd in emerald green! The only likeness that I could see, were the 

fletchings on his arrows. Then, . . . the sudden news. 

 

 

An ill -starred lady goes down 

 

On the 10th of April, 1963, USS Thresher (SSN 593) while on óyard 

trials out of Portsmouth New Hampshire, went down with all hands off 

the continental shelf 220 miles east of Boston, Mass. The sinking of 

Thresher in all submarinersô minds remains vivid, and falls into the 

category of where were you when Kennedy was assassinated, or when 

Canada beat Russia in the final game of the 1972 series. Of course, Rick 

and I were in Nottsô on a ñrig run.ò After having just graduated from 

submarine training, we were splashed with ñCanadaò flashes, a hook, a 

G.C., a stokerôs badge and a gold wire cap tally that read and said, H.M. 

SUBMARIN ES. We had yet to put up our ódolphinsô that were soon to 

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 Nottingham werenôt excluded in the 
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resulting shock and grief. The fact that ñthat wordò on our caps for these 

by-the-sea starved civilians meant to them at least, some menial 

association with the poor devils that had gone down and I suppose we 

were the only human tie with 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 I shall never forget it. People would gaze at Rick 

and I with combined admiration and a look of emptiness in their 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. . .as 

a time for ñsubmariners to unite.ò In Halifax, HMS/m Auriga, whose fore 

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 bows and from 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 would be 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 

Thresher had gone to the bottom and was ñlost. . .with all hands.ò As 

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 which Thresher had gone down was confirmed, 

the seas were 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 submarinerôs heart throughout the world.  

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 Thresher.  
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The honor of an officer of the United States Navy 

 

On the 10th of April, 1963, I had just gotten home (near the Armdale 

Rotary) from the day's efforts at the Joint Maritime Warfare School in 

HMCS Stadacona. The phone rang. It was from CDR Bill Kinsman, the 

Operations Officer on the staff of Flag Officer, Atlantic Coast. He asked 

how soon I could be ready to go to sea and would I report to the HQ when 

ready. I answered that I was on my way. I told my wife that one of our 

submarines was down and I would be gone for a bit. I surmised that was 

the case for there was no other reason I 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, I knew all too well what hurried 

and secret sailings meant. I rushed upstairs, tossed some khakis, 

underwear, socks, and toilet goods in a kit and left for FOACôs HQ.  

I 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, I recall. 

CDR Kinsman beckoned for me and pointed out the last known position 

of USS Thresher. It was over two thousand fathoms at that spot.  

He then went on to tell me that Opsô had been intercepting messages 

from the U.S. Submarine Forces for the last hour or so and had issued 

ñRecallsò in preparation for getting all available ships underway. A short-

notice, duty destroyer was already singled-up and ready to go. 

Additionally, they had called up F.D.U. clearance divers who were now 

gathering diversô hoses and associated equipment. The Air-ops people 

had alerted the ñArgusò squadrons at Greenwood, N.S. and I believe at 

least one airplane was already airborne and heading for Thresherôs last-

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 report on at 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. He 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. 



 

152 

 

The Admiral then came into the Ops Room 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 Admiral said, ñSir. The entire Canadian Navy and 

Air Force is at your disposal and ready to go.ò He then went to confirm 

which forces were ready to get underway, get airborne, and what other 

forces were being readied including support. I 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 I recall these events, not 

only do I have goose bumps on my arms but also, moisture in my eyes. I 

had a number of former shipmates in Thresher. The main propulsion 

assistant was in my section at Submarine School. In a former position, I 

had even gone to extraordinary lengths to get a chief electricianôs mate 

transferred to the doomed boat so that he could be with his brother. The 

previous winter, I 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 I feel is generated by those 

thoughts, there is a tremendous feeling of pride that wells up whenever I 

think of the event. Here I was, standing in the headquarters of a foreign 

navy, whose commander and his entire force had just committed 

themselves to an unsolicited task of unknown magnitude for ñmy navy,ò 

and I had been chosen to serve with that navy under that commander. 

How very fortunate for me. I was honored.  

 

LCdr Richard Gallipeau, USN retôd 

 

Authorôs note: Richard passed away at his home in Grant Fla. USA, 19 

June 2002. He left behind his wife Marion, three sons, and a daughter.  

 

 

The physical reality 

 

With all the excitement of the disasterôs aftermath, approximately a 

month later, a USN rescue vessel had entered Halifax harbour carrying 

debris from Thresher that had been recovered by DSRV Trieste. The 

vessel had requested the RCN in providing radiation detection equipment 

on her arrival, which as it turned out was not readily available. RN 

submarines however, when deployed on foreign stations such as Halifax, 
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did carry on inventory, a Geiger counter which was quickly released to 

the rescue vessel to conduct tests. At least Auriga could do a mere 

ñsomethingò as a contribution to their American brothers. The debris to 

be examined was a torn section of fan trunk upon which bore the 

stencilled inscription, ñSSN 593 THRESHER.ò  

 

 

Meanwhile . . .back in Yewkay 

 

I felt within me, an introduction to a feeling of pride and a sense of 

belonging to ñthe Trade.ò For within this brotherhood that I had wilfully 

joined, I was fortified by the sinking of Thresher. I now felt for the first 

time, and was to for the rest of my life, the uniqueness and prestige of 

becoming and being ña submariner.ò 

 

 

Brothers of the óphin 

 

No matter where you travel, 

when you meet a guy whoôs been. 

Thereôs an instant kind of friendship, 

ócause weôre brothers of the óphin. 

 

 

USS Thresher - SSN 593 
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What am I? 

 

An emotional time indeed had Rick and I experienced but by the time 

we got back off leave in Dolphin, I was to be quickly aroused with a 

ñwelcome homeò chit inside my station card. It read: ñReport to the 

MAAôs Office immediately!ò ñNow what?ò I wondered. I bimbled over 

to Alecto Colinade and was instantly blasted by a red-faced jaunty with, 

ñBrown! HMCS Niobe telephoned us. We óad recalled you from leave. 

Where the bloody óell were yaô? Bleedinô óell, weôve óad the bobbies and 

the post office goinô round to this address in Nottinôam lookinô fer you 

fer an óole fortnoight and you were nevaô there. So where the bloody óell 

were yaô . . .ay? You are leavinô for Singapore in three days and you donôt 

óave a passport. You are not . . . repeat . . .not a Canadian! So what are 

you?ò  

Well out of that litany, I worked out that my address on leave should 

have been the Peach Tree pub where she worked, but it suddenly sunk in 

that I was not a so-thought, naturalized Canadian and still an expatriate 

British citizen not having ever applied for Canadian citizenship. I had 

little time to get a passport that was in the era before polaroid cameras. 

At a local photography shop however, British photo-technology did have 

a means by which a picture could be developed in chop-chop 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 VII - HMS/m Andrew 

 

Nemo Me Impune Lacessit 

(No one touches me with impunity) 

 

e flew out to Singapore from Londonôs nearby Stanstead airport 

aboard a BOAC ñBristol-Britanniaò on a thirty-hour flight. In 

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 through seven 

time zones with brief stops at Istanbul and Bombay. We wouldnôt arrive at 

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 around helping an óIrish colleenô stewardess warm up the babiesô 

formulae and trying to amuse the slightly older little snotters, it became 

well worth it. I had managed to get a date with her on the first night in 

Singapore, but as luck turns out that if it were raining beer, Iôd get drenched 

in bilge water. After getting down on the ground, I began to run a fever. 

An embarkation party in Pompey, the time change, little kip, rum and 

blacks, and the 14-mile trudge into Singapore city slowed me right down. 

After a couple of ñexcuse meò phone calls to announce my delay, I finally 

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 afoot 

to at least get it going that way. In 1965, she separated from Malaysia as a 

state, and became an independent republic. All the roads and monsoon 

ditches óchucked upô with domestic outfall and drowned jungle rodents 

that prompted us to dub these waterways, ñthe sweet water canals.ò Being 

only 70 miles north of the equator and the island virtually covered in 

jungle, forests, and mangroves, the hot and humid weather never varied at 

all. Singa pur, (Sanskrit: ñcity of the lionò) was a grand old city and its 

founding as an entrepot and strategic position on the trade routes made it 

an excellent duty-free port. ñChange Alleyò was the best place to go to do 

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 stalls and bars. The road then wound onward to 

the Kampong of Nee Soon, home to the Ghurkha Regiment and the nearest 

W 
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tattoo parlours, Serangoon, Seletar, and Orchard Rd. in downtown Singersô 

itself. Across the causeway from the other end of the five-mile long base 

at Woodlands, was Johor Bahru on mainland Malaysia. Most of the 

ñRAôsò (married with ration allowance) lived there where when we got a 

grippo and ñup homers,ò the run was on by getting out of the way of the 

Amahs cleaning up the houses.  

 

 

Inboard digs 

 

At Royal Naval Barracks, HMS Terror, we were 

assigned to Keppel block, the mess for the ñVMôsò 

(victualled members) unaccompanied and single 

submariners only. Here, the hands of the crews of four 

submarines turn-stiled back and forth to sea. In RN 

standards, they were a vast improvement to what we had 

become accustomed to in the pre-war brick and freezing 

digs in Dolphin. Eight hands to a well-spaced, 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, 

for the next two years. Down the gangway were the communal ablutions 

that had plenty of showers with a bottomless supply of water. Singapore 

Behind Terror Barracks, HMS Medway in ñthe Creekò with S63 Andrew, Amphion 

and Ambush alongside. Note pontoons and ñAfrican Queenò inboard 
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had no shortage of fresh oggin because of the monsoon season's heavy 

rains that cascaded daily. You could set your watch by them. At precisely 

1303 for instance, huge, thick and black clouds would open up and offer 

the ñReign of St. Swithinò for exactly sixteen minutes. After overflowing 

the reservoirs and filling the sweet-water canals, the sun would blast out 

again and now the afternoons became as steaming and sultry as ever. That 

was the case as we ran getting soaked, down the hill behind barracks where 

Terror edged onto the óstraits. There was HMS Medway . . .a river-boat 

LCT mother tender to the 7th Submarine Squadron upon which, three of 

the squadronôs four boats were secured on her outboard side. Medway was 

moored offshore by about a hundred yards and the means by which to get 

to her was on foot, on a system of chained-together and bobbing-as-you-

went pontoons.  

 

 

The boat. . . 

 

We stepped aboard Andrew for the first time to find that ótropical 

routineô tot time was well underway and many friendships among the 

ñqualifiedò were to be renewed with our arrival. Going down that 

forehatch was a time I shall never forget. Because this was the boat I was 

drafted to, everything about it became part of a personal ownership. The 

reality of everything surrounding me was the environment I would live in. 

The fittings were the same as any naval vessel except that now and 

especially in submarines, they 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, I knew that there was to be a lot of adjustment in 

qualifying as a submariner, and now that I was aboard, the task became 

two-fold. When my draft was cut in Dolphin, I was recorded as being an 

M(E)1, the RN equivalent to an ABEM1. In the RCN, I was ABEM Trade 

Group 2 and if ñdraftyò was aware that I was qualified for promotion to 

killick, I probably wouldn't have been drafted to Andrew. 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 a 

result of this mistake I supposed, so the draft remained effective.  

Now that I was here as a not yet qualified ñmakee-learneeò in 

submarines and being one of four LM(E)ôs, I was detailed off into the 

somewhat lesser perks and subordinancy of the ñdonk-shop killick.ò This 
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compounded a dilemma if there was to be one as I didnôt meet the pre-reqô 

that submarine killicks in the stokersô branch must have before promotion. 

It told you of the importance and the navyôs dependency 

of the rank of ñLEADINGò Seaman and served reason to 

why in just a few years later, the Royal Canadian Navy 

didnôt need to muddle itself with the inclusion of the 

Master Seamanôs rank and with it, the acceleration of the 

first line of supervision. It drastically reduced the 

responsibility, prestige and purposefulness of itsô Leading 

Seamen and through that inclusion, were once again relegated to ñjust 

joined the navyò scrub-outs, duty watches and lesser responsibilities 

among the Able Seamen.  

Meanwhile aboard Andrew, to fully understand the operation 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, was to be a supreme 

challenge.  

 

 

ñAll compartments . . .Make your reports.ò 

 

It was to be a week later and as we closed up at harbour stations, you 

could immediately feel an accelerating anxiety to get underway. The pipes 

reporting back to the control room spelled out the necessities. ñEngine 

room closed up at Harbour Stations! . . . Engine room hatch shut, clipped, 

and lashed!ò From further aft, ñMotor room closed up at Harbour Stations 

. . .Both main motors ready, ñgrouped upò!ò or from up forward, ñFore-

ends closed up at Harbour Stations . . .Fore-hatch shut, clipped, and lashed. 

. .strong-backs shipped!ò and then the lighter and humourous reports began 

that I was soon to learn, were so very important to morale. UC2 ñHappyò 

Day our one-time gunner, dressed in his ambuscade battle tunic and 

machete reports in his Brummy accent, ñGunnery Department closed oop 

at óawba stations, sah! . . . Tampion out, anô oop me awse sah!ò followed 

by our only chef, Leading Cook ñTanzyò Lee. . . ñGalley closed up at 

óarbour stations . . . Oven door shut and clipped . . . chickenôs awsehole 

ventinô inboard, Sah!ò A very dry, re-assuring and official ñRogah-h!ò 

comes back from the bridge from where now, the Captain has left his cabin 

above the control room for the bridge and calmly orders, ñObey 

telegraphs!ò  
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He was a very lofty and slender 6ft. 7 in. Lieutenant Commander whose 

ñdrawed-outò name was William (Bill) Caspar, Carnegie, Swinley. 

Although he took on the appearance of being an advance party for a 

famine, the riddle in the boat was, ñWhatôs long and thin, and lives in the 

fin?ò (refers to the captainôs cabin location in the tower leading to the 

bridge) . . . to which he would always mildly smile. 

The first dive was a bit of a hairy experience. As Andrew was destined 

for a refit by yearôs end, the ñsafe to diveò period had been extended. Safe 

depth, before supertankers started taking to sea in the droves that they are 

today, was just ninety feet and thatôs where we remained. After we got 

down to such a wimpy and dwindling depth, the fore hatch leaked as well 

as fittings in the engine room and after ends. This wasnôt very encouraging 

but because everybody seemed to shrug it off, it didnôt take long to start 

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 submarine 

stories in the Far East of which A-boats were of that vintage, designed for 

the Pacific but not participants, now became a living reality. The heat and 

humidity became bearably unbearable and it didnôt take long to realize 

why everybody wore little more than football shorts or a wrap-around 

sarong and sandals, and slept on a rush mat. Machinery was shut down and 

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 used when they went in and out of the mess 

too. It was reckoned that the absolute temperature in the engine room was 

3 deg below scalding and conditions on board did not support life. I was 

to learn later that there might be a cure. Take the submarine 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 out 

sea water that had been taken in when diving which was around 85 degrees 

and we would sit below 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 óKeppelô while packing my steaming gear before 

we sailed, I had equipped myself with wearing ónicksô as always, along 

with a pusserôs T-shirt, lofty blue shorts, and pusserôs steaminô boots. Too 

much and wrong choice for in no time at all, not only did I suffer from 

prickly heat and chinkey-toe-rot, I came down with dhobeyôs itch and 

inflammation to the private parts as well. The pain became intolerable and 

I finally gave in with a visit to the coxswain for medical aid.  
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Submarine coxswains had multi-roles. Not only were they the regulator, 

the padre, the grocer, and the helmsman at harbour stations, but the 

apothecary as well. Such pleas for help as, ñSwain. I got diesel oil in my 

eyes!ò or ñCoxswain. I've got a bullet hole in my head!ò resulted in 

professional, remedial therapy like ñSorry, I didnôt bring any white canes 

to sea with us!ò or ñWell, go stick a codeine in it!ò Now it was simple to 

determine the degree of their medical qualification and accorded 

sympathy. . .simple and none. On this very sore occasion, there was no 

provision for substitutes in submarines, especially as a dependent killick 

stoker. Besides, never think for a moment that the single, day-working, 

senior killick of the mess was going to stand in for the rookie, bonehead, 

colonial killick. I 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 sweat 

just like craters on the moon. For physical support and not morale, I was 

also ordered into wearing a diaper. I was to extract it from the precision 

sealed packaging of a MK. 5 S.E.I.E. escape suit with the added 

responsibility that if we were to make an escape donned in MK.5ôs, I was 

to use the suit I had broken the seal to get into. The huge, puffy diaper, 

thatôs designed to absorb the no-needs while floating on the surface in 

waiting to be rescued, did contribute to some support but navigating was 

another problem. I could barely walk, and to leave the mess and go through 

the boat to the engine room took about ten minutes looking like an 

overgrown ñNew Yearôsò baby with the agility of the old yearôs, old man, 

making exit at the stroke of midnight. For three days, I was limited to 

leaning on the donk shop desk and getting the register filled in. I was the 

hot-talk, colonial object of the boat. . .but took it with ginger. Deep down, 

not only did I feel humiliation and uselessness but such a poor entrance to 

life in submarines meant that after I got better, I had a lot of catching up to 

do with my Part III sea-qualification. 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, 

blowinô shit tanks, and rhyminô off all the valves on the main line system. 

 

 

Two kinds of different dedication 

 

With such an introduction, I was soon to learn that life in submarines 

required a whole different outlook in the business of going to sea. The term 

ñall hands inò is ritualistic, and it depended heavily on cohesion and 
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positive spirit in this new life that I would encounter. How teamwork plays 

such an important role. Simple things like if youôre heading inboard . . 

.take a bag of gash with you, or if you pour a cuppaô, make sure you donôt 

forget yourself. Help with the dish up if your idle, or share the two small 

fans by waiting till someoneôs asleep before you train one upon yourself. 

Living conditions in submarines in tropical climates, or for that matter, 

under the ice, demands not only self-discipline, but commitment, 

cooperation, patience, and above all, humour. For every man aboard, he 

must forget about himself and dedication to his submarine and messmates 

become the two sole priorities.  

A typical day at sea was to be a domestic routine so precise, in order to 

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 stewardôs responsibilities of looking after the wardroom. As anyone 

can imagine, the navy has spuds as a main staple for all meals, even the 

ones left over that were fried up and chucked in with breakfast. Spuds had 

to be peeled that would supply enough for two meals in the day ahead and 

where the steward was strapped for time and resource, the wardroom 

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 

ñstokersò and ñsailorsò spuds. If we were dived, the requirement was less 

of a pain as far as the stokers, the electricians, and a few after-endees were 

concerned . . .who formed the after station. The engines were shut down 

and the requirement had few distractions. During the five to eight morning 

watch and after the lube oil separator was cleaned and the ódies-oilô scrub 

out was done, out came personally-owned paring knives. If you never 

owned one, peeling spuds with a dinner knife was near to impossibility, 

wasteful, and above all, time-consuming. We would group up on the donk 

shop platform, while listening for ballast pump 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 thirty-three men per two meals per day, quickly 

calculated to a hundred ñmurphys.ò The same quota would be done from 

the sailorsô mess during the same watch, their spud peelinô headquarters in 

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 the 8-10. Never go anywhere unless you could 

transport something with you and as the on-watch stoker worked his way 

forward to the mess through the darkened control room, he would be taking 
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the tea fanny with him full of a freshly brewed rosie-lee. Once in the pitch-

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 in 

the stifling heat of the miniature galley, 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 to 

óroastô for about fifteen minutes. Meanwhile, he would prepare tinned 

veggies like beans and carrots in the washplace across the passage that 

never got used at sea except by chef who had already begun getting his 

dinner ready, long before doing breakfast.  

Later, the stoker doing the shakes would return with three plate-loads 

of ñShit on A Raft,ò and a ódishinôupô fanny full of lukersô and teepol. By 

having to do the dish-up, 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 carrying three 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 quick cuppa 

from the cooling tea fanny, the chief stoker would now come in the mess 

and get them all turned to. As the off-coming watch, we would remain and 

do the dish-up, square off the mess by turning up the pits, dropping the 

table leaves, and start a scrub out of the mess and passageway using what 

was once the dishing-up water. Then weôd finish off by arming ourselves 

with coarse emery cloth to ñbollock the battery boardsò . . .one in the mess 

. . .one in the adjacent passage.  

 

 

Double-Deckinô 

 

Here it is timely to consider how both the quantity and quality of food 

plays such a critical role in the business of going to sea in submarines. 

Often referred to as ñstored for war for 90 daysò defines that the 

fundamental requirement for food and itsô equally rationed distribution to 

the entire boatôs crew becomes the Number One criteria and perhaps fresh 

water, the second. The abundance of carefully monitored fuel consumption 

or the conservative and well-planned discharge of weapons be they 

torpedoes, mines or deck gun ammunition 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 those 3 days, ñfreshò food would abruptly 

end and be glaringly substituted with canned varieties of bacon, sausages, 

babies heads, tinned duff, baked beans and you name it, that were to be the 

main staple for the rest of the patrol. Extra food meant countless cardboard 

cartons that in ñstoring for war,ò were strategically double-tiered directly 

upon the main passageway that served as a temporary ñfloorò until weeks 

later when the content of the Coxônôs Store had finally been consumed. 

Once void and empty through grocery consumption, appropriately the 

passageway of oil and grease stained worn out cartons from days, 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 once-a-day scrub-outs would commence. If it 

werenôt as was more the case, white spirits 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 all of their ships were RN hand-me-downs. ñThat was kind of 

familiar!ò The carrier I.N.S. Vikrant, the once intended HMS Hercules was 

alongside while I.N.S Delhi, the former HMS Achilles of the Battle of the 

River Plate fame, lay anchored in the approaches. In 1963, Bombay was 

still subject to prohibition so that was going to cool the run ashore 

significantly. Ivory-buying, camel rides, dhow-sailing, and yompinô 

coconuts on the black sand beaches were in order. The best the inboard 

crowd could do as hosts in honouring 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 Indian Navy killicks and below at their canteen, youôd get 

two free beers that were weaker than sem-I Budweiser. ñGloom!ò 

Meanwhile ashore, a ógrippoô was in order at the invitation of our own 

LM(E) ñDarkyò Janes, whose successful uncle owned an electrical cable 

company and had nothing to do with the affluent ñTatas familyò of 

Bombay fame. We sat down with his own large family, or better said, 

squatted on the floor surrounding the hottest food that I 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. I can recall that the best I could 

handle was a chapatti filled with curried goat because the rest was 
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vegetable, herbs, and animal tongue liberally bathed in very-hot madras. 

That night and at the pleasure of óUncaô Janes, we ventured into the streets 

and visited many night clubs and bars. They were beautifully 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 poverty-ridden. In attestation as I recall, 

was an elderly woman on the curb on her haunches, her threadbare saree 

and white bedraggled hair covered in cow-dung as she pummelled patties 

that sold for two paisas each that served as fuel for cooking. The sight 

melted your heart. The never-ending 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 in civilization. So life down the boat 

wasnôt that primitive after all. Although living aboard in a boat alongside 

with all the watches stood down made it seem as crowded as Bombayôs 

population of ten million. But it was civilized.  

I went across to the inboard ógreyhoundô for a shower at the open 

invitation of the host frigate Trishul. This wasnôt going to be that simple 

for we were also told not to expose ourselves in respect of the crewôs 

religious customs. We were to wear a bathing suit for showers, which 

meant that my trunks would get a wash that didnôt need it. It was around 

midnight and after tripping across all these bodies kipped out in the open, 

stagnant air on the frigateôs quarterdeck, I finally made my way down the 

port main flat where the washplace was located. As I sallied forth all 

chuffed about a dhobey, I heard this scuffling and scraping above me. I 

looked up and there mingled in the channel plating that supports the shipôs 

cabling, was also supporting a free gangway for two curry-yafflinô rats the 

size of porcupines. I was outta there! Negative shower. . .negative Trishul. 

. .negative Brown, as I tripped over and stepped on the heads and the bods', 

sleeping on the quarterdeck, quickly twigged that they had exchanged 

berths with the rats for the night. All the time I thought they were turned 

in up there to get away from the heat. The next morning, I told the Jimmy 

about it who was little fizzed. He said he ordered the rat guards fitted from 

Andrew to keep them from going ashore . . .not the four-legged kind from 

coming aboard. He further consoled by affirming, ñWell I hadnôt noticed 

any in their wardroom flat when I went for my showa!ò I replied, ñOur rats 

must be stoker's sir, and yours are on leave . . .as usual!ò  
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The President and a Chandler 

 

After Bombay, we headed out and northerly on another patrol and 

worked with HMS Hermes and her plane-guard and escorts. The day we 

went into Karachi in Pakistan came as another bombshell. We had been on 

radio silence for nearly two weeks and totally absolved from any news, let 

alone what had happened on the other side of the world. It was November 

22, 1963. As we drew alongside the naval base, we were berthed outboard 

of two Semi-I ñGuppyôs.ò It was a half-hour or so before we had finally 

ñdoubled upò and hatches were opened. I went up onto the casing for a 

óbreath of freshersô and a fag, when immediately I saw that both boats were 

ñflying at half-mastò . . .once again. It was so typical, but yet a 

consequence of the frequency of reasons and the large population that 

American patriotism thrives. I shouted across the casing to a hand standing 

on the inboard boat. ñSo who the hell croaked this time?ò The hand looked 

at me with a very distraught tone on his face and replied sombrely. . . 

ñPresident Kennedy!ò As quick as the buzz went through Andrew, we were 

equally shocked and couldnôt come to grips with this unbelievable news.  

Karachi was a milder interpretation of Bombay because of a significant 

difference in population . . . only six million. We quickly 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 the mess. I can remember óa localô dressed in a civvy suit with 

a carnation, sitting on a bunk behind me. Inside my drawer among kit, was 

cash and my chronograph Birkôs watch, a birthday gift from mom some 

five years earlier. After I got back from my óhand-cleaner and bird-bathô 

ablutions to get dressed to go ashore, the drawer had been lessened of 

content. The civvy who was thought to have been a shipôs chandler wasnôt. 

Nobody knew who he was, and we found out that I wasnôt the only one 

that got nailed. That eased the pain a little bit, for a whole bunch of us were 

now 'quids-out' and it was the first time anybody could recollect getting 

órolledô onboard.  

We had been gone from Singersô for more than eight weeks and it was 

now time to head for the barn. We surfaced, 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. 126 form 

 

Andrew had a unique method of ditching gash on the surface from the 

fin via a homemade gash chute. It dropped down as a one-foot 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 transit, M(E)1 ñStormyò Bullard was steaminô 

donk-shop and after he came off watch and had breakfast, the pipe came, 

ñAll gash to the control room! . . . Watch off . . .ditch gash!ò Oily and 

carbon packed gash bags joined the pile at the bottom of the tower that 

came from the forôd messes. The gash ditching party included the 

scratcherôs dickey, the tanky, a fore endee, and ñour Stormy,ò the donk-

shop, oily gash bag representative. The party straddled the tower and 

chain-ganged the bags uptop and into the fin. Before shoving them down 

the chute, they were punctured with a pusser's spike for free-flooding. The 

trick then was to give the bags a shove, but only on a starboard roll as the 

structural dimensions of an A- boatôs saddle tanks were perpendicular 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 bags 

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 passed to the control room, ñControl room. . 

. Officer of the watch! There are some oily rags and lumps of carbon 

on top of óthree-starboardô ballast tank. Letôs have one stoker to the 

casing to clean it up!ò  

As Stormy was the representative while we all sat musing in the mess, 

he mustered a bucket and a heaving line from the scratcherôs store and 

obtained permission from the bridge to scale down onto the tanks to flush 

it all away. As Stormy had to ósign for itô, he wasnôt prepared to lose this 

bucket. He made up a heaving line onto the bucketôs handle while securing 

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 

quickly paid out and with a sudden jerk, ñour Stormyò was in a heap of 

arms and legs in emergency, and headed for the deep-six.  

Fortunately, conditions were good and the boat quickly executed a 

ñWilliamson turn.ò In short time, a very embarrassed Stormy was 

recovered but it wasnôt easy. The bucket and line was still secured to him 
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making for a difficult recovery. The scratcher hollered, ñUndo the rope 

yaô flaminô twit!ò to which Stormy burbled back between waterlogged 

gulps, ñNot on yore(choke-choke) fukkinô life! . . . Iôm not gonna 

(choke) get 126'd fer a fukkinô ole (choke) bucket nô óeavinô rope! 

(choke)ò There was just no way that Stormy and his bucket would ñhave 

gone for a full dueò as was the near case of irrecoverability from going 

over the side. With a certain amount of difficulty and under-the-breath 

cursing 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 heaving line getting returned to the 

scratcherôs store. The captain was then in the predicament of having to 

send a signal reporting ñMan Overboard and successfully recovered in 

calm seas.ò which then begged the one word message response from 

F.O.F.E. . . . ñHow?ò  

 

 

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 second 

one was . . .learn to (yuk! yuk!) run the movie projector. The big highlight 

of any day in any submarine, and 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, and 

even going alongside a skimmer in a tropical port, using her shipôs side 

while the viewers were spread out along the casing. Sem-I ships were not 

a good choice because of their dark tone grey which was only slightly 

better than a submarineôs black fin. Now commonwealth ships from 

Australia, New Zealand, or even the Canadians because of their bright and 

lighter gray paint were about the best unless you got beside the very best . 

. .a white-hulled pusserôs hydrographic vessel. Back down below however, 

the two cinema projectors had their allocations. The supper event belonged 

to the ERAôs and S.Rôs mess, the late show started in the wardroom right 

after evening rounds, and by the time the chuffs and puffs had finished 

theirs, we would swish it forward and óthe yobsô would start after the 

bunhouse saw the first reel. The cinema in most submarines was the fore 

ends where there seemed to be the greatest of room. Weôd all pile in with 

our two cans of beer and somehow get all horny to watch what somebody 

ashore decided upon . . .released films that had wrapped their premieres on 
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Broadway and made their money about ten years ago. When J. Arthur 

Rank announced his presence with the guy hittinô the gong or the MGM 

lion came on, everybody would holler: ñShit! . . .ôSeen it!ò When a Tom 

and Jerry cartoon appeared at the front of a full length 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 

and in-unison assurance, ñGod oleô Fred!ò When it came time to choose 

the movie, a lot 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 resourceful and manipulative in order to get to ñsee 

them allò before you ever got back alongside. When discussions got heated 

and a mini-war 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 

with, ñHave you seen Moby Dick?ò To which one might reply, ñNo! I 

donôt like sex films.ò ñThis isnôt about sex . . . this is about whales!ò the 

killick would assure. ñI donôt like Welshmen either!ò as a contrary matelot 

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 trying 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. 

Britainôs interests in Malaysia as a colony were at stake. In the following 

two years, and along with a very large surface fleet, required that 

submarines would be tasked in covert operations in and around the Java 

and Sulawesi Seas and the relatively shallow waters of the Macassar, 

Bauka and Carimata Straits. As such, SM VII boats would share in 

intelligence gathering, surveillance, reconnaissance, commando landings 

and inshore patrols.  

Because of the shallow surrounding waters of Indonesia, its maritime 

fleet both commercial and naval was shallow drafted and often more of a 

target for a gun rather than a torpedo. It was therefore decided to put deck 

guns back on the squadronôs A-boats, with minor adaptations because of 

their previously designed integrity. Before streamlined conversion of the 

class had taken place throughout the fifties, A-boats included a 4in.QF 
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deck gun as part of their superstructures. The conversion included removal 

of the gun which by now was obsolescent in SSK warfare requirements 

however, the mounting platform that was integral to the pressure hull 

became redundant but was to remain below the fore-casing.  

Andrew would be the first, and a preserved and reclaimed mounting was 

shipped from the YewKay that was located on a concrete base outside the 

Attack Teacher at Rothesay, Scotland and was fitted accordingly. This too 

would bring a restored personnel dimension to submarines for once again, 

the submarine Quarterôs Rate/gunlayer had a renewed purpose. 3-badged 

Able Seaman ñHappyò Day, one of the few left in the submarine service, 

became exonerated and was reverted back to his old trade as ñthe Gun 

Layer.ò He quickly turned to in training others in the art of submarine naval 

gunnery. Two torpedo men, a sonar rate, and because the gun was directly 

above his óturfô, the wardroom steward was also included as part of the 

crew. Non-combatants such as stokers who hadnôt the experience, were 

also trained not only in handlinô and humpinô ammunition to the casing 

from the R.U. magazine and the trench in the fore ends, but gun-action 

surfacing as well. The good news was that we could legally soak the 

Andrew w. yet to be painted deck gun just fitted, backs away from Medway, 1963. 

Second from left from forôd to aft, Canadian ñScratcherò P.O. George Bechtel 
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bunhouse carpet that was below the gun tower. The aftermath bittersweet 

requirement was that the stokers had to run the 15 gph electric distiller 

fitted in the A.M.S. directly below, to dry the carpet out. ñBitter,ò meaning 

another watchkeeping chore away from the donk shop and ñsweetò 

because it made the wardroom nice and even steamier. The gun was also 

useful for other things on the surface. Hanging movie screens while trained 

athwartships, a backdrop for óRogueôs Galleryô photography, and even 

hanginô out your dhobeyinô if time, pusserôs hard, and precious fresh water 

was ever available.  

 

 

Procedure 

 

Preparations for carrying out a ñsurface gun actionò were done while 

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 the 

bridge to execute. Prior to, the five-man gunôs crew would muster below 

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 opening the upper hatch. 

It also increased the humidity-laden 110 degree ambient temperature by 

yet another ten to fifteen degrees. At the same time, the bridge OOW and 

the lookout would stand by in the conning tower ready to open the upper 

lid. There was another form of, but very low pressure blowing. It was 

through the ógunnery whistleô chained around the captainôs neck while 

seated at the after search periscope. It was this whistleôs unmistakable 

audibility that conveyed the orders from the skipper in the control room to 

the adjacent wardroom for the gunôs crew to react. A parade square G.I. 

would never comprehend it.  

The captain would commence the operation by blowing his whistle in 

one long blast. Verbally, he would then order in succession, ñGun action 

. . .Surface! . . . Blow main ballast!ò The boat would now struggle to 

want-to-rise, and seconds later would order, ñFore and after planes to 

full rise!ò This would take the óbrakesô off, allowing the boat to rush to 

the surface with a very acute stern-down angle. When the captain felt that 

the boat was shallow enough to open the hatches as it sped to the roof, he 

would blow his whistle once more and follow with the distinct order, 

ñOpen up!ò The conning tower upper lid, being slightly higher, didnôt 

present a problem during the ascent. Although the gun-tower hatch would 

ópopô open without assistance, once the pressure equalized, tons, or gallons 
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of water as the case may be, would enter the tower and deposit into the 

wardroom below. When the óshootô was completed, it was time to dive as 

quickly as we surfaced and then pump out, mop up, flash the distiller and 

return any unspent projectiles to the R.U. magsô in the fore ends.  

 

 

ñThe mail got through . . .Finally!ò 

 

We got back alongside Medway to find that Alliance had 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 envelope from Canada House in London along with another one 

that appeared to have travelled everywhere in the world. I opened the 

brown one and became joyous, for on the 15th of October, 1963, the 

Canadian Government certified notice to the fact. Confusing as it read, it 

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 and 

a typewritten note from the paybob in Niobe disclosing that his pay record 

was docked five bucks, and warning that next time he goes on leave, ensure 

that the pusser could find him when he wanted to. The Britsô werenôt 

impressed for now he was a real ócolonial gitô and accused of having sold 

his birthright. Oh well . . . no jubilation after all. Everybody shot inboard, 

he was in bad need of a ten-tonner, and typically duty on the first day in.  

So later that night after scrub-out and rounds, I got to open the other 

letter finding that if anybody in Canada, and notably the RCN, wanted you 

in a hurry, it wouldnôt be easy. It had gone through F.M.O. three times, 

sent to Stadacona, Micmac, out to the west coast to Naden, then got a little 

closer by going to Niobe, and Dolphin in the YewKay, now the Far East 

to Terror, to Medway and finally Andrew. 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, I got thinking about 

the distance from Singapore to Winnipeg, so I replied to the invitation with 

the following: ñDear Keith and Veda, Wishing you great happiness in your 

future. Thanks for the invitation but I canôt make it to the wedding. Iôm 

duty that day! Your old friend, Don.ò 

Time and sea-time were trotting on and soon I was to be ñqualified in 

submarines.ò I began to feel that I had found my niche. I was no longer 

doubtful about staying in the navy, albeit in someone elseôs. I belonged to 

the RCN and I felt good about what I was doing as well as helping to 
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represent it. There was challenge, and not only the sort that makes you a 

sailor but of one that drew the best from you within a unique society of 

men who sail beneath the seas. The saying goes that, ñsoldiers adjust the 

environment to suit themselvesò . . .while ñsailors adjust themselves to suit 

the environment.ò Now thereôs an analogy of a submariner. By playing 

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 in ñthe Trade,ò 

a self-chosen profession 

with a different reward. 

There was a charisma 

attached because you felt 

good about being and 

belonging with such 

people. Even the non-

volunteers that were 

pressed into submarines 

became this way. 

Outsiders are mystified 

by it and to succeed in the 

life, meant constant sacrifice too. Our satisfaction came from nurtured 

self-discipline as you increasingly adjusted yourself to suit the 

environment. The scarce few that failed in the endeavour were cranky, 

irritated and wished they werenôt here. There was nothing more 

uncomfortable than someone to be shook and turn out . . . ñcracked down 

the middle.ò As we witnessed such displeasure because of the 

inconvenience, never any comfort, the long hard hours, and never being 

able to get a shower after being 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 landing in Keppel Block 
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gained through enduring and withstanding and nobody wanted to be 

labelled as ñnot havin' it.ò To bear the challenges, strong motivation was 

foremost.  

It was clear to me now how submariners were possessed of a certain 

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 other. 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, were 

the words ñplease,ò ñthank youò and ñexcuse meò ever used more. Those 

words and their appeal might otherwise be macho-ly substituted with: 

ñSwing the slide down please!ò at the dinner table, or ñCheers!ò in 

gratitude for the slightest of gestures, but it harboured sincerity and made 

life cheerful. Keep your guard up for wit and ridicule too. Brand new Part 

IIIôs like us would declare, ñExcuse me!ò and in building character and 

peer-acceptance, that was sure to be wittingly reciprocated with the jarring 

inquiry, ñWhat didja do?ò  

And nowhere else could you find such natural initiative. To lend a hand 

at any time on any job; to carry your weight as well as the next manôs when 

he needed it; to immediately clear up the mess deck table while doing so 

for the man beside, in front or behind you too. Inevitable that he would 

equally reciprocate the next time or whenever the need should arise when 

you least expected it. To pour a mug of tea or coffee meant that youôd do 

yourself last because you were ñgettinô them inò for all about you. With 

close familiarity of each other, it 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 well-earned meal too. Never, ever, ever. . . 

remain seated to eat duff. Duff was little consumed among submariners as 

it was time consuming and unlike the main meal, was not an essential. So 

now of the built-in character. . .  

     There have been books and tales about these creatures of the sea but 

perhaps more often than not, penned from hearsay rather than having 

endured. Two pieces of contrasting literature define 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 where the 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!) 

When they return from run or raid. 

Unseen they work, unseen they win. 

That is the custom of 'The Trade'. 

 

On the other hand, prophets philosophised of the God-fearing and more 

practical aspects of those same men of ñThe Tradeò in favour of their 

brothers above:  

 

ñSubmariners. . .A Godly Purposeò 

 

God created lower creatures of the seas and called them 

ñSkimmers.ò And with a twinkle in His holy eyes and a smile that only 

He could have, He gave great grey ships to they, the skimmers, to go 

to sea upon as Noah, and soon one day to be known as ñtargets.ò He 

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 splendid uniforms 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 divine creature and this He called 

a ñSubmariner.ò And these creatures, 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 forces of Satan, and all things evil ashore and 

afloat and at 20,000 leagues. He too gave them comforts . . . submarine 

comforts. Double-decking, submarine jerseys, tinned bangers, babiesô 

heads, one-in-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 Godôs will, He gave them too, hotels inboard on the 

shore, and willed an allowance of subsistence so that they may 

entertain the ladies on Saturday nights and so impress the hell out of 

creatures above . . . Yea the ñSkimmers.ò  

 

And to assure in perspective how submariners, and even skimmers, 

compare themselves with soldiers and . . . animals, certain passages 

describe in digressing intervals of the nobility of a messmate.  

 

 

ñMessmate before shipmate, 

shipmate before soldier, 

soldier before dog.ò 

 

 

Medway, Terror and just outside the ógateô 

 

After being alongside Medway for a maintenance period, we did a short 

patrol and now it was Christmas time. As usual, all the V.M.ôs caned the 

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.ôs were coming down the boat with their 

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 and there 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 this red-hot, 

slippery carcass up the hatch. We succeeded, and off we went inboard 

munching away as we strode joyously toward Keppel block with bones 

flying about much like they did with another form of ñfinger-lickinô goodò 

fowl on Gottingen St.  

Sembawang Village (Kampong) was the place that the run ashore began 

before heading into Singapore. The 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. Eventual food that 

quickly transformed into Banjo Eggs or soon-to-be 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 to watch blue movies, but those of the home-

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 was 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 jump 

in with seven other passengers with their goats and chickens all 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 to mind was Wah-Poon-

Leeôs. He only had three tables and about eight chairs and along with his 

good chinky nosh came Tiger and Anchor Beer. After ambling through a 

maintenance card, plastic envelope that was offered as the menu displaying 

Chili Crab, Nasi Goreng, Bee Hoon, and Mah-Mee as his main 

concoctions, the usual rice dishes and Indian chapattis and nan were also 

listed. What was obvious though was that Wah-Poon couldnôt translate 

into English as he had gotten one of his regular customers to go aboard one 

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. ñANY DRIPS . . . SEE YOUR D.O.!ò  

If it was any time after 0300, Wah-Poonôs would be shut and lashed 

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, 

ñslightly up-priced after midnightò Tiger beers. In order to get the night-

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 mariner, ñDollyò Grey. He was the Chief 

Bosônôs Mate aboard the civvy-crewed, RFA Retainer. Her lawful 

occasion was to transport munitions to and from the Fezz and YewKay on 

a constant turn around because of the Indonesian Crisis and the demands 

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 the ship for a 

pint. When I say out, I mean that the ship being of the ammunition type, 

was traditionally moored in the stream, the Johor Straits and to get to her, 

we used óMedwayôs ñAfrican Queen.ò She was the launch, so dubbed for 

her likeness in appearance, canopy and all. She had a diesel donk because 

the ñstoker in the boatò declared, ñDeezelhaftado, ótil we get more coal!ò 

We looked under the thwarts and up in the forward stowage compartment, 

but we couldnôt find Katharineôs bonnet or Bogieôs fags anywhere. . .and 

the stoker was right . . . no coal either. 

The voyage in the afternoon sun took us from the pontoons near the 'red 

hut' at the back of Terror, on a one-mile trip to the bottom of Retainer's 

accommodation ladder. The óred hutô was a gazebo-like structure with a 

red-tiled 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 POWs at the Japanese takeover of Singapore 

in 1942. 

When we got aboard, we were given a ótwelve-fifty, Cookôs specialô of 

the ship that included the ammunition hold, only to wind up in Dollyôs 

cabin for some well-deserved refreshment at the completion of the circuit. 

Dolly was a WW2 merchantman from the Southampton pool that had 

sailed in merchant freighters, oilers, and liners and by the 1960ôs, was 

relegated to the more attractive consistency and security as he explained, 

of sailing in H.M. Royal Fleet Auxiliaries. He was quite the guy, for not 

only was he sincere and friendly . . .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 and was not only the guvôner on the óuppers,ô 

but as glaringly noticed during the ótwelve-fifty,ô the passing 

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 solos in the art of sods-opera-inô, or in his case . . .sea shanties. 

Out he came with every parody, lyric, and gesture to the 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 weôd ever seen in the navy. Dolly, on his bunk stood in 

acclaim with his bounding Yorkshire voice and volume in great gusto. He 

heralded of Nabob, a fabled sailor who riddled a society with salacious 

characteristics and discrimination of ógaysô that were not to be accepted in 

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 ordinary thieves . . .but ass-thieves 

. . .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 dockyard, 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 I, that I 

shoulde lie with thee?ò And he replyeth unto thine harlot: "Oh 

haybag, oh haybag! I shalt give you mine dhobey bag . . .mine kit bag 

. . .one scran bag and mine shitbag . . .also shalt I, my ditty box . . .my 

hat box . . .one pair of socks . . .and a dose of pox!ò So the price was 

agreed upon. 

From this eve of bawdiness and boldness, awakening the next day, 

he sayeth unto her, "What is the hour?ò And she replyeth unto him . 

. ."Sire . . .it is the eleventh hundred hour!ò Then Nabob, who wipeth 

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-e-eze!ò And 

whenst in 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 dying!ò  
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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' lousy with crabs!ò  

And so endeth the lesson. 

  



 

180 

 

CHAPTER SEVEN 

 

HMS/m Anchorite 

 

he Andrew had entered refit and with that, off came the gun. The 

sign on the door in layapart stores in the dockyard had a gun 

silhouette on it with an inscription that now read ñHad Gun . . .Did 

Travel!ò I soon found out that refit was not for me, and Chief 

Stoker, Ron Rae knew it. He made a few inquiries and soon, I joined 

Anchorite to replace another Canadian, LSEM Ken Dutnall who was 

termed, ñsick on shore.ò I was real chuffed with this news which put a 

temporary end to hanginô about at RG (S). Days were spent pipping spare 

gear, stuffinô grease into stern glands, painting H.P. air spanners and any 

other grimy jobs oleô Ron Rae could think of. ñPainting out an oily engine 

room is like doinô a scrub-out in a foxhole!ò we thought.  

One boiling-hot afternoon in an engine room where all the top gear was 

gone, oriental artisan engine fitters sat haunched over the big end bearings 

that cradled the mammoth engine shafts. There theyôd have the shafts 

slowly turning while honing the surfaces by hand with oil-stones with 

precision from a naked eye. Chief Stoker Rae entered the space and clearly 

declared, ñBuster! Head down to the D.O.T. (engine Drain Oil Tank) and 

start wiping it out. The dockyard chemist is coming down tomorrow 

morning to certify the tank gas-free and safe to enter.ò Suddenly, it seemed 

I qualified as a coal mine canary and many of the RNôers felt that that was 

gainful employment for a ñColonial.ò  

As I joined Anchorite, I had company. With me came the gun, and my 

experience as an ammo handler for which not only would I cane the donk 

shop killickôs job again, but lended a little peer group training in gun-

action training as well. We were to sail in a few days after loading fish and 

mines at RNAD. . . up the creek. Weôd be gone for about ten weeks 

working with the Far East fleet and the RIMPAC navies with runs into 

Hong Kong, Japan, and the Philippines. This was going to be a good trip 

and everybody was looking forward to it. Like any 

operational sea going draft in any navy, the mankey Ankeyô 

had yet another atmosphere about her. There was enthusiasm 

with the OPSCHED which was busy and certainly 

adventurous, and the energy of the crew seemed to have a 

brighter spark. In my relative newness to submarines, I came 

to realize that refit syndrome was creeping in aboard the óDrew. Where she 

had completed her last patrol and had gone into refit, the majority of crew 

T 
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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 of 

the boat as anxieties and priorities began to shift toward their personal lives 

and a shore routine. Unknowingly, this had an effect on me at the time. I 

was single and rarinô to go, soon realizing that I was better suited aboard a 

running boat. Where Anchorite was in the midst of her operating cycle, 

meant that shore time was sparse and for the R.A.ôs, good management of 

the little time at home with the family was a priority alongside Medway, 

but when not, it certainly swung toward the boat. Besides, there were more 

single hands and V.M.ôs on this one and most of those who were R.A., 

were always up 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 I was off watch and sitting in the 

motor room, mildly yarning with the not-so-busy, propulsion switchboard 

operator, ñDarkyò Savin. The telephone rang. ñMotor room! Is that you on 

the line?ò Darky replied, ñYes, it is!ò ñWell, get off! Thereôs a train 

coming!ò warned the caller. Later, the engineer officer came through who 

was of the idea that he should always make comment on equipment and 

practice his impressions of really knowing the boat. He stared at a wooden 

grab bar on the motor roomôs open switchboard that closely resembled an 

operating lever in the same proximity. He grasped it while remarking to 

Darky, ñLEM Savin. The astern switch is jammed!ò Darky looked at sir 

with a smirk and said, ñYeah. I know sir! Weôre gonna sort that out when 

we pinch another boat hook off the African Queen.ò  

Our first stop at Honky-fid, took us alongside HMS Tamar, 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 since Crescent, and what used to be a graving dock in 1958 

had now been back-filled the following year. It was now utilized as 

Tamarôs parade square.  

The inboard digs were new, clean, and had good ten-tonners. There 

were lots of skimmers alongside. The Aussie Darings, Voyager and 

Vendetta, Hartland Point the destroyer tender, and the kiwi frigates, 

Taranaki and Otago. Out in the midst of the junk and sampan dotted 

harbour were the carriers Victorious and USS Shangri-La, in on R&R from 

óNam, along with a number of pusserôs supply ships.  

Here we got stormed by ñJennyôs Side Party.ò Jenny was Tamarôs best-

loved character and history has it that all the way back to 1928, Mrs. Ng 

Muk-kah and her band of females would scrub down and paint shipsô sides 
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for relatively little reward. A nominal fee perhaps, with free gangway on 

useable gash. But the lads from hundreds of shipsô companies over all of 

those years would reward Jenny and the girls with extra rabbits including 

bread, eggs, clacker, and tinned food because theyôd also come down in 

the ship 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 the 

major exercises we were to undergo later near Japan as well as special ops 

in the South China Sea on the way back to Singersô.  

In the meantime, the paybob had showered us with 

lolly, the inboard digs and galley were top-drawer, and a 

run ashore was very much in order. Hong Kong in the 

early sixties was a good ñburnò where everything was 

cheap and duty-free. 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 popular mustering point for it sat on the 

harbourôs edge and was surrounded with shops and stalls along the front 

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 that 

although 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 

during the installation of air conditioning, a live shell was found two feet 

below the reception room on the ground floor. The three foot, 83 lb. 

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. 

When half a dozen of us arrived in ñthe wets,ò there was a high-pitched 

deafening clamour from uniformed matelots from all over as indicated by 

the nationalities of the many ships in harbour. There were yankee sing-

songs, Britô sodsô operas, kiwis and aussies playing crown and anchor, and 

a lot of bootnecks and U.S. marines. It was lively and as we arrived, we 

were casually eyed and taken as RFAôers as we were dressed in civvies. 

That was fine and we didnôt mind it a bit for we knew that some of the 

perks in submarines were acers by being inconspicuous as ñWe Come 

Unseen,ò conspicuous by the lasting attar of eau-de-diesel. Our time would 

come, as the run would no doubt accelerate, as the day wore on. 

We immediately gathered round a table and muckled onto somebodyôs 

empty beer mug. We declared a $10.00HK ñyorkieò with bills stuffed into 

the jug as two of the lads headed to the bar to get the round in. I browsed 
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around this huge, sunlit struck, smoke-laden 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 about an hour or so before, gangways were 

opened, and evidence was that there was a lead among this sea of matelots 

and the Victoriousô lot was well underway. ñThis Oleô Hat Of Mine,ò 

unable to hear the words, was obvious at one table as the showmanôs white 

front went flying onto the deck from the exhibitorôs prominent stage on a 

table. At the other end was another bunch rolling up copies of the Navy 

News in prep for ñThe Dance of The Flaminô Arseholes.ò Loud chanting 

from another corner led into the strains of ñSing, sing, or show yore ring. 

But we donôt want to see yore ring. . .so sing you bastard, sing!ò The 

ñOggie Songò could be heard somewhere else while drowning out the 

orders of the sergeant-at-arms in the stage play presenting, ñThe Chelsea 

Pensioners.ò Whereôs our Mick DôAish? we thought. Over against a 

massive, bare bulkhead which displayed but a lone portrait of Lizô and the 

Duke bearing witness, stood a lone juke box with very loud throbs of the 

Beatles playing ñHelp,ò and Frankie Ifield singinô ñI Remember You.ò 

What was equally entertaining though, was this pie-eyed, tattoo-adorned, 

long bearded killick hairy-fairy donned in 2Aôs with cap flat aback, 

physically playing the juke box. He was seated in front of his instrument 

tickling the selection keys convinced 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 on his óivories,ô while well-nourished with a quart of San 

Migô and a packet of Seniorsô and fumbling through a pile of coins for the 

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 

the night and still half asleep. ñToday,ò he declared, is the start of blow up 

your bag week!ò Our attention was roused. Bagsô then rapidly pulled down 

his fly and rummaged round a bit until out of the opening, came a closed 

fist. With his other hand toward his mouth, he began to huff 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 put 

things away and corrected his dress, uttering in a boring tone, ñGood ah-

a-noon gents. Good run then? óAas abaat a wet then?ò  

Bagsy was dressed in a posh, teal-coloured suit. Being the ginger-beer's 

storesy, he had perks and got ashore earlier in the morning and headed for 

one of the tailor shops. He went on to model his new lagging by pointing 
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out the tiddley glass-hued buttons, the white silk lining adorned with 

embroidered Chinese dragons, and a cut that was Beatle-trendy for the day. 

He got measured up at 9:30 that morning and had it on his back by 11 

oôclock. While he waited for his purchase, he was invited to sit in the shop 

drinking complimentary Sapporo beer and by the time he got fitted out 

with a Thai-silk 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 mid-afternoon, 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 was, was spiced 

enough that whatever animal you were yompinô, didnôt matter in the Far 

East. What did matter was how good it tasted and that would tide us over 

until the next ñhands to noshinô stations.ò  

As we approached an intersection to cross a narrow lane, a Mercedes 

ófast-blackô pulled up right in front of us and stopped before making a turn. 

Bagsy, not a foot away from the rear door and without missing a beat, 

opened it and said, ñCômon lads. Get in!ò As we followed, Bagsy opened 

the other rear door of the taxi, got out, and carried on across the lane. We 

six all followed suit offering a ñGood afternoonò to the driver as we 

nonchalantly transited through the back half of the cab. Picking up on this 

little caper, Pete, who was last to follow, upheld the quality of submarine 

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 together. The 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 coolie, Pete hollered, ñTwo-six . . . le-e-e-an . . . back!ò We did so 

in unison when suddenly the óshaw tipped up and here was the coolie 

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-man cargo came 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 thought heôd get. It was now late in the afternoon and 

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 run-ashore order of the day.  
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It was a carefree good time and the run went 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 bag-off. In the end while on my own in a rickshaw 

heading back to Tamar, it was the only time in my naval career that I had 

ever been rolled and robbed. I 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 should 

never end up ashore on your todô. I knew that, we all knew that, yet 

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!  

 

 

ñYorkie and the Bulwark fire-fighterò 

 

Nearly a dozen lads ended up in an ó'India ink grotô the night before, 

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. How 

ideas for tattoo designs extended into a game of óblack-cattingô and doing 

one better! Just a few weeks earlier in Nee Soon, I 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, as 

well as Mick DôAish who among other ñtats,ò already had on the back of 

his right hand, a majestic eagle spanning itsô wings.  

As the bandages were carefully removed, the exhibition began to 

accelerate. Propped up on top of the eagleôs head was . . . a snort head 

valve. Griff got yet a larger one, entangled within a maple leaf on his bicep, 

then ñTaffò Davies topped everybody with one going up the side of his leg 

that showed a little more mast tube, but ñYorkie:ò Birkhead (the bucket) 

black-catted us all. He was on loan from Amphion. 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 snarlers and 

teamwork beasts and became known as the ñanimal watch.ò Yorkie thus 

made his entrance by removing his shirt . . . and there in all its glory over 

his entire chest was . . . a-a-a-nother head valve. This one was so large you 

could see the spray mat heaters and the rivets on it. At the top was an aerial 

warning light with a shitehawk in the distance, and circumventing this 

masterpiece were the inscriptions, ñLORD SCREAMINô BUCKET. . . 

ANIMAL WATCH SNORTINGò  
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Tattoos in the RN were commonplace and in the Far East, you could 

estimate that ninety per cent of the matelots had them. They arose from 

naval superstitions. They were expression. They were naval spirit, a 

trademark of their profession. Some of the designs were artistically 

magnificent as they draped across 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 angelic displays, ñMom and Dad,ò ñMy Love Judyò 

. . .with traditional flags and sinking ships came much humour. . .some 

quite bawdy. . . some coarse and some very original. Others had a dotted 

line around the neck . . . ñCut hereò . . . or two round circles on the edge 

of the right hand that when the wearer saluted an officer, the recipient 

might just notice that he was being verbally greeted with ñBollocks!ò Oil 

cans on belly buttons, hinges at the joints complete with Phillip's head 

screws . . . crucifixes, a pig and cock on the knees. There was a real popular 

part of the anatomy that best served as the centre-fold page of these 

ówalking comic-stripsô. Backside banter gave a sailorôs arse more 

usefulness than just sitting on it. A pair of green or blue eyes or two four-

bladed propellers with the accompanying precaution, ñTwin screws-Keep 

Clear,ò were examples. Or take the standard two-sittings tattoo, [pun] 

depicting a devil with a pusserôs cap on an ass cheek, shovelling coal into 

the register where huge flames are seen shooting out on the opposite bun. 

In doing one better, we were on one night at an Armada Pavilion shipôs 

dance, witness to yet another ho-hum exhibition of ñThis Ole Hat of 

Mine.ò A relentless stoker from Bulwark, up on a table for his stage, 

flashed his we-seen-it-before, cartoon for everyoneôs pleasure. However 

in opposition to this devil who was keeping the steam up, was an angel 

aeronautically flying above the scene in a ñfearnoughtò suit. She had a two-

gallon pusserôs foam extinguisher tucked under her arm, trying desperately 

to knock the flames back.  

 

 

ñVenus turns off at nightò 

 

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 night prior to entry, we 

did a north and south reciprocal passage up and down the coast near 

Shizuoka to kill time as our ETA alongside wasnôt until in the morning. 

Shizuoka is a spit of land south of the entrance to Yokosuka, the U.S. naval 
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base, Yokohama and then Tokyo. It was a serene evening with a flat sea 

and at about dusk, Rick Selka and I thought weôd go up to the bridge for 

some air. Lt. ñDelò Shannon, the OOW, was Anchoriteôs navvy. Also on 

the bridge were a few other tourists and the lookout was Mad-Mick 

DôAish.  

Del Shannon was a fine budding officer who always had a smile for 

stokers and sometimes we worried about that. He must have been alright 

though for he went on to be skipper of Alderney and of the belief, as 

skipper of a nuclear fast-attack in years to follow. In the meantime, he 

came across as a young officer who gave an impression that he was always 

ñone upò on the lads.  

When Rick and I got to the bridge there was the usual ñWhoôs all here?ò 

and ñWhat watch yaô got next?ò to the half a dozen already up there. As I 

looked about at the sinking sunlight and placid sea, I saw a very bright 

light just off the horizon to the starboard side. I nudged Mick, the lookout, 

and pointed into the general direction of the bright illumination on the 

landfall that was at about ten miles. Mick said, ñCheers Buster!ò under his 

breath, and with his binoculars in place reported, ñVery bright light . . 

.green 90 . . .angle of sight, five . . . approximately 20,000 yards, . . . 

probable light house sir!ò ñThank you Able Seaman DôAish.ò came the 

reply from Lt. Shannon . . . but I think youôll find that that is the planet 

Venus. It casts a very bright light in the Far East at this time of day!ò 

Well Mick then felt a little embarrassed in front of his touristy audience 

of non-lookouts and I felt all the more awkward for not keeping my place 

as a stoker. ñNever mind DôAish . . .after all, you are the lookout!ò said 

this very well-informed naval officer in a superior tone. Then suddenly, 

the bright light went out. Mick then opined, ñWell if weôre steaminô due 

south sir, that should be Venus on the port beam now ainôt it?ò We all 

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 Irish twang to the tune of Jingle Bells:  

 

ñI ótink I see a lighthouse sir,  

Sinkinô down on me.  

I ótink I see a lighthouse,  

as plain as plain could be.  

Navvy got óis star globe out,  

and from it quickly read:  

Itôs not a Japanese lighthouse Dôaish, 

but Venus there instead!ò  
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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 and 

his emphasis after the watch over tea, tot, or a beer was 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 a 

horny jelly fish mingled with the din of carrier turbines, Y-100 gearing, 

Loch Class recipsô, an RFA, and even the whir of a Pearl Harbor-bound 

yankee bomber that went by. . .over, or under us one day. 

ñSoapyò Watson was 

another top of the line sonar 

rate who was reared in the 

RCN as one of the listening 

experts. I had met Soapy in 

Micmac and it was obvious 

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 late ófiftiesô. As a very 

small but informed team, 

they were assigned to visit 

the Naval Reserve Divisions 

all across Canada and train 

local requisite personnel 

with typical shipboard sonar 

equipment in its use and 

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 be a Canadian and now, in the midst of his kipper 

oppos, constantly served in illustrating his tenacity, determination, and 

adeptness of every Canuck possessed. Because we in Anchorite were to be 

heading into Yokosuka, thoughts about one of Soapyôs adventures stuck 

right out in everyoneôs minds that had occurred just one year earlier in this 

very Nipponese U.S. naval port.  

 

 

Bottom left: Soapyé and the staff in front of the 

M.A.S.T.U. semi-trailer in some city somewhere in 

Canada. No officers hereé. #3ôs with no lanyards 

spells ñon duty." 
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The case of Scotchéééé 

 

While alongside the Tang class USS Wahoo, 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 of Wahoo's endeared mascot, 'Miss Wahoo'. She was 

similar in size and as significant to what the Canadian navy had in the 

names of effigy mascots ñPercy the Penguinò in Terra Nova and by the 

mid-seventies, (Pandera Rosetta) ñThe Pink Pantherò in Okanagan.  

 ñMiss Wahooò was located in the captainôs cabin. She was alluringly 

poised in Polynesian attire that included a blossom in her hair, a lei 

obscuring her ample breasts, and a grass skirt that concealed extra anatomy 

that was accurately realistic. It was well known throughout the US 

Submarine fleet that she was ñup for grabs.ò The captain, in his confidence, 

issued that if anybody achieved in kidnapping Wahooôs popular mascot, 

he or they, would be rewarded with a case of fine scotch whiskey. His 

assuredness extended from burglary prevention for if a perpetrator was to 

be successful in capturing this fine Hawaiian princess, he had to deal with 

a technicality. She was wired to the submarine's diving klaxon alarm. Once 

disturbed from her pedestal, the klaxon would emit itsô very audible ña-a-

o-o-o-o-gahsò alerting all hands to óswing hatches shutô thereby 

imprisoning the culprit and keeping the worshipped idol intact.  

By the next day Soapy had been on a ófirst night in-run ashoreô and had 

become more and more determined of the challenge. From the tour, he 

foggily remembered that in order to get at Miss Wahoo without being seen, 

he would have to get into the conning tower. He would have to slip down 

a ladder into the tower and head for the captainôs cabin only a few steps 

beyond. He would also need the assistance of the trot-sentry to avert the 

attention of Wahooôs sentry.  

When darkness fell, he sneaked his way across the shadowed ballast 

tanks and got into  

Wahooôs side access hatch at the sail. He immediately discovered that 

a wooden ófalse hatchô to the conning tower was padlocked. He then 

noticed that a periscope 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 princess. It was a tight 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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mechanisms 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 a 

lot of wriggling and inching, he found himself through the opening and 

into the conning tower. A few steps forward and into the cabin, there she 

stood in her splendour. ñWhat a trophy! I got her.ò he thought. 

He grasped her quickly and immediately the klaxon engaged in 

repetitious, ñA-a-o-o-o-o-g-gahs.ò Below, the repeated blasts of the klaxon 

were interspersed with frantic voices, rushing footsteps, and slamming 

doors and hatches throughout the boat. Out of the cabin and up he went 

and in order to evade the Wahoo pursuers clambered straight up to the 

bridge. When he arrived, he realized that in his efforts to escape, Miss 

Wahooôs head had broken away. He fired Miss Wahoo across to Andrewôs 

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 

because the wooden access hatch was shut, they'll never think about that 

periscope opening. He waited for a few moments until it was absolutely 

quiet. Off he went again retracing his steps, putting on more gobs of grease 

and slipping through the opening once more. In his rush something had 

CO Wahoo, LCdr Frewer, ñSoapyò & ñMiss Wahooò Yokosuka Japan 1963 
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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 he 

groped about in the darkness of the conning tower in his nakedness. On 

hands and knees, he slowly made his way to the captainôs cabin where he 

thought the head might be. When he arrived, he felt around on the deck but 

there was no head. At least there was some assurance. A bath towel (bath 

towel???) owned by the captain would serve as a means for covering 

himself up. As he folded the towel around his waist, the doorway became 

shadowed with some Wahoo-s. ñCaught yaô!ò they said. In the hands of 

one of them was the head of Miss Wahoo. The next day, as both captains 

boarded their boats, the news was passed. Soapy, LCdr Frewer, and 

HMS/m Andrew had won the case of scotch, the POLTO had cemented 

her head back on as she was returned to Wahoo, and the boat fitted a blank 

where the periscope wasnôt. When the CO submitted to defeat, he regarded 

the Royal Navy as being the first to ever being successful to the challenge. 

Then, and still a little hung-over, Soapy replied. ñHold your horses for a 

minute! You mean the Royal Canadian Navy!ò ñYore quite right Leading 

Seaman Watson!ò acknowledged both captains in unison, as cameras 

clicked on Wahooôs casing. Later in the day, word had swiftly spread to 

all submarines alongside as well as to the bar owners ashore in nearby 

ñSubmarine Alley.ò Soapy was a Canadian hero and an honoured free-tab 

guest in all of them. Rightly so.  

 

 

Subic Bay 

 

By February, Anchorite and Amphion had sailed from Japan and on our 

south-bound patrol, stopped at Subic Bay in the Philippines before linking 

up with a multi-navy exercise. From the start, there wasnôt room to go 

alongside until later in the day so we went on the carrier Victorious at 

anchor in the harbour approaches. This was a dodgy move but when you 

want to get a shower, and there was plenty on the Vicô, youôve got to be 

resourceful. The top of the fin was only as high as the gun sponsons that 

were situated below her 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 and Victorious never moved . . . 

but as a smalley craft in comparison, we were bobbinô up and down like a 

fiddlerôs elbow. The only way to get across this ten foot distance was on 

your hands and knees. My, those hairy-fairies 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. We were greeted at the sponson by a third in line, duty 

subbyô who insisted that we salute his quarterdeck as we shakingly 

traversed the plank with manky smelling towels hanging from our necks. 

Well now! Victorious is a ólong shipô ainôt she? In that term with nothing 

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, we and Amphion left the towering shadows of the carrier 

and RVôd with Ambush. She had just arrived from a southward patrol and 

as a joined trio, went on a trot outboard of USS Perch. She was one of two 

U.S. boats discarded of tubes and bunked for transporting marines 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 geared for supply, 

replenishment, and quick ñshave and a haircutò type docking repairs. 

Before that though, we stokers were to strike down engine lube-oil to the 

tune of over a dozen 45 gal. bbls. but as luck would have it, no crane was 

available on the jetty. Being on the outboard trot and four boats from the 

jetty, presented a problem in that no way could the weighty barrels be 

carried. Many óSem-I's' on the pier, aboard Perch, as well as a few oppos 

l. to r. USS Perch, HM S/môs Amphion, Anchorite and Ambush at Subic Bay 
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on óBush, and Amphion seemed 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 stokersô minds, each of the barrels plummeted into the water with a 

woosh and a ker-thunk and disappeared for ever so long. With a visible 

sigh of relief, one by one the barrels surfaced some moments later as their 

contents having a lighter SG, rendered them buoyant in sea water. We 

would now hand-tow them to Anchoriteôs outboard plane guard to wrestle 

them onto the duckôs ass to the lube-oil filling connection on the after 

casing. The óSem-Iôsô and our oppos were impressed and where an element 

of doubt had prevailed, we were pretty chuffed with ourselves in relief.  

 

 

Philip joins the submarine service 

 

That same afternoon, the scratcherôs party was turned to, painting the 

casing and ballast tanks. All of a sudden we heard the cry: ñOy. Look wotô 

I got!ò It was Mad Mick in his oviesô all covered with chocolate admar 

preservative, climbing out from under the after casing. He had what looked 

like a bird in his hand that turned out to be an oil-laden duck. Everybody 

came to a grinding halt as we headed below to break out a dishinô-up fanny 

of warm water and teepol to 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 probably hungry. We 

had lots of mouldy bread on hand (fresh stores hadnôt arrived yet) along 

with a tin of óCarnation. Well, didnôt the duck suck back on that!  

By now, Mick had rightfully assigned himself as the master and keeper 

of the duck, who when we finally got him afloat in the fanny, could only 

swim astern. This duck didnôt seem very bright for not only could he swim 

properly . . .he also couldnôt ñQuackò . . .just ñWheep!ò  

Well that didnôt fizz Mick. First things first. He needed a name to create 

some affection. Later in the morning as the duck circled round the 

messdeck table at tot time, everybody unanimously agreed on the name 

ñPhilipò because after all, he did come from the Philippines. Also, because 

he was very quickly determined a single hand and victualled member, his 

christening extended to  ñPhilip, the V.M. Duck.ò (Philô for short) 

Naturally, if Philô was going to be a submariner, he had to have some 

identification and would certainly have to do his part three training. Mick 

then went down the passage to see the óswain and returned a few moments 
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later with a blank ID card and the Coxswainôs rubber stamp ink pad. Mick 

stood Philip onto the stamp pad and then transferred his distinguishing 

marks, namely a pattern of two webbed-feet, onto the square on the card 

that otherwise takes the photograph. Next, he needed a stock number and 

now a big dispute started about whether he was a Guzzô, Pompey, or a 

Chatham rating where RN service numbers incorporated a geographical 

prefix signifying a ratingôs assigned home port much like ñEò and ñHò in 

the RCN. The argument went on for some time but as the James Bond 

movie ñDR. NOò was aboard (and we all admired Commander Bond like 

good submariners), everybody settled for ñ007 İ.ò Once all that was 

established, somebody said: ñWot if óe ainôt a bloke?ò Well that did it. 

Everybody cheesed down then finished ñthe Queenôs.ò  

Being on tropical routine, leave was piped at 1300 and Mick headed 

over to the Subicô PX and bought a book on ducks that had illustrations. 

As it happened, it was quickly determined that Philip was a drake, quackinô 

was off, and he was the brand that didnôt like to swim much. He was not 

to be handled too frequently as this would minimize his buoyancy grease 

secretion, but Mick said ñNot to worry ódown the boat. Weôre all covered 

in it!ò The book went on to say that Philô would probably not grow any 

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. The captain, LCdr Pat ñState 

Expressò Purdy, so labelled for his fag brand and frequent ñone all rounds,ò 

had learnt that Philô had joined the boat and declared that he indeed, did 

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: ñWhere is Able Seaman Duck going to sleep in case he needs to get 

a shake to go on watch?ò  

Mick then went to work again to get Philip a bunk. He got out an old 

pusserôs string net vest, a small square shaped cardboard box, and a couple 

of carefully selected bed sheets from the engine room rag bag. He would 

then suspend the box between the forward tubes just under # 1 main vent 

and very near where Mickôs pit was in the fore ends. This way he wouldnôt 

get seasick and Mick could keep a fatherly eye on him.  

The only problem we were left with now was how Philô would react to 

a vacuum in the boat when we snorted. ñWell, well then! The jimmy 

exclaimed. ñLetôs have a vacuum test!ò Mick was pleased with that but a 

little uncertain. ñOwôs he goinô to clear his lug óoles if óe ainôt got any?ò 

he asked. He furiously paged through the book and soon found that ducksô 
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ears would be the two holes on the beak. Well, we all looked at each other 

whispering: óThink óeôs confused nostrils with lugôoles!ò 

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, could clear his lug óoles by 

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 and 

looked at Fatherôs face and then splatted right on top of Pulau Tioman 

Island. The captain unfizzed, turned quietly to the trimming officer and 

said, ñPipe Able Seaman DôAish to the control room please Hugh . . .with 

his duckshite cleaning gear designed for black and white admiralty 

charts!ò  

Two weeks later, our trio of boats were back alongside Medway at 

Terror. It was good to finally get ashore and get a ten-tonner in the high 

pressure showers up in Keppel. God knows, we needed it and discomfort 

persisted. Some of the guys were nursing prickly, others, skin infection, 

yet more with óchinky toe-rotô. Then weôd all spiffy up and put on real 

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 

everyoneôs toenails and foot wrinkles were deeply penetrated with carbon 

off the donksô, spud water, and/or pusserôs telemotor oil if you were on the 

wrecker's staff. To put on fresh shirt and 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 to 

make him legally ashore, Mick had been to Terror barracks MAAôs office 

and acquired a mini brown, special-duty, (no watches) station card and 

filled it in with the appropriate information including ñG.ò It was stamped 

ñCOXSWAIN, HMS/m ANCHORITE.ò  

Philipôs head was sticking out of Mickôs shirt pocket and the two would 

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 

request return of the station cards by declaring to the RPO: ñAble Seaman 

DôAish M. and Able Seaman Duck P. . . .ôAnchorite!ò The Petty Officer 

would hand both ócards to Mick and would state in his cockney: ñCrikey, 
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eôs doinô awright! Bran kawd job ón all!ò while leaning across and stroking 

Philipôs head with his finger, ñóAv a good run then Philô?ò  

 

 

ñWho disô bloke, Pelly Como?ò 

 

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 even get you socks, nicks, or shoes 

made to measure, let alone a suit at a rock-bottom price. When Mick was 

in Andrew, he did a lot of running ashore with the previous M(E)1 R-r-r-

onald, Camer-r-ron, óJockô McAlpine, the Scottish troubadour who was 

handy at ô12-stringsô and knew a lot of Scot odes too. Before sailing on a 

ten-weeker, they got their orders into óPinky the Sembawang tailor, and 

good friend to all ñJohnsò at Terror barracks.  

Because of the language barrier, it was difficult to assure Pinky of 

exactly the style of shirts Mick and Jock were referring to. Material was 

understood as were the accoutrements, and so was the process of taking 

measurements including the head. The problem arose in the style of collars 

they preferred. In the early sixties, you had to be in vogue and many a Britô 

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 horizontally 

about a foot apart and just above the shoulder exclaiming, ñYou know 

Pinky. Just like Perry Como. Big collar!ò  

Off sailed Andrew, to the Indianô and after the excitement of returning 

to Medway and 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 the 

Perry Como shirts that Mick and Jock had waited for so eagerly throughout 

the ten-week trip.  

The shirts were of Thai-silk complete with studded buttons, frenched 

cuffs, personal mono-grams . . .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 in way of the lips. Jock 

looked at Mick with that Scottish gleam in his eyes, and Mad Mick 

immediately twigged. After paying Pinky off and passing the usual ñBZò 

at a job well done, Mick and Jock had their ten-tonners and dressed for the 

Saturday night run ashore at the Britô Club in Singers. They met at the top 
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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 night 

with much attention-getting from people wondering both who and what 

they were, and having their beer and ónaz-zers with the button undone that 

was immediately in front of their ógobs. If you should lift the tie and sight 

the area of the second button hole down, you could easily see that the 

evening's libations included beer, rum, lemonade from the gin, finally 

having a dash of nasagoreng, more chil crab, with a hot madras and 

chapatti. 

There were a lot of animals in Terror barracks including the four-legged 

kind. Evidence to the fact were the dog droppings that appeared on the 

parade square every morning. It seemed that after jack got ashore on a run, 

heôd get a few down and then start feeding the dogs with bits of 0300 nosh 

out of sympathy, go back on board and have the dog or whatever follow 

him home patting his head all the way. At times, the friendly lapping dog 

would go home with jack as an added paying passenger in a pirate cab 

from the Wai-Lee-Sun in Jay-Bee (Johor Baharu) or Bugis St. in Singersô. 

Some were taken into care but others werenôt, and it got to the point that 

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 bound 

cat and a dog named ñRubbishò from my time to come in Alliance, and 

ñOggieò who belonged to the lads in the minesweeping Tenth Squadronôs 

ñwoodpecker fleet.ò He would always show up at the Armada Club for his 

lunchtime seshô with the ósweeper lads. While Philip on one table lapping 

at the Tiger dregs on the table, Oggie was splashing his way through his 

bowlful of beer, and a monkey cheetah-ing 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 was being encroached with all these continuing 

newcomers. Oggie was an old salt. Heôd done it all so stated the lads from 

the ósweepers. As a matter of fact, he had earned acclaim to his name that 

reflected his boldness and deeds ashore that earned him a social disease. 

He became popularly known as ñOggie the doggie . . . with the leaky dick.ò 

Philip in the meantime, was no slouch and always demanded attention 

to his presence. One day after the club had shut, everybody scurried off to 

Terror galley for din-dins before they shut at 1330. Philip followed, 



 

198 

 

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 about 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 usual, he wasnôt fussy and as he waddled from plate to 

plate and taking the time he needed, he became attracted to a bowl of cream 

of chicken soup. He dipped his beak in the gumbo to get a sample, or check 

the temperature as may be the case. All of a sudden, he stretched up to his 

fullest, flapped his tiny wings, and jumped right into the steaming hot soup. 

Soup, chunks of chicken, and veggies flew in every direction. Philip 

ñwheep-wheepedò louder than weôd ever heard him. He almost arrived at 

the decibel of a quack. All the submariners started with a chuck-up. ñCa-

a-amôon Philô. You can do it!ò or, ñItôs aba-a-t toime Philô. Awfter all, 

yôafta earn yaô keep, yaô know.ò ñOy Philô, dôya wonna quacka wivô yer 

soup?ò And at the same time, one helluva big bootneck wasnôt too 

charmed. Not only had his soup been infiltrated upon, but his starched and 

immaculate khaki shirt was covered with bits of celery and carrot stuck in 

his row of óundressesô. Mick said inquisitively to óroyal, ñWotôs that one 

fer? Losinô yerô ringbit on a run ashore in Sarawak óer smugglinô jennies 

inta Eastney?ò 

About three months went by and poor Philip met his fate. He had 

become a famous duck who made the front page of the RNôs ñNavy 

News.ò Philô and Mad Mick were in a picture on the front page sitting in 

the layerôs seat of Anchoriteôs deck gun enshrouded with the boatôs 

horseshoe kisby. Philô was heralded on the headlines as: 

 

ñA.B. PHILIP V.M. DUCK  007 1/2 (SUBMARINER)  

DEEPEST DIVING DUCK IN THE WORLDò 

 

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 go, following Mad Mick ashore across 

the pontoons from the Medway and everywhere else that Mick would have 

to go. He had seven months sea time, most of it dived, and one morning 

during an alongside scrub-out he had been ñweepingò about in the fore 

ends. Unknown at the 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 
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layered decks. We supposed he thought it was water because the boatôs 

fresh water smelled like white spirits as well. 

It wasnôt until tot time when it was noticed that Philip wasnôt really 

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 sick bay in a greasy old pusserôs 

cap and ask to have him examined. The duty SBA said, ñSorry . . .I donôt 

have a clue!ò One of the first aid party said, ñWell, we already know that!ò 

At that meagre response, Mick then demanded to see a doctor and ask for 

a diagnosis, when out of nowhere came a four-ringed Surgeon Captain. 

ñCaptain, Sir. Could you look at our duck? Seemôs he mighta scuppered 

somethinô this morninô!ò The Captain very curtly in his posh accent 

replied, ñOh give him some milk or something to neutralize it then.ò Mick 

then asked of the Captain, ñDonôt yaô know óoo this is sar?ò to which the 

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 Keppel Block and 

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 and bought another 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 afternoon 

zuzzô and he was either crushed or suffocated. He said after. ñOi give oop. 

Tharô ll never be another Philip. óSides ... Daffy couldnaô passed his part 

three anyway. óE was too yellow!ò  

So, I returned to Andrew and fortunately, just for a short time. Now that 

the boat was well into refit, the doldrums had really set in. The routine was 

lifeless at RG(S) and much more suitable for the R. Aôs. Although I had a 

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, Jay-Bee, and 

downtown Singersô itself. In short time however, there grew an anxiety to 

get back out there where I wanted to be. Anchorite was just completing a 

month long maintenance after the Japan trip and the buzz had it that she 

was now preparing for another deployment. This time it would be to the 

Persian Gulf and exercises in Jetex ó64 in the Indian Ocean. A relief was 

required . . . this time, my good friend LSEM Rick Selka. Like Soapy, Ken, 

and George, Rick also owned a sports car . . .a ó51 maroon MG. He was a 

good driver but a little heavy on the petrol pedal. During a night out in his 

car, we ventured out to R.A.F. Seletar to see some W.D.ôs. The Yuji Khan 

road leading to the Jalan Kayu and Kampong Seletar was fabled as being 

constructed by Australian and British P.O.W.s in 1943 and, in their 

engineering ingenuity, had built the 7 mile winding stretch so that the 

bends in the road were all banked in the opposite direction. Twenty-one 

years later, the base of the road still remained the same, so when Rick and 

I came barrelling through at 60 mph that night, it didnôt take him long to 

leave the road and head straight into the jungle . . . just missing a thirty-

foot tree with a three-foot trunk. A few weeks later, Rick, this time on his 

own, had another accident. He was granted a request to remain behind to 

settle his business and even repair his bodô if he could find his own relief. 

I jumped at it.  

We sailed and headed north through the Malacca Straits and into the 

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 exercises 

with the Middle East squadron, save for a daily trim dive and a few 

evolutions to keep ourselves honed.  
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Liftinô heads. . . and puttinô óem back 

 

The mankey Ankeyôs engine room was in pretty rough shape because of 

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 side . . .number five outboard. In order 

to get at it meant removing # 6 and all its ñtop gearò first and this would 

find us down to one donk for about seventy-two hours. That cancelled any 

port visits for the transit. Such is the life in submarines. When an engine 

goes down, it becomes an all-hands-in 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 three days. Bob Dickey the Chief Tiff, and 

Chief Stoker, John ñCuddly Studleyò will take over the watches and the 

whole job would be headed up by a very scruffy Mechô,  ñDirty Bertieò 

Ruler. He was the donk-shop horse who in short years to follow, was the 

Chief Mechô in Artemis when she sank alongside Dolphin. Mechanician 

ñBrumò Nichols and ERA2 ñTiny Joeò Travers from Newcastle, the two 

other chiefs in charge of their respective watches and the  

0200 on the 2-5 watch. Donk Shop Horse, Mechanician Bertie Ruler cinches up 

on lifting #5 cylinder head. Chief óTiffô Bob Dickey and stoker Tex Mellum (w. 

beanie) look on while the author, just out of his bunk, arrives in the engine room 

for the watch. 
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inclusion of ñErnieò Clayton, the Stoker P.O. made up the two shifts of 

senior rates. Each of the shifts would have two stokers on it that were taken 

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 like a greasy carboned up, green-house with 

temperatures bathed with high humidity in the engine ócentresô at around 

130 degrees. Because of the weight and dimensions of the heads and liners, 

blocks and tackles and whoopee-size whitworth ring spanners, sampsons, 

and sledges were part of the standard pusserôs A-boat engine repair kit. 

Letôs not discard the fact that five stalwart stokers would be heaving up on 

this array of pullies and farm machinery to obtain a ball park precision 

cylinder head torque at the order, ñTwo-six . . . HEAVE!ò The situation 

at sea in an engine room with tossing, oil-laden, and sweat-soaked deck 

plates can be a very dangerous place to be. Then comes the confusion of 

verbal orders and communication over the din of the other supercharged 

running engine that necessitates the engine room branch to steepen in the 

art of sign language.  

Back to normal, the Power Watch on the surface doing 420ô both sides. The 

Goose, Knobby, Buster and ERA of the watch ñTiny Joeò Travers. 
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The job finally got completed in three and a half days. We were all 

exhausted and manky, and some were suffering from heat exhaustion and 

prickly heat. Nevertheless, father opened the casing as the boat got back 

up to 420 rpm both sides, both óscreamersô ñIn,ò and everybody not stood 

down could clear up the boat while the players got an extra tot, two beers, 

and some well-deserved and easy to do kip. The satisfaction of getting it 

right again, as always, is indescribable.  

 

 

The Bootneck and the Submariner 

 

The passage now continued direct to the Persian Gulf and HMS Jufair 

in Bahrain. It was February in 1964, and what was surprising is how cold 

it suddenly became. Here we were, dressed for the desert with steaminô 

shorts, sarongs and sandals, only to find that when we came alongside the 

minesweeper repair ship HMS Striker, a former amphibô landing ship at 

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 

sandal-ed feet makes them very, very cold.  

Along with several minesweepers, the Middle East Squadron that ran 

from Bahrain, boasted the new type steam/gas turbine Tribals: Mohawk, 

Eskimo, Nubian, Ashanti, Tartar, and Gurkha. It would be the first time 

that I had seen what a Machinery Control Room (MCR) was supposed to 

be. I just couldnôt fathom how sitting in an air-conditioned space 

watchkeeping over running machinery that was in unmanned spaces below 

you. Aboard Nubian was a Royal Marine commando, Corporal ñKnockerò 

White, who later teamed up with our Griffô on a run ashore.  

The story goes that after an ale or two at the Jufair wets, they decided 

to swap uni-bags before venturing into downtown Bahrain to visit the 

bazaars. Griffô and Knocker stayed that way for the evening until they 

came aboard Anchorite when everybody was about ready to get turned in 

after the eveningôs run wash up and a can or two. Down the forehatch and 

into the stokersô mess they came, brandishing this three-foot hookah pipe. 

Well we had to have a demo. Griffô, the marine, quickly shed his khaki red 

badged garb into a corner of the mess while Knocker the submariner 

watched in his bulky jumper and too-short bell bottoms. A burqa was 

quickly produced and donned and then Griff proceeded to wrap a towel 

around his recognizable head that had grown through his hair. To complete 

his costume, he intertwined an H.M. SUBMARINES cap tally into the 

folds of the towel, crawled up unto the messdeck table and squatted behind 
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the hookah pipe and began to suck. What was in the top of that pipe 

anyhow? Did it ever chuck up! This went on into the early hours until 

finally, Griffô got his swede down. His pit was the coffin which was fore 

and aft on the settee and only half of it opened into the mess. This made it 

convenient as a slack hammock in the morning for Griffô wasnôt on his 

pins until Chief Stoker ñCuddleyò came in at 0800 to get everybody out 

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 

familiar ñchuck-upò in the mess that morning. We thought that maybe 

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 all 

about. Griff scratched his ba-a-aldy heed and straightened out his burqa 

and commenced 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 dropped 

this óJohn Brownô that fell with a resounding, ñba-boomph,ò onto the 

battery board deck of the mess. The stokers never cleared the mess to turn 

to so quickly before and by tot time, an account of the morningôs greeting 

was delivered to the mess from the sailorsô mess next door.  

 

 

ñOde to the pit of Griffò 

 

Griff crept from out of his pit one day 

His bag of chink, he chunk. 

There on the deck after shakinô his bag, 

fell this óGeorgeô, that landed ñker-thunk.ò 

The clankies, out of the mess they stole, 

holding their shonks, they shunk. 

Many a wicked smile Griffô smole, 

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 Lanka, 

among the allies in the exercise were R.A.N. ships and HMC Ships St. 

Laurent, Mackenzie and Saskatchewan, as 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 and cut in two, the Aussie Daring Class destroyer Voyager 

with 82 casualties. We were stunned in wondering how it could have ever 
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happened. Later, RN Daring Class, Duchess was 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 populated Andaman Islands to the 

north. We went alongside the rat-familiar frigate I.N.S. Trishul, at anchor 

in a lagoon. Also, much to the amazement of my kipper oppos and to the 

pleasant surprise of Griffô and I, we had joined the anchorage with 

Mackenzie and Saskatchewan, who were to later depart for return passage 

to Esquimalt. óSallyô (St. Laurent) was on her way round to Halifax from 

Esquimalt after the first of class to be converted to a DDH, helicopter borne 

destroyer. We just couldnôt comprehend this new floatinô airport. 

After we had doubled up on Trishul, it was time to snare a ten-tonner 

and boy, did we need it after being away from óthe wallô for almost three 

weeks. As always when we got near a skimmer, the request went out to 

blow down and descale 65 hummy bodies, and the reply from Trishul was 

a well-received ñYes please, Effendi! Bloody help yourself please. . .oh 

yes please!ò 

 

 

 

 

Bridge cleared for diving. HMS/m Anchorite after Bahrain - March 1964. 

Middle East Squadron and SM7 insignias displayed at top of fin 
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The Bar-B-Q . . . and the stingray 

 

Griffô was to steal the show once more. He was a member of a local 

civilian diversô club in Singapore whose interest was pleasure diving. As 

members they would collect sea shells, bottles, and anything else of rare-

find value for óshow & tellô at regular meetings. Apart from the fact that 

Griffô was also a pusserôs shipôs diver, his equipment as a club member 

was complete. It included a wrist worn depth gauge, a razor-backed knife 

and lanyard, a netted bag to stow his findings, and a ñsnort mast,ò as he 

would affectionately label his snorkel tube as a devout submariner. 

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 served 

as a hand-driven rotisserie, was just not typical of a North American 

barbecue, but it would do fine in these relaxed 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 drink 

beer and goffers out of a glass. You used to have to open the cans with 

opposing holes to allow a vent for the liquid to flow out. My rather large 

Relieved for tot and back on watch 

The Queen é God Bless Her 

Fore ends Anchorite. A lot cooler in this 

compartment 
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nose used to act as a plug on the venting-in hole as I tipped the can toward 

my lips, and in defiance of physics, the liquid just wouldnôt come out.  

Nevertheless, it was time to eat, and about twenty feet out from where 

we stood was Griff panning the lagoonôs seabed in search of anything 

worthwhile. He was snorting and as such, his ears were just under the water 

enough that he couldn't hear our claim, ñHey Griffô! The nosh is gettingô 

cold and the beerôs gettingô warm. Cômon in and get lashed up!ò He 

didnôt respond but instead, carried on pinginô, and snortinô, and lookinô for 

shells.  

Then, I noticed that semi-buried in the sand of the beach was an old 

burlap bag that was damp and stiff. I pulled it out of the sand and in an 

attempt to get Griffôs attention, threw the bag out onto the water. Instead, 

it landed square on his back to which in a panic, he stopped snorting and 

went deep. Then he came flying out of the water with mask askew and 

choking with water. In his hand was the razor-backed knife as he flailed 

away in panic at the burlap bag that in his startle and panic, was a huge 

stingray.  

 

 

The confusing gearbox. . .whoôs confused? 

 

Griffô was a victim of a lot and many predicaments. For a change one 

time, he decided to hire a car for the weekend in Singersô. It was a fire 

engine red, late 50ôs MG sports car with a standard shift. We were just 

lazing about around Keppel and in the mess on this warm Saturday 

afternoon, when the peace and 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 bewilderment, crying out, ñHow in the hell do yaô get this goddam 

thing outta second gear?ò He had driven the fourteen miles from 

downtown Singapore in that mode and the heat and smoke coming off the 

gearbox was worse than a flash-up from cold, to put on a battery charge.  
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CHAPTER EIGHT  

 

HMS/m Alliance 

The òApplianceó 

 

n the middle of the year, I joined Alliance. The captain was LCdr Tony 

Pogson. ñPoggyò was very poised and expectant in his direction. He 

was a huge man and very proficient as a captain. He was extremely dry 

and witty and knew well how to associate 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 ñBertò Mallows who was my 

former escape tank instructor who later, went on to be the 

commissioning coxswain of the brand new ñbomber,ò 

HMS/m Resolution. It didnôt take us long to dub him 

ñMalnutritionò! His tight control and scarcity in 

delivering the groceries was abysmal. The tanky would 

approach him saying of pusserôs peas, ñ óAy Swainô. . . 

thereôs only fifty peas in a bag!ò ñSo wot?ò heôd respond. ñFifteen men to 

a bag? Mash óem!ò Meanwhile, Scouse Moody the chef put out reasonable 

fare. He would bake a cake now and then. The outside wrecker, on watch 

at the time, had to trim 200 gallons from forward to aft when the seamenôs 

mess took one forward. Trimming is a hazardous occupation when the chef 

bakes. 

Since Alliance had arrived on station the previous year, her running was 

at first, sparse. She had encountered a plunge to great depths while transit 

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 knackered 

from the eight-week run it took to get there. 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 rest of us. It didnôt take long after she came 

down to get her fitted out with surface gunnery as well. It seemed that the 

pusser had run out of 4-inch deck guns and had to resort to weapons that 

didnôt take kindly to being immersed in sea water. So, Alliance was fitted 

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, care and custody came from none other than the 

I 
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only submarine gun-layer the RCN had on inventory, good friend LSLR 

ñRoyò Donovan.  

In a short time to come, Alliance had done a number of ñsneakiesò 

landing the SBS commandos, conducting patrols in and around Indonesian 

islands and on one occasion, well penetrating into Indonesian waters 

quietly in search of the possibility of two ñin harbourò Sverdlov cruisers. 

On one patrol, it was meant to sail at midnight and the crew in anticipation, 

prepared for six weeks dived. In order that the groceries would last, we 

went to ñdouble-decking." Cardboard cartons of tinned food filled the 

passageways and as long as the tanky procrastinated and rummaged the 

vittles out of the Coxswainôs store first, meant no scrub-outs and the 

subsequence of saving precious fresh water. All of this at the expense of 

bumpinô yer head and a sore back from wobbling through the boat all 

doubled over.  

We were to sail at about midnight and I was already aboard, in the donk 

shop doing a battery charge. The stokersô mess all decided that it was a 

good idea to shave off . . . their heads. They arranged to have the barber 

close up at 2000 that night at the Armada Clubôs barberôs shop. As they 

guzzled their óTigersô and óAnchorsô, one by one they shifted from the 

barstools of the wet canteen to the adjoining entrepreneurship of the barber 

next door, and returned to sip more until the last one had his ñshave off.ò 

Then in timely fashion so as not to be adrift for Harbour Stations, fourteen 

óclankiesô dumped the drops of their ñsouth windò glasses upon their heads 

and did a ñHI -Ho, Hi-Ho . . . Itôs off to work we go!ò all the way down 

to the boat on the pontoons leading to Medway. Once the boat had cleared 

the darkened navigational hazards of the Johor 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 ñsneakie,ò around the same time, the T.I., ñBonzoò 

Chapman and his tubes crew, were loading a salvo of mines up the tubes. 

As one of the cylindrical weapons was being eased into the breach, Bonzo 

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 there and the slack fit tube gave little room to rummage round with 

a torch looking for Bonzoôs ñpersonalized top stop.ò To unload the tube 

meant more toil and a considerable loss of time, so Bonzo said, ñFukkit . . 
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. Iôm signed for it. Leave it in there!ò The next day, the boat moved to 

within the areas designated for the minelay. When #3 tube was flooded up 

and fired . . .the jimmy's voice, that of Lt. Frank Grenier, came softly over 

the tannoy announcing, ñThe boat will observe one minuteôs silence for 

the T.I.ôs finger. As we are in the ultra-quiet state, everyone shall refrain 

from joining in the Naval Hymn!ò  

On other operations known as ñGoldfishing,ò we were to transport, 

land, and recover the bootnecks from the 3rd Commando Brigade SBS. 

(Special Boat Section) 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 and we were to release them inshore 

on Sumatra and/or off-lying 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 two-man escape tower provided SBS landing 

parties to sometimes lock-out 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 and canoes that were stowed 

under the casing or at times in the fore-ends 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 and 

swim out. This would 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 bootneck Sergeant in charge 

opined, ñ'Eôll be awlroight! It wasnôt óis trigga finga!ò  

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 going to be 

infested with ñwritten-offò fingers deemed as: ñNo longer an operational 

necessity to Her Majestyôs Armed Forces.ò  

Once ready with all the ñCockleshell Heroesò in their canoes, we would 

do a gently controlled dive allowing them to launch from the casing. They 

would then make a line around the search periscope mast tube so that the 

canoes could be slowly towed in-line very close to inshore. Once released, 

they would paddle ashore while we would slowly retreat to deeper water. 

After they had completed their operation, usually before ófirst lightô or 24 

hours later, it was time to make the recovery. Close inshore once more, the 

means by which the commandos would sight our periscope-tow was 

simple, but revealing if not done fastidiously. At pre-determined exchange 
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intervals, a red-lensed, torch with weakened batteries was aimed through 

the inter-ocular eyepiece of the search periscope, thereby signalling the 

retreating canoeists of the submarineôs rendezvous position. Another 

means for locating position for retrieval was with the use of a ñBongle,ò 

an SBS device which could transmit a weak signal through the water to the 

boatôs 185 U/W telephone. By paddling out to the located RV position, 

they would halve themselves and prepare a line across the anticipated track 

of the boatôs periscope. We would then snag the line and tow them back 

out to sea, surface and bring them and their canoes back aboard. On this 

operation, we recovered them the next night. One of them didnôt return. 

His colleagues never spoke.  

 

 

Vendetta and a real rabbit 

 

Weeks later, another patrol was evident and like all others, there was 

never a need to take more than three changes of ónicks and two sarongs for 

steaminô gear. Much to everyoneôs surprise, as soon as we cleared Johor 

Strait, we made a very abrupt and sharp course alteration to port and 

headed north for Bangkok instead of across the equator, back into the Java 

Sea. ñStrange,ò this navy! Strangely enjoyable at times! Why it happened 

eludes me to this day, but guesses are accurate that we were either a decoy 

or was there a 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 chopped-off Jesus-boots were 

not part of the Coxswainôs repertoire for creating a good naval impression 

with the Thai locals, we were left to our own resources.  

As we went alongside against something with a ñWeôre here!ò bump in 

the donk shop, we soon found out that the inboard catamaran was none 

other than HMAS Vendetta. Still baffled with a decision as to what to wear 

ashore knowing that it had to suit the whims of ñMalnutrition,ò I popped 

over the plank to the stokersô mess in this Aussie bateau. Attached to the 

vertically opened w/t hatch leading down to the mess, I noticed a well-

made chromed propeller surmounted with two stars on a wood backing. I 

somehow felt welcome as I descended the ladder while rapping on the 

hatch coaming with my free fist. ñGosh, that hurts!ò  

Being a fellow colonial, it didnôt take me long to insist upon the Killick 

of the Mess that like him and unlike the RN, I too wore shoulder flashes 

on my uni-bag while taking every precaution to introduce myself in a 
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quickly-regained but slipping Canadian accent. That homemade affiliation 

rid him of any doubt and his loyalty now possessed him to not say ñNO!ò 

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 Ally-anceeôs óclankiesô mess for a tot 

with some of his oppos at 1100. He turned to his mates and in his Oz twang 

ordered . . . ñRight you lot! Everybody dig out a white front, a pair aô white 

trollies, belt, shoes and socks. Weôre gonna help out these sewer-tubers 

next door taô get a run in . . . and itôs worth a tot all óround.ò He then turned 

to me and said with a grim look, ñI sôpose yaô got yer own titfers seeinô as 

yaô didnôt take yoreôs off when ya came down the mess.ò He reminded me 

of Willy in the Micmac. This was a ñLeadingò hand!  

The next morning, we got under way at 0600. Before going, there was 

one thing to do with the greying, brandy-stained, beer soaked, and in some 

cases, torn clobber and scruffy white shoes. Get it all back to the Aussieô 

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 of Vendetta at 0500, the two starred propeller was to be 

disconnected, transferred, and relocated to the formicaôd fan trunking in 

the stokersô mess of Alliance . . . Where else?  

It is seldom the case that no matter where you go alongside, you must 

always take home a ñrabbit.ò Bangkok was certainly no exception but 

because there was precious little time to do any roaminô óround the shops, 

something had to be done quickly. Ron Manison, a killick 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 I noticed an old crate with live rabbits in it. Always prepared to 

black-cat the boys, we quickly decided to buy one and take it back aboard. 

Name? ñBugsô, of course. . . and within an hour, we were on our way out 

of the harbour and the fore-endies had already jury-rigged a new home for 

ñBugs.ò Everybody started to make a fuss. Fresh greens were aboard so 

out came the lettuce leaves and carrots. About a dozen of us were circled 

round the converted spud crate while tickling the rabbit and twitching our 

noses in affection when grocer ñMalnutritionò came barrelling into the 

fore-ends. ñRoight you lot. Wotôs up then? Wot we got óere then?ò asked 

our demanding Coxswain, when all the while we thought that he was as 

intrigued as the rest of us. He wasnôt as we were soon to discover. ñRoight 

LM(E) Brown. Letôs óave a bog at this rabbit then!ò he said. I picked up 
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Bugs by the scruff and held him up for the óSwain to see. He paused and 

while grasping the rabbit by his hind feet, he took it and said, óNow thatôs 

not óow ya óold a rabbit. Thatôs cruel. óEreôs óow ya óold óim. By óis feet.ò 

The rabbit was now inverted when suddenly and much to everyone's 

conclusion about the óSwainôs new-found affection, he whacked oleô Bugs 

with a traditional rabbit chop. Bugs croaked, and as he vented off on his 

last breath, everybody went, ñO-o-o-o-oy óSwain. That ainôt propah!ò 

Malnutrition stood back and declared, óRoight! Yaô can ditch this bawstard 

ovaô the soide. You all know the routine abat transportinô animals óround 

the Far East. Theyôre fulla diseases. Yaô canôt do that . . .so ditch óim. 

Thatôs the end of it!ò Thinking back, it didnôt seem to bother Len Tapsall, 

the óSwain in Anchorite when we salvaged Philip. Oh well. Different ship. 

. .different tally, as we say. ñLest we forget.ò There would be and was, 

another time.  

 

 

Noisy binoculars 

 

We were now cottered and on the roof, running down the Malacca 

Straits at 400 rpm, bound for Singersô. In the seldom experienced days of 

ñpassage routine,ò was like another dimension in the submarine. The 

engines ran better and the air was at least a little drier, but above all, the 

watches were extended so that minimal numbers were closed up at any one 

time. Even the fore hatch got open so a few could get a ñZalpon soapò sea-

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 on 

the casing was well prepared to pound off at a momentôs notice. Ammo 

numbers were ñas detailed,ò in the watch bill and everyone felt at least, 

just about prepared in the event of any action.  

A new Sub-Lieutenant 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 how systems ran and what valves did 

what. One day, up on the casing, he was looking over the after plane guard 

at the port hydroplane. He asked of the outside wrecker, Mechanician 

ñLesò Beadle, ñWreckah! . . . What is that big square thing down there ...?ò 

He had potential 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 todô.  
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Aft on the bridge was ñGeordieò Scott the lookout, and leaning over the 

port bridge rail was none other than ñPoggyò the captain. Father was just 

like everybody else on board, in his sarong and sandals and taking in the 

sweet air and just watching the seas run by in the hot afternoon sun. ñSubò 

had just taken over the watch making sure that his course was correct, 

knew the charging rate, what masts were up and down, and the boat was 

sea-cottered in ñpatrol routine.ò All of these things had finally been 

mastered after constant weeks of study and blasting away at every 

theoretical aspect of the requirements of surface 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 so 

peacefully in order until ñSubò felt an urge, after only just having his lunch 

but an hour beforehand. He felt that he was so absolutely well prepared to 

take his first watch but through the anxiety and busy-ness of mental 

preparation, had forgotten about nature. On the bridge of course is a pigôs 

ear for which many a submariner will tell a skimmer or landsman that, 

ñThat is the voice pipe to the engine room!ò The submariner would then 

pull down his fly and demonstrate an additional use by relieving himself, 

when really it was an open-ended drain that trickled down into the fin to 

the channel where ballast tanks meet the pressure hull. 

A camouflaged Alliance (with deck Oerlikon) as we return from patrol in the 

Malacca Straits 
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In a fluster, ñSubò said to captain, ñSir! I know what Iôm going to say 

is dreadful but the pigôs ear isnôt really going to help my needs at this time. 

It seems that lunch has caused my stomach to ache and I must relieve 

myself. As you are on the bridge sir, could I go below for a few moments?ò  

Poggy continued to look down at the brilliant white wash of the straits 

and without a movement, said in his dry gentlemanôs tone, ñSub, you must 

remember that there are many things one must do before one assumes the 

watch on a submarine and unfortunately you have made an error in 

remembering your requirements in basic needs. I can only suggest to you 

that now you are here, and have full responsibility for the safety of the 

submarine on my behalf, you must consider all of your resources. Iôm not 

one of them . . .nor would I expect you to disturb your wardroom 

colleagues in such a dilemma. Your popularity will hurriedly diminish I 

can assure you.ò  

Moments went by when the captain heard a very distinct and echoing, 

óba-boomphô, emanating from the top of the ballast tanks on the starboard 

side. As ñSubò slid down onto the bridge deck from his perch over the 

starboard bridge rail and adjusted the hang of his sarong, Geordie heard of 

Poggy inquire, ñDrop your binoculars ñSubò?ò  

 

 

Station Leave 

 

By 1965, the Indonesian crisis had accelerated. There were curfews 

issued to all Commonwealth personnel throughout Singapore and the 

lower Malaysian Peninsula. A local civilian had been gruesomely 

decapitated by a Dyak native at dockyardôs Woodlandôs Gate and therefore 

a potential threat to lives in any neighbourhood or any street in and around 

Singapore. This meant that for us, V.M.ôs leave was confined to within the 

gates of the entire naval base including Terror barracks and the dockyard. 

Hence and expectantly, the dockyard canteen and the Armada Pavilion in 

Terror began to run dry of beer within a week and jack was left with little 

choice of the less popular demand of Guinness or mild ale. Ships and 

submarines alongside doubled up on their sentries and were issued sten 

guns. Floodlights were lowered around all hulls in providing view in the 

dark toward any means of the enemy attaching limpet mines. Well, all of 

this was very exciting and brought everyone to bear. And along the lines 

of, ñAll work and no play, makes Jack a dull boy!ò the Royal Navy insisted 

that although a threat existed, leave at designated times must be taken by 

all personnel. In order to do so meant that Station Leave and the regulations 
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provided therein were activated. As leave was ñapproved,ò it had to be to 

a safe and assigned destination. Ours was the NAAFIôs ñSandycroft Leave 

Centreò off the western shore of the Malay Peninsula on the island of Ipoh, 

near Penang. Sandycroft, because of its location, served as a leave centre 

for the larger concentration of Commonwealth servicemen that were in 

Northern Malaysia and Vietnam as well, consisting of Royal Marines, the 

R.A.F., and the British, Australian, and New Zealand armies. Well why 

couldnôt matelots go there too and in this case . . . submariners? We were 

never to be assured if our attendance remained as ñwelcomeô. Six of us 

boarded the train at Jay-Bee 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 Ipoh. Well, breakfast 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, and 

lots of Tiger beer to wash it all down. They never closed in the Fezzô. It 

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 we 

had consumed our breakfasts, the ñoperaò resumed while laughter never 

faltered. We felt good about this joyful change . . .the break in routine, new 

surroundings, the fresh to some but still sultry air, and some well-earned 

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 the few who were entitled to be 

accompanied. Wives and families? What kind of wars were going on 

anyway? It was well-known 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 army, the air force . . .what was going on? In any event, 

we moved into our ñsix men to-a-cabinò digs. We immediately saw that 

the bunks looked more like boudoirs through the bundled-up mosquito 

netting that was draped over each of the pits. It would do just fine. The 

deckheads were high and flat, there was lots of shower water, and the place 

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: ñSHARK WARNING. DO NOT ENTER THE WATER WHEN 

RED FLAG IS FLYINGò Well after sightinô that, what are submariners to 

do? In we went. The water was lovely. Moments later, we were hollered 
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at from what seemed like six directions. ñCanôt you see the bloody red 

flag cobbers? Get outta there you flamin' twits!ò came this horrible and 

booming Australian accent that belonged we found out later, to an Aussie 

pongo club-swinger whose job it was to regulate the beach. ñWhat a 

number heôs got! Bleedinô PTIôs!ò we all thought aloud.  

Later, we strolled along the white sand beach that was caressed by 

jungle palms and coconut trees. Then we came upon a stream that cut 

across the beach. It was about 15 to 20 feet wide and wound its way from 

the balmy sea into a lagoon behind a stand of trees. The water was grey 

and murky looking and we couldnôt see through it. To swim through it in 

order to get to the other side of the sand approaches quickly became an 

obstacle. Sea snakes, crocodiles, sea-urchins, Portugese men óa war, and 

other critters . . . 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 in Alliance, I had purchased a timepiece ófor a songô 

that I thought would well replace the ñBirks specialò that was cuffed in 

Karachi. It was a ñTitus,ò that in the 1960ôs was popular as it had airplanes 

and rocket ships flying about in the bezel. Bagsy and Pete then wrestled 

me to the ground and seized the watch, to see it being hurled across the 

stream to land harmlessly into the warm sand on the other side. Well, that 

did it. Somebody had to go first and briskly. I had been elected. As I 

configured to make a rapid swan dive and then swim like hell to the other 

side, nervously I looked to either side. Here were Bagsy and Pete in the 

same pre-dive position with Bagsy about to holler, ñOn three. . .in, and 

swim like a bawstad! One! Two! Three!ò In we went ...in all one foot of 

the murky stream. There we now lay propped up on our elbows, looking 

at each other and laughing as if there was no tomorrow. We stood up and 

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 sped by in 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 in-coming free beer in order to replenish the 

out-going free pint. There was no curbing of the overflow. 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 almost 

left us to starve. By the time we had paid for our return train fare, we 

pooled our tin. We found that among 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 ishô within a few seconds. Then of course, we ran out of fags 

so it didnôt take long to scour the decks of the train carriages in finding a 

few dog-ends. It was a relief to finally step off the train in Jay-bee 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 Ensign (ñen-sinò) in Canadian warships had 

been hauled down and replaced with the new Canadian flag. Soapy, Roy, 

and myself just couldnôt imagine what this new flag looked like and we 

felt a little left out that such critical news was so slow in getting to us. We 

had also heard that there was a lot of gronkinô among Canadian matelots 

and those that were, over the displacement of a flag we all so proudly sailed 

under. When we stopped to think about that, we became a little objective 

too. The good news though was that because we were still sailing under 

the exact same piece of proud bunting in the RN, we werenôt as reminded. 

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 bunting stems 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 legal 

and recognized 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 

ñcolour,ò whose ships wore ensigns or pendants of that colour. All three 

ensigns remained in use in the Royal Navy in this manner until 1864 when 

the Red Ensign was made the exclusive ñproperty of the Merchant 

Service.ò The White Ensign was then reserved for the Royal Navy, and the 

Blue Ensign for the then newly formed Royal Naval Reserve. And then 

and well into the twentieth century the Blue Ensignôs familiarity evolved 

to identify that as worn by Fleet Auxiliary vessels.  

So here we were on the other side of the world while quietly and 

proudly doting 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 an ode:  
 

The White Ensign  

A wind-torn rag on a worm -eaten pole,  

It does not look likely to stir a manõs soul: 

A rag which told of its countryõs honour, 

Of the ship and the men who once sailed upon her:  

ôTis the deeds that were done ôneath the wind -torn rag,  

When the pole was a staff, and the rag was a flag.  
 

 

ñBring #4 tube to the Action Stateò 

 

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 yet approached, we were earlier 

tasked to expend a MK. 8 warhead torpedo whose history on RNADôs 

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 torpedo 

was to be fired at a range of one mile, the boat on the surface and DIW. 

The ókipperô finally let go with a ñWha-woosh,ò after a lot of preparation 

and banter between the control room and the tubes crew headed up by 

ñmissinô-a-digit,ò Bonzo Chapman. With a running commentary by the 

first lieutenant, Lt. Frank Grenier, we anticipated the hit from his audible 

countdown that suddenly went off at 15, 14, 13 . . . ñKA -CRACK.ò The 

post-firing comment later was, ñJimmy must be usinô óis Bugis St. Rolex!ò 

The boat shook violently, an indication of what Conqueror was to endure 

in years to come when the Argentine cruiser Belgrano went 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 to ride out 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 battery power. 

Added that because now, the seas were so heavy, there was further risk. 

As submarines pass through a state of neutral buoyancy when diving, 

stability becomes crucial in unpredictable heavy seas that can cause a boat 

to take on a heavy roll and ñspill the battery,ò or at worse . . .even capsize. 
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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 Alley-ancee rolled heavily 

as conditions rapidly worsened. The captain was now obliged to ride it out.  

 

 

ñStop Trim and Turn in!ò 

 

A short time later, he was looking aft into the engine room when we 

took on a heavy roll. He was to witness an all-steel workbench part its 

mountings and hurtle across the donk shop platform with a violent crash, 

just missing ñJockò and his boney legs. That did it. The captain briskly 

ordered, ñUncotter main and auxiliary vents . . . clear the bridge for 

diving!ò He wound the main motors up to maximum revolutions steering 

into the sea, and with ñQò tank flooded. . .drove us under with some 

heavy leaning difficulty. After getting a reasonable trim and battling with 

the after planes to stay at periscope depth, he ordered, ñRaise the AWO!ò 

in order to pass off the diving signal. The AWO got up, but then became 

battered and entangled that it was now u/s. No one would know that we 

were dived except us. It was time to go deep where at 200 feet, the boat 

continued to roll heavily. ñThree hundred feet!ò the captain ordered, and 

still the boat demanded planes and propulsion to steady up. Finally, at a 

depth of 400 feet, Alliance began to behave, and a ñStop Trimò was 

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 per compartment, no 

fans, no galley stove, and no physical activity to conserve oxygen and 

minimize CO2. That meant turn in when youôre off watch, eat from tins 

with mouldy bread . . .and life became a standstill in a submarine 

surrounded with an 85 degree sea temperature. Hot, humid, dark, dirty, 

sultry conditions in a foul-air 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 

electrically. Meanwhile ashore, a SUBMISS went into effect, accelerated 

by the insistence of the wives of the crew. No one would hear from 

Alliance for three days, and all ships and submarines in the area were 

alerted. We finally surfaced as the slow-moving typhoon exited the Hong 

Kong areas. A message was sent immediately, announcing: HMS/m 

Alliance ñsafely on the surface,ò that included the coordinates. We put 

back alongside at Tamar, and people wonder why submariners run so 
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hard when they get ashore. It was an experience I shall never forget. To 

this day and during times when itôs hot and sticky, I scratch in certain 

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 

ñwe.ò 
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CHAPTER NINE  

 

ñFAREWELL SINGAPURAò 

 

early two years had passed in the far-flung, and time was drawing 

near to sail home. Many things had to be done to prepare the boat 

for the eight-week passage to YewKay that would take her into 

refit in ñGuzz.ò We were to depart and go into a seventeen-day 

surface passage to HMS Sheba at Aden for fuel and overnight leave, then 

transit the Red Sea and Suez Canal to the Mediterranean. We would stop 

at Malta to replenish for two to three days, then resume passage for Lisbon, 

Portugal for a three-day 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, we became 

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 about 

in order to adjust to the varying changes in the sea water SG that were 

anticipated through two oceans, two seas, and three climates. We would 

be a skimmer for a change, ñrunning cottered,ò and that was very difficult 

but enjoyable to imagine.  

To confirm the fact that thereôd be no diving, the fin became a 

storehouse for fresh vegô, if indeed 100 degree shaded, humidified heat 

was conducive to its ready-use 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 cauliô, cabbage, onions, and even the bread and 

the eggs, would be stowed in the fin abaft of fatherôs cabin. It was in the 

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 running in the Fezz and the ñsneakiesò and 

Goldfishing was finally over. Added to that bittersweet reality, the 

oerlikons and mount, and bridge machine guns were unshipped and fitted 

in Ambush and that stood down our gun action and ammo handling quarter 

bills.  

Being black again and void of gunnery, we now looked like a typical 

Pompey runninô boat except that we were directed to retain the gun 

sponson attached to the casing and more than anything, the fin was 

emblazoned with the returned S 67, the SM VII  squadron identifier, a 

South African springbok, and a Bahrain dhow. Resourcefulness was also 

clearly required. The plan, with the aid of some DFôs and a ñcome round,ò 

was to acquire from the dockyard sailmaker, a 10' X 6' X 4' deep canvas 

N 
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enclosure that would be put to worthwhile use when lashed to the confines 

of the gun-vacated sponson; a swimming pool that could be filled with sea 

water from the cable washdown connection.  

Now this was good thinking by the scratcherôs dickey, our Soapy 

Watson (RCN). Daily, while runninô across the Indian Ocean and 

transiting the boiling Red Sea, we could spend all our passage routine, one 

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 again. 

Meanwhile, us stokers thought that weôve got to do more than just run the 

ballast pump to fill it.  

Submarine casings such as they are, afford few seats except for the two 

raised disappearing bollards. Sitting on the sun-scorched, and in this case 

aluminum, casing, anywhere near the equator was a ñdead certôò for instant 

blisters. Added to the fact that if Malnutritionô or the Chief Tiff was on the 

casing, theyôd get first grabs at the twin seating arrangements and the rest 

of us, including the wardhouse, would just have to hang about. More 

resource was required. As part of a stokersô run ashore, we slipped down 

to Terrorôs #1 football pitch and ñborrowedò the home-team bench. In the 

dark of night, we whipped it down the boat and lashed it under the casing 

among the torpedo loading rails with the already-paid-for canvas 

swimming pool. As it was a few days before sailing we knew the P T Iôs 

would be looking for it but to venture under a submarine casing was no-

manôs land to an ñinboard wanker.ò Now we could have seating at the 

beach for everybody and we knew it was in a safe stowage. Even the jimmy 

and the casing officer werenôt aware, so that would keep them honest.  

 

 

No heads to lift on this trip  

 

Of the A-class, ten of sixteen boats built were fitted with Vickersô main 

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 feet 

long and four inches in 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 in 

harbour. Lifting heads to do so, was back breaking compared to the 

absence of them in the smaller components of the A.S.R.ôs aboard the Pôs 

& Oôs. By now Alliance was having to live with seven suspect studs, and 

to have to remove heads and exhaust the inboard spares supply for the 
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boats remaining on station, was a questionable decision. It was then 

decided to do what had been done in Alderney prior to her return to 

YewKay from SM6 in Canada two years previous. She was also Vickersô 

engined and had suffered with the same problem.  

The method required traversing bolted, longitudinal I-beams to the T-

frames on the pressure hull immediately above the length of both engines. 

Hand-operated hydraulic jacks were then installed vertically, between the 

I-beam and each of the eight cylinder-heads 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. The 

installation itself, was a very long and arduous 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 to each cylinder so to further assist this ñget us homeò 

installation, both the surface and snort mufflers were opened on initial 

start-up that assisted the dispersal of gasses. In this very abnormal 

scenario, acrid black and thick submarine-smelling smoke would belch out 

of the snort exhaust standpipe outlet positioned at the back and top of the 

fin as well as the normal surface muffler tank discharge. Meanwhile down 

in the donk shop, when both telegraphs would swing to ñIN ENGINE 

CLUTCH,ò we quietly anticipated a spectacular display on the day of 

departure. 

 

 

A real mix of crew 

 

The captain had gone ashore and we were sad to see him go. We were 

pleased however with his relief, ñState Expressò Pat Purdy. He was pier-

headed from Anchorite to take the boat home and on promotion to 

Commander on arrival in Guzzô, would become Commanding Officer, 

HMS Ganges, the new entry school at Harwich where ñbutton boysò are 
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turned out. First Lieutenant, Lt. Grenier, was to become FOSM in the 

1980ôs, was relieved by Lt. John Speller who had done time in SM6 at 

Halifax.  

About two-thirds of the crew would remain, the rest made up of allsorts 

from throughout squadron, spare crew, the boats, and even people from 

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 the 

boats Tabard, Trump (the floatinô fart), and Taciturn (the tea-urn). As well, 

many of the departing lads in Alliance were near release and some opted 

to be discharged to Australia as civilians. 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 ñtheir twelveò during the trip, so they had 

a little back pay coming. In all, the whole exercise could have been called 

an economical clean-up. 

 

 

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, we 

deemed that lest we forget, and how the coxswain, ñMalnutritionò 

Mallows, at the direction of the First Lieutenant, ordered the 

extinguishment of the Bangkok rabbit almost a year before, there came an 

opportunity to exercise some tit-fer-tat. The SM7 Commander and his wife 

were also soon to be drafted 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 would be a six-

month period of quarantine imposed before it could be released to the 

Commander and his wife when back in England. 

Therefore, the moggy would sail with us avoiding the quarantine 

period. Able Seamen Terry Roberts and his close oppo ñSnottyò Watts, 

lived in the fore ends, and this is where the moggy was to be holed up. As 

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 somewhere in England, 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 as, 
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ñWhereôs he gonnaô pee nô crap cuzô they chuck-up? Canôt keep óim inna 

cage!ò  

 

 

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, save Ambush in dockyard 

refit, and we were outboard on the trot. There was lots of excitement and 

activity aboard Medway where a smalley bootneck band was closed up and 

stood by to play numbers 1 and 2 on the submarinersô hit parade . . . as far 

as they were concerned. . . ñThe Saints Go Marching Inò and the ñSpare 

Crew Song.ò A ship, or in this case a submarine going home to pay off was 

always ñplayed out of harbourò and important as it is, is not such an 

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 duty Sin Bosôn, and Pinky, trying to 

convert his outstanding I.O.U.ôs. All the lads on the inboard boats 

remained on their respective casings engaged in farewell chats with the 

ñalley-anceesò as the crew casually worked their way across.  

The boat was regally enshrouded with the traditional paying-off 

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, with 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 

would ñsweep the British off the seas.ò Admiral Blake heard of this, so he 

hoisted a ñwhipô as a sign that he would whip the lowlanders into 

subjection. That he did, and it is said that the present pennant is worn in 

memory of Blakeôs whip.  

The custom then extends toward the chief cook, and in this case 

Leading Chef Ed Temple, in raising and lowering the pennant as he being 

the supplier of a pigôs bladder. When inflated with air from the mouth, it 

would be attached to the end of the pennant to suspend it in the air and not 

get fouled in the wake astern. On this day, a more 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 beyond her present two year commission. Each two-month 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 óscratcherô. Today, it looked more like we were getting ready to man 

the side and cheer ship and everybody was tripping over each other. At 

last, and for a change, many non-sailors would get to see what the 

dockyard looked like from the ócreekô (Johor Strait) as well as the 

Sembawang nosh-houses, RAF Seletar, Serangoon and other favourite 

runs ashore. As luck would have it, I caned the donk shop at ñharbour 

stations,ò but we ótricked each other for a quick shuftee uptop. We were 

ñsingled up and ready for sea.ò  

We backed away from the trot at half grouped down, as the bootnecks 

played their music in salute. The ñstillò was piped and orders came across 

on the casing: ñFace to port!ò Amphion in her khaki green and emarald 

dome, was now outboard boat on the trot, and aboard stood F.O.F.E. and 

SM7 returning the salute. Inboard, stood all the yobs aboard Andrew, 

Anchorite, Oberon, and Medway, in company with wives and sweethearts, 

flailing their arms wildly in farewells.  

As we swung about and began to increase way, a distant tannoy with a 

posh tone ordered, ñEngine room, control room. In starboard engine 

clutch,ò indication that the port main motor was propelling the boat while 

the starboard engine was ñturning up.ò The pennant continued to stream 

high above in the 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 to 

the ódockyard, Ambush came into view, high and dry in A.F.D. 10. The 

ñstillò came again and from óBushôs bridge could be seen two people ñat 

the Ho,ò and choppinô one off.  

Then came the greyhounds. ñBest be on our best behaviour now!ò 

warned First Lieutenant John Speller, as Eagle, then Triumph, and 

Centaur, Dampier, and Manxman came into view as they lie at their berths 

beneath a rise of blue haze and the distant óclatter and clankô of dockyard 

activity. Outboard on their depot ships and by the jetties were Loch Fada, 

Ajax, Barfoil, Duchess, Cassandra, Agincourt and Cavalier with several 

RFAôs: The Tideô, the Fortsô, and our old friend Retainer moored in the 

stream. Salutes were smartly exchanged and the view was in a very unique 

way, spectacular. Poor oleô bunts was blowing his head off after repeatedly 

piping his ñstillsò and ñcarry-ons.ò Then moored right in the middle of the 

ócreekô, sitting so high and intrusive was a sight that brought everything 

down to a common reminder. Change! 
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The submarine depot ship, HMS Forth had only just arrived from 

YewKay and with her came the thought that nuclear boats were just over 

the horizon. The Aôs would be moving on to the knackerôs yard and 

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 like Warspite, Valiant, and some more of the newer Porpoise 

and Oberons would filter through the dockyard shops, Keppel block, and 

Sembawang Village. The Indonesian Crisis had come to an end as 

President Sukarno was deposed and soon, the Singapore Navy would take 

over and the Dockyard would be later disposed of to private enterprise.  

As well, the ñwrensô were about to embark to Singapore and that would 

be very different. This was the only foreign British base that I recollect, 

had never seen a need for ñjennies,ò and that was about to change too. It 

was just as well, for I had enough on my hands with the girls from BMH 

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 

ladies...God luvô em all! Nevertheless, there was truly an element of pride 

and accomplishment as we were today, the focal point of the Fezzô fleet. 

Everyone and everything was paying their respects and wishing for a safe 

return home. Well . . . north, at least, for three Canadians named Watson, 

Donovan and Brown.  

Moments later, up on the bridge, could be heard the awkward and 

stubborn sound of ñstartingò air hollowly echoing its message from the 

muffler tank. The starboard engine was now swinging over accompanied 

with guffaws of sea water and carboned haze. Suddenly, great belches of 

black smoke and a steadying stream of sea water came rumbling out. With 

some hesitation, ugly clatter, and plenty of thunk, the starboard engine was 

underway with the exhaust-routed assistance of two muffler valves. 

Worse, from the snort exhaust standpipe at the back of the fin came more 

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 down on the after casing. ñSir! Sir!ò cried Lt. Hugh Powlett, 

the Torpedo Officer in his starchy, Oxford accent to the captain. ñThereôs 

a fire in the back of the fin!ò 

A short time later, HMS/m Alliance was now ñhaze grey and underway, 

and heading for home. She had had quite an eventful commission coming 

to the Far East from YewKay via South Africa and Cape Horn over two 

years before, unlike the other Aôs in the squadron. The other four had 
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detached to join SM7 from SM4 the Aussieô squadron, and within two 

years to follow, were to return home in timely succession as well.  

After clearing the Straitôs last channel buoy, we went to passage routine 

and now looked forward to the surface transit to Aden. As the bridge and 

casing parties stood down and secured from that memorable departure, 

Edô, in his new-found glory went up to the bridge and secured the pennant 

to not break it out again until entry to Guzzô dockyard after eight weeks at 

sea. We then came to learn that the meteorological device used to support 

the pennant that crafty oleô Edô jacked up was not a weather balloon, but a 

french-letter . . .originality lives on . . .and on the topic of weather, the next 

dayôs forecast to everyoneôs dismay, promised strong gales. 

Indeed they did, as the captain asked, ñHowôs the glass today?ò . . .with 

the reply that they would continue for seventeen days while the port 

lookoutôs left elbow was almost continually in the water, and as any A-

boat man will tell you, many rolled their guts out.  

The first chance we ever got to get up on the casing 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 through 

the casing flood holes. It would have been nice. The only other events that 

occurred during what we thought would be a relaxed passage, was a riotous 

and costumed uckers competition, the same four movies shown three times 

over, and my 24th birthday.  

 

 

ñWhoôll do my 4 to 6?ò 

 

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 noticeboard 

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 



 

231 

 

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 flap access opening. As 

we sat in the mess having our nosh of ñCheese Oosh,ò we heard an increase 

in 10 x 6 fan speed and here were intermittent paws jutting out of the 

punkah louvres indicating heôd made about a forty-foot forced draught 

transit through the trunking. Poor moggy! (Cheese Oosh, by the way, was 

yet another form of delivery of submarine comforts; it was a mixture of 

eggs, grated Pusser's mousetrap (cheddar cheese), a little cow (fresh is 

better than UHT), and aregones (tinned tomatoes), all mixed together, as 

the name implies. It didnôt taste too bad if done right. A submarine 

Coxswain known as Gabby Hayes and as the grocer, described the recipe 

as follows: Muster two or three pounds of mouse trap with a spice of diesel. 

Then mix in a couple of toenails to make it crunchy. Be sure to add twelve 

eggs that are at least six 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 slice of Oosh 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 alongside the base, HMS Sheba, situated 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 capability because of the short time weôd had.  

It was just as well, for as we had come alongside, it was highly 

recommended by Shebaôs ñcrusherò that we donôt fall too deeply in love 

with the bumboats that came alongside selling their wicker and hand-

carved souvies. He went on to suggest that he wouldnôt put it past one of 
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the bumboat scrags to just as well throw a hand grenade down the opened 

fore hatch of the boat in demonstration of the revolt in order to break away 

from the union. Because of the local unrest and the fact that later in 1967, 

the YewKay had lost control over the Colony of Aden that had been in 

place since 1839, independence was the sought-after goal by many of the 

local natives.  

 

 

Hot paws and blind as a bat. . .erô cat. 

 

After we were doubled-up, 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 some 

fresh air. By his own choice and unfriendly nature, he did not accept the 

submarine environment, nor the people in it. During the passage, moggy 

had lost weight as being food choosey, was crabby looking, and chucked 

up óa diesel. Now the poor oleô cat had not seen the light of day since we 

had sailed from Singerôs almost three weeks earlier. 

Terry chased óround the fore ends and the tube space and finally got a 

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 flared apart 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 

handlerôs bare mid drift and here was Terry, trying desperately with 

increasing tugs, to pull moggy away from his welded grip 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 

flat-black painted aluminum, he began what looked like St. Vidaôs dance; 

screeching, howling, and jumping about all the while blinded by the 

sudden daylight. It was a time of vengeance in remembering the fate of our 

ñBugs from Bangkok.ò 

 

 

A-boats and Suez Transits 

 

We headed north through the Red Sea at a comfortable SOA for we 

already knew that weôd be ñtail-end Charlieò in the convoy through the 

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 starboard 

at an equal distance came Mecca. By morning we increased revsô and 
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proceeded through the Gulf of Suez. We passed Port Suez and anchored in 

the first lake and entrance to the ócanal. Later in the day, we ñweighed and 

proceededò and fell in at the eighteenth and final position of the multi-

national convoy. We were to be last, ócause the buzz had it that Astute had 

gone through recently from the YewKay to the Middle East. On her way 

back north and at the head of the convoy, she titsôd-up and caused all kinds 

of congestion and fist swinginô. The merchantmen in their big fat freighters 

and oilers had to slow and inch their way around this ñcrabby oleô A-boatò 

slammed up against the wall doinô a fix-up, and apparently, it didnôt go 

down too well with both the canal authorities and the various shipsô 

masters.  

So here 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 weôd pass close to oases and lidos, the locals were in 

the grenade throwing stance and started pelting the fin with spuds, eggs, 

and rotten fruit. We supposed the sight of the Union Flag or the White 

Ensign on the ñduckôs ass,ò became a grim reminder to them of the Suez 

crisis in the fifties . . .or were they practising for the yet to arrive ñsix-day 

warò? 

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 the 

Anzac Memorial. Weôd been on the casing most of the day and as the sun 

sank slowly, the daily southbound convoy was just making their entrance 

in an adjacent passage concealed by long dunes of sand. The ships looked 

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 breeze . . . signs 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 connect the eastern and western Medô. The Phoenicians 

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 of Alliance. We secured in the dockyard across from HMS St. 

Angelo, the naval barracks and soon after, were graced with the arrival of 

a boat from the YewKay. HMS/m Orpheus came alongside, fresh in from 

the 1st Squadron in Pompey.  
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Aboard, she had stars that included two Canadians. Lt. ñPeterò Cairns 

was undergoing his submarine qualification and a huge gentleman by the 

name of P1LT ñBobò Churcher. He had not only been in RN submarines 

since the ñexchangeò began but was also a POW during WW2 in Japan. I 

was to sail with Bob later in Okanagan and find that his sense of humour 

was not only the funniest brand I had ever encountered, but the driest. 

Knowing him and describing his nature is the reason I considered him a 

gentleman. Also aboard was a bunch of the swimboys from the ñtank staffò 

in Dolphin who were all geared to do some actual ñescapesò in the open 

sea from Orpheusô escape towers. Well wasnôt Malnutrition delighted to 

see them! Being a former swimboy as well, that was the last we saw 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 about 

the time when he was running in the Malta Squadron a few years before.  

 

 

The quick trim dive 

 

He was aboard an S-boat that was doing a ñjollyò into Piraeus, Greece 

. . . the home of the ñFlying Fid.ò The grocery order that was messaged in 

advance included the usual fresh vegô, bread, eggs, and in this case, 

chicken. The boat was just getting alongside when someone on the bridge 

noted that with all of 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 immediately 

challenged the donkey driver. After a long and ñfowlò language-barriered 

argument, the chicken farmer had won. He refused to keep the hens and 

the Royal Navy was to pay for them whether they accepted them or not. 

The First Lieutenant immediately went to the captain to report the 

results and now the boat was lumbered with sixty of the best free-range 

nurtured, cackling pullets anywhere east of Gibraltar. Within moments, the 

Scratcherôs party began to bring the crates on board to lash them down 

onto the after casing immediately abaft the fin. Meanwhile, the boat 

returned to Harbour Stations and as quick as that, she was on her way out 

to sea again for a quick trim dive. After a few minutes had gone by at safe 

depth, the CO, Jimmy, and Malnutrition all agreed that, ñThe five minutes 

was up and that ought to do it!ò They surfaced, stuffed the main vent 

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 casing, everybody cleared lower decks and turned 
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to, so that the soaking chickens were all nicely plucked and cleaned, and 

struck down into the freezer, thereby ending a bloody nightmare.  

 

 

Bert blowing down 

 

Alliance wasnôt in bad ónick by this stage. The main engines seemed to 

be enduring the steady demand, the good news being that not one column 

stud had yet sheared since leaving Medway. After storing the fin again with 

óvittlesô, . . .spuds and cabbage, negative chickens, the workload would be 

light. We started some minor maintenance, took on fuel, and commenced 

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 casing instead of having to wrestle them out of the 'oggin as was done 

in the Philippines in Anchorite. 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 speed up the process. By attaching a small 

air hose, pressure gauge, and flow valve to the vent connection and a 

discharge hose on the larger filling cap, we could apply a very gentle 

ñsqueezeò in the barrel. This was against all engineering safety rules as the 

barrels, with their ñflatò ends, werenôt akin to pressure build-up. If done 

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? 

Oil in the reserve tanks topped off and weôre all off ashore, concluding that 

rules are often bent a bit to maximize your own time. 

I was duty that day and ñBertò Lomax, who was saving his tin for leave 

in YewKay, offered to do me a subô. He was a little leery about having to 

ñturn to,ò striking down oil. But I assured him that by being absolutely 

careful and by hand-regulating a 2 lb. air supply very gently until the barrel 

ends puffed out then increasing to a 10-pound pressure, the oil would blow 

down as slick as snot on a roosterôs beak. I had done this many times before 

and Bert now felt he had it cased.  

About fifteen minutes later, I was the single passenger in a Maltese 

dghaisa, heading for the Valletta Steps and Straight St., the ñGut,ò to meet 

up with the lads. Over the din of the outboard motor, I could hear some 

faint hollering and shouting from the after casing for by now, the dghaisa 

was a good 100 yards away and ñgrouped upò for the óSteps. The 

gondolier, for want of the Maltese word for coxswain of the boat, looked 

at me and asked in crooked English, ñDo you wanna go back Jack?ò I 

replied, ñNo! Keep goinô oppoò . . . so we did. When I got over to the 
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óSteps, I met up with the lads who were on an SRD rum run at sixpence a 

shot . . .novel to Malta only . . .and we all agreed, ñIs it ever good!ò Later 

when we returned aboard that night, it seemed that Bert had been flown to 

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. I was to find out six 

weeks later when he returned, that he had put on the 10 lb. 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 Smells 

 

The next day was Sunday and everybody prepared to get their ears 

plugged, and shut and clip the hatches. Church bells may ring was an 

understatement. Maltaôs 365 churches whose belfries housed near six 

thousand bells, tolled from the crack of dawn until midday. They didnôt 

call Malta, ñBells and Smellsò for nothing. Two good things about the bells 

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 came 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 time training in. ñUnbelievable!ò we thought. 

They must have all been up to St. Angelo wardhouse last night with their 

ñinviter valvesò open. So now it begins, just two hours prior to sailing, to 

strike down all the vittles from the fin to the fore ends. Mutter, mutter . . . 

discontent! ñPut on the trim . . .ò ñOut harbour cotters . . .ò ñIn sea cotters 

. . .ò and soon after sailing, ñOpen Up for Dive!ò . . . just to ñkeep our 

hands in." As we dived, it took nearly an hour to catch a trim and transfer 

half the Medô in exchange for twice as much from the South China Sea. 

ñAh well. Such is life in submarines!ò  
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CHAPTER TEN  

 

ñTHE PILLARS OF HERCULESò 

 

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 ñsailing into the unknownò and traversing 

the Green Sea 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 Cancer 

and Capricorn, the Equator, Arctic Circle, and the Pillarsô. These occasions 

extended to the modern-day picturesque King Neptune reparations that we 

know today as the ñCrossing the Line Ceremony.ò With the exception of 

some good old horse-play and a good sousing, is quite contrasting to the 

rough execution of the ancient past that probably included human sacrifice. 

More recently and by the 1990ôs, even that mild horse-play is today and 

since, unacceptable, and has been toned down all the more through the 

demands of a hyper-vigilant civilian society . . . that probably donôt even 

know what, or where, these geographical points are. For us in Alliance, 

whose motley and ñthree-badgedò crew looked like Phoenicians who 

needed a sousing, it was like a bittersweet welcome home to familiarity 

when we hit that green sea of dark waters of the North Atlantic. In two 

short years, most of the Allianceôs crew had sailed in five of the seven seas 

discounting the Antarctic and the Arctic. We were back where we 

belonged after sailing the North Pacific, the warmer climes of the South 

Pacific and the Indian, having crossed the equator some thousands of times 

it must have been, in the operational waters surrounding Singapore. Never 

once had any boat in the squadron conducted a ñCrossing the Lineò 

ceremony. We may have traversed 0 degrees lat. while ñ186ôinôò as many 

as a dozen times a day in a single patrol, let alone a multitude of them 

throughout the busy space of two years. I was never to officially enter King 

Neptuneôs Realm until I was to ride the oiler HMCS Preserver, on a brief 

trip much later in 1992.  

 

 

Phoenicians and submariners 

 

The sea and air temperatures were dropping in a hurry and the change 

in humidity now allowed us to think more clearly. That was helpful 
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because the alarming reality of re-entering civilization meant that there 

was a growing need to have to do that again. It would have been good to 

drop into Gibô for a shower in HMS Rook and a run ashore for a night, but 

instead we went past ñthe rockò still feeling like Phoenicians and shaped a 

north-easterly course for Portugal and Lisboa.  

Phoenicians, or better known as Phoenys among sailors, were very salty 

and skilled sailors. It is sometimes difficult to comprehend that many 

customs and traditions of the sea came as a result of the Phoenysô 

discoveries during lengthy voyages. Contrary to what we had been taught 

about ñportò and ñstarboard,ò or how an adze became symbolic of the 

shipwrightôs branch as examples, today remains in arguable dispute among 

the generations that evolved from the Phoenys.  

 

 

The Ph oenys 

 

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 

term, òA-da-Zee,ó that was enjoyed, and it quickly became the 

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 a way that the term òJumpin' 

Juniperó had found its way into Oxfordõs Phoenician Dictionary.  

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 

prevent th em from confusing a head with a sea -going toilet, they 

called it òskull,ó or òsculló which is another way of paddling. But 

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 òsheets.ó  

Now these Phoenys, who had feet missing from hollowing out 

their boats, are responsible for the term òshort-sheeted,ó while 

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 port wine was store d. Hence, òportó 

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 òstarboardó . . . came to join òportó from just the 

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 

òhumpin'.ó And but last . . . eventually the harbours within which 

the Phoenys terminated their voyages became jammed with 

boats, and with such congestion, soon after evolved into the 

description known as a òlog-jam.ó  

There is no recorded information within naval history 

suggesting that Phoenys, at a ny time before or after their 

existence, were heralded as òPhonies.ó 

. . . by airdale òLuke the Lidó . . . United States Navy.  
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Lisboa and finally. . .Guzz 

 

After a three day stop in Lisbon, it was easy to see that the sem-Iôs often 

came here too. Bars named Texas, Arizona, the Californian, etc. wasnôt an 

indication that the Britsô were known as big spenders. Sampling all the 

brands of anis and wondering how they got those jelly-like 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 

short-time, was Lisboa of the ñsixties.ò  

We were now on the last leg to Guzzô, running straight passage across 

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 of 

through it. 

Guzzô is named for Devonport from the days of sail that after ships had 

been at sea for long periods the crew, now short of good provisions, always 

looked forward to a ñguzzleò of Devonshire cream and butter. Channel 

fever was setting in with thoughts of home, leave, refit, loved ones, old 

friends . . .all things that give sailors an up with the feeling of having done 

a good job, and now itôs time for the rewards. Truly, there was no life like 

it. Not a bad outfit after all, to which many upon earth just donôt have the 

pleasure of relating with. We had done a mountain of things 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 I joined and pleasantly again, I felt I owed it. I 

signed on in boats for another hitch. Much to my unexpected surprise that 

came some weeks later was a monetary reward. An envelope from HMCS 

Niobe had within it, a check made out to Leading Seaman D.H. Brown. In 

pounds sterling, it totalled $1200.00...a sign-on bonus. Whoopee!! 

 

 

ñLike to drive . . .?ò 

 

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) ñPlumò Woodcock was going forward after having his 

long-awaited scrape, Captain, LCdr Pat Purdy leaning in smiles on the 

chart with a ñState Expressò in hand, noticed him and inquired, ñLM(E) 

Woodcock. . .Have you ever steered the submarine before?ò Plum was a 

Yorkshireman and life in submarines was doing his job and away from the 

mess, to the donk shop and back was his lot and no more. He was always 
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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, ñWaa no sah! Be boogered if a óave. a chance to do that is betta 

than óavinô fraad bacon and ar-r-ra-gones! Are yaôserious sah?ò The 

captain looked at him with a playful smile and ordered, ñRelieve the 

helmsman!ò  

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 bridge. ñLM(E) Woodcock on the óelm 

sah! Course to steeah. . .thuree, fav, eet sah. R-r-ooninô chawge boath 

saads. . .doinô four-r-r óoondred revolootions sah. óElmsman releeved ba 

LME Woodcock, sah!ò After all of that, from the bridge with a disguised 

tremor came a routine, ñRogah!ò Two minutes later, the OOW then 

shouted down, ñHelmsman. . .steer north!ò . . . to which Plum glaring in 

shock at the gyro repeat very amiably responded with, ñWot noombaôs zat 

sah?ò  

 

 

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 on ñhomeward-bounders,ò and 

typical of any navy anywhere in the world . . .if your ETA was oh-nine-

dubsô on Friday, it meant that at the pleasure of the receiving senior officer, 

thatôs when you went alongside. . .not Thursday afternoon at 1500 when 

we latched on to Foxtrotô.  

There was good news however, because it allowed us to clear customs 

. . .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 wicker or Egyptian A.F.O.ôs, had to chuck óem. The captain then 

decided that by now, weôd had a skinful. . .so he piped leave. We all got 

ashore, and everybody including the wives who just flew in from 

Singapore, girlfriends, and instant reliefs, none the wiser of our arrival. It 

was to be our last run ashore as a full shipôs company, so the plan was to 

meet at the very popular Barbican in Guzzô. Tomorrow would see a third 

of us remain with the boat for many went to release, some were pier headed 

to boats in the Guzzô squadron, and the majority would be joining the 

brand-new bomber Resolution, building at Vickersô yard up in Barrow-In-

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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Dreadnought, Warspite, and Valiant, and the drain on diesel submariners 

was reasonable. Now however, with the acceleration of the numbers 

required to man the four new R-class SSBNôs, the conventional fleet was 

being robbed an adjoined with skimmers from general service who were 

pressed into submarines. Many werenôt too pleased with this new venture. 

ñSubmarines. . .with more than one deck? Thatôs not a submarine! Thatôs 

a black ship. . .and fancy that. . .scab lifters, jack dusties, and scribes on 

board as well. Where we all gonna kip?ò 

It was a bittersweet evening on the Barbican for as long as you stayed 

in boats, we were brothers that just wouldnôt part. We were submariners 

with values forged from a different age, who loved the comradeship and 

the overwhelming sense of belonging. For 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 submarines as long as I could. God bless óem. 

Besides . . . it was a freebie said the R.A.ôs, and the missuses would never 

know.  

The next morning was miserable with rain and fog, as we slipped from 

the buoy to be at the north end of the óyard at Battery Corner for ñoh-nine-

dubs.ò Eddie the chef, went and blew up his french safe again as we 

unfurled the paying off pennant for the last time. On the jetty were crowds 

upon crowds as we drew nearer to the strains of yet another bootneck band, 

in their ceremonial óblues and ópithsô just as we had heard them eight 

weeks before aboard Medway. They must have flown the musical 

repertoire up from the ñFlung,ò we thought . . .maybe it was even the same 

band. 

 

 

The lasting memory 

 

Well, here we go again. I was duty on the first day in. I wasnôt too 

excited about it however, being single, I suppose that the married hands 

had more of a right to get ashore first. That night I was coming forward 

from the engine room after checking bilges when I spotted a little 

something on the wardroom door that I might appropriate as a lasting 

memory of a fine submarine. After all, somebody or something should pay 

for my detainment as the submarine was to enter refit and the boat would 

be ñripped outò for the purpose. A brass door knocker had been presented 

to the submarine during a good-will visit to Liverpool in the previous 

commission by a local Girl Guides organization. Upon the door knocker 

was the óGuides emblematic ñfour-leafed cloverò that acted as the knocker, 
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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 memorable 

keepsake.  

 

 

ñSee. . .I told yaô!ò 

 

I was to stay aboard the boat until we de-stored, 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, destined 

for the Pompey squadron, had to live in the bootneck digs with coal stoves 

at Drake barracks. They were just up the hill from the reserve fleet, HMS 

Bellerophon, which included the cruiser Belfast and among other ships, 

Tyne, the paid-off destroyer tender.  

Buster Brown was a namesake stoker who was to stay with the boat as 

he had just joined from Tabard in Aussie land. He managed to get digs 

ashore in Aggie Westonôs during the refit. We were working 24 hour shifts 

de-storing and getting the battery cells off, and Buster was working nights. 

He had been gone for a total of three years (unaccompanied), and his wife 

and 6-year-old 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 luck however, she had read in the local papers, ñH. M. Submarine 

Alliance returns home from the Far East.ò Frequently, she managed to 

telephone the submarine in search of her husband but could never nail him 

down. During the daytime, Buster was turned in up at Aggie Westonôs and 

each and every time she phoned asking for M(E)1 Brown, the trot sentry 

would reply with, ñSorry luvô. . . óeôs up at Aggieôs!ò After three weeks, 

Buster finally got his leave and went ñup the lineò to Birmingham. When 

I saw him once again 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 a top window, ñGo on back to Aggie or 

whatever óer name is. I donôt wonchaôanymore!ò And after he had finally 

convinced her that Aggieôs was a legitimate sailorôs rest home, she let him 

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 

from next door, exclaiming, ñSee! I told yer I óad a dad!ò 
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Hitchhikers  

 

Two weeks later, I got my draft chit and after disembarkation leave, I 

was to join HMS Dolphin, (Fort Additional), and wait for a draft to another 

boat. I managed to get a car ride to Portsmouth with a couple of the hands. 

As luck would have it and matelots would never say ñnoò to the 

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 got nearer to the car, it turned out that they were two hands. 

Beatlemania had arrived in YewKay and for all of the time weôd been 

gone, we never knew that blokes stopped going to the barbers. In a squeal 

of smoking rubber, we were ñoutta there.ò 
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CHAPTER EL EVEN 

 

THE ñPOMPEY SQUADRONò 

HMS/m Aeneas 

 

 
 

hen I arrived in Portsmouth, I joined Dolphin and I was informed 

that with ñForeign Service,ò I had over fifty days 

disembarkation leave coming to me. However, before I could 

go, I was briskly told that I had to re-qualify in the ótankô. As long as you 

were in the YewKay, you had to do so once a year, but by being out in the 

far-flung, I became delinquent. I was top of the shop for gettingô my arse 

up there. . .tout suite, and so I did, and then went on leave. I didnôt venture 

away from England at all, and in anticipation of joining the Pompey 

Squadron, I decided to rent a flat in Southsea. I got settled in and now I 

had a place to hang my hat. So what to do with free time and not enough 

money to go back to Winnipeg for some leave but for some reason, I was 

not really longing to anyway. It seemed more practical 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 by Resolution under 

construction, another train trip further north to Barrow-in-Furness, seemed 

worthwhile. It was 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 

that was coming in the ñRezz-Oò and her sister ñbombers.ò 

They were hulked aboard the paid-off Algerine ósweeper, HMS Pluto. 

Pluto was not only built in Canada, but just a stoneôs throw from Winnipeg 

at the lakehead in Port Arthur, ON (now amalgamated into Thunder Bay). 

My, what a small world, and as I went down into the messdecks, didnôt I 

have a leg up. There the lads would spend all day poring over schematics 

and system drawings of the new boat. Sitting among them in the mess, I 

was touted as a jammy bastard by being able to stay convenshô. Even the 

old coxswain, Malnutrition, was there. When he saw me, he talked of ways 

W 



 

246 

 

that might lure this colonial into nukes. . .but that was an international 

impossibility and I savoured it. It was my introduction to the now fledgling 

claim . . . ñDiesel Boats Forever.ò At the end of the day, we all headed 

ashore on a run for old timesô sake. It was a good óburn and from that day 

on, there were many of the old Far East gang that I would never see again.  

 

 

Oberons on Canadaôs horizon 

 

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 the corralling and 

round up of Canadians from RN submarines, a lot of whom by now, were 

veterans of ñthe Trade.ò The program was headed by the Canadian Naval 

Submarine Representative, Capt. Galbraith (CanNavSubRep) whose small 

technical organization was to oversee the three óbuildsô until completion.  

Among the Ojibwa crowd in Chatham were guys I hadnôt seen in many 

years. ñOleô shipsò like Don Patterson, Pete Hartoon, and Sandy Powers 

from Micmac. . .Gary Hopkins, Doc Thompson, Vince ñArtò Carney, the 

ditty-singing Tom McVarnock. . . killick stoker ñPonyò Moore, and three-

badged killicks ñStumpyò Stauber and ñSpudò Murphy. And there was a 

radio-lady who had freckles, fair hair, and a huge groping, continuous 

smile on his face that resembled a television personality. Bob ñHowdy 

Doodyò Davidson had been heralded in his actions aboard Bonaventure 

when while at his morse key, picked up the distress signal sent out by the 

doomed ñSuper Constellationò airliner that ditched off Shannon, Ireland in 

1962. His alertness allowed Bonnie to speed to the area and rescue 

survivors. Bob did his submarine training with me in Dolphin II and like 

many of us, had the ability to also act a little ñbombed-outò as occasions 

should merit. He had a passion for motorcycles but while in Submarine 

Training at Dolphin II, he mildly settled for another means of two-wheeled 

transportation in the form of a Lambretta scooter. This machine was built 

for a maximum of two riders but I can personally attest that with Bob as 

the operator, could make several 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 

wasnôt to end there either. Bob often invited Kenny King and I to his home 

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 scrub-out and skirmish in Dolphin II, and then have us carry his 
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Lambretta up onto the second deck of Turbulent Block where we were 

barrackôed. While Ken and I were getting showered and ready to proceed, 

Bob would be doing end to end drag runs up and down the blue-smoke 

filled gangway, while guys were going in and out of their mess-deck 

dorms. Beyond those adventures, all the time I had been in the Fezz, he 

stayed close to home in YewKay aboard Rorqual running from Pompey. 

The next time we would meet up was in 1965 when he was standing by to 

commission Ojibwa in Chatham . . .and was now commuting back and 

forth at a 100 mph aboard an old beat up Harley Davidson.  

Ojibwaôs Commissioning day came in September of that year and in so 

doing, the RCNôs Cape Scott, Kootenay and Nipigon had arrived at 

Chatham óDockyard to help celebrate the day by mounting a 50-man 

armed guard. Among that guard was a killick stoker who is earlier referred 

to from Micmac and Cornwallis days. Tom Pitt, from Picton in Ontario, 

was a dear old winger from Fraser Division as well as sharing watches in 

Micmacôs No.3 boiler room. Some years had now gone by and Tom and I 

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 emotions 

of meeting again, he stated that he needed a new pair of parade boots from 

dockyard stores. As we entered the clothing store, we were served by a 

ñJill Dusty.ò After she looked after Tomôs needs, she began to wait on me. 

I always recalled that the RCN never issued matelots with toothbrushes 

but as I had earlier discovered in Dolphin during submarine training, the 

availability and price of them in the RN stores system was not only 

convenient, but certainly a bargain. ñ. . .and what would you like?ò she 

asked where my answer could have been anything other than stores items. 

ñCan I have a pair of toothbrushes please luv?ò I replied. She looked at me 

in that expected over-authoritive tone and in her Yorkshire accent dryly 

stated, ñSorry! Theyôre obsolete now.ò . . .the term applied when stores 

items are no longer available in the system. I looked at Tom with a wink 

and then turned to the leading wren and said, ñThatôs a bit odd. We still 

use óem in the Canadian Navy!ò 

It was to be the last time that I saw Tom.  

 

 

A good friend departs 

 

With the commissioning completed, Ojibwa was to be a busy boat with 

trials to do, then followed by work-ups. Meanwhile, I returned to 

Portsmouth and Blockhouse. About three weeks later on the 25th of 
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October, disaster had struck HMCS Nipigon in 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 power-nap. In the mess 

just one deck below, he had made it out of his bunk and managed to get all 

the way forward to the shipôs sick bay . . .where he then collapsed. The 

sadness as I think of our final moments and having a laugh. I will never 

forget him.  

 

 

Where next? 

 

I wasnôt too chuffed about being in Fort Addishô as you never knew 

what job youôd cane next. Unlike spare crew, you could be sent down to 

any boat at anytime in any job, and sail at any time . . . and that wasnôt bad. 

What was not much to look forward to though was instead, spending three 

days a week preparing Arrogant Block, the stokersô grot, for rounds. Nice 

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 ñclankyò branch. We used to wish that instead of being a 

Chief Stoker, he should have been a bow gunner on a WW2 torpedo.  

I took a little hope in knowing there werenôt many fit-for-sea, killick 

stokers lying about in the Fort, and I wondered why as I was surrounded 

with tons of them who werenôt ñfitò for a variety of reasons. . .some self-

invoked. I let it be known that I was anxious to get back to sea and was 

available at the drop of a hat. Ojibwa by now was coming into Pompey 

yard to degauze, and then head for work- up. Word was swiftly getting 

around that her crew werenôt overly thrilled about new ideas and initiatives 

that were suddenly developing in Canadaôs reincarnating submarine 

service. In earlier anticipation of acquiring US ñnuke attackò or 

conventional Barbel class boats, and the logistical common sense and 

convenience of spares and repairs available from the country just next door 

seemed that this was the right and practical way to go. That of course didnôt 

happen and efforts to establish training standards for O-boats in the RCN 

was about to become a tender issue. From 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 captain, Ojibwa would 

go down in history as the most operationally capable and experienced of 

all time. It was said by many that the captain was over-demanding 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 was difficult to determine where the 

problem was rooted. That didnôt matter. What did matter was that there 

was unrest and almost everybody on board wished they werenôt, and 

Canadian submariners who werenôt, opted to steer clear. In establishing a 

revised standard of submarine training, the RCN in transition, was caught 

up between three navies. The already established west coast crew of 

HMCS/m Grilse understandably, were practically committed to USN 

training policies and procedures taking their training in US submarines and 

schools in the óstatesô. As the buzz had it, things in Grilse were going very 

well but such methods werenôt practical for their east coast counterparts. 

The larger percentage of Canadian submariners of course, were trained 

aboard RN submarines and the acquisition of three British-built boats 

looked like it was going to 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 Commander of the fledgling, ñ1st 

Canadian Submarine Squadron.ò He was to be the driving force and 

decision-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 decision as 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 flourishing RCN submarine service. Routine 

and terminologies were bastardized. Such terms as foreplanes became bow 

planes, snort became snorkel, and through unchecked personal 

insistencies, the trim system was to be referred to as the drain manifold 

while ñQò was more favourably familiar as ñNegativeò tank. The so-called 

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 didnôt make sense was that the people and their familiarity 

within them, had to adapt to another navyôs methods from a grand old 

WW2 submarine a quarter-century old. There seemed to be a breakdown 

in communications and a secrecy about the whole concept. This, in itself, 

was regarded as uprooting the professionalism of most people who grew 

dedicated through accustomed support and recognition of their former 

superiors, that seemed now to have withered because of ill-feelings toward 

RN methods. There came an emptiness from abandoning standards and 

this revision to training in O-boats glaringly contrasted with the high-

flying morale of their brothers aboard Grilse. In many instances 
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nevertheless, there came an opportunity. It didnôt hurt at all to clean house 

of many of the ñperks seekersò that opted out of submarines when the good 

life and the entitlements in the YewKay concluded by returning to Canada. 

Some of them might have better been described as ñout-of-the-know-ersò 

too in discovering that here was a discreet way out. In submarines, thereôs 

just no room for slack ballast and incompetence, as people started to thin 

out. In any event, as a brand-new boat and knowing many of her crew, I 

felt that being drafted to her would be a challenge. Assured by my affection 

to submarines and the confidence that I had gained since being in them, 

together made me feel that I could make a solid contribution.  

While during the degauze, I had learned that Spud Murphy was headed 

to RNH Haslar for a hernia operation and there would be a need for a 

replacement. In Dolphin there was just one other Canadian stoker, namely 

LS Dave Brocklebank whom I also sailed with in Micmac. Dave felt 

vulnerable so he went into hiding. Within a day, he ended up getting the 

nod because he didnôt do it right. I suppose he thought that I would go in 

his absence but instead, ñdraftyò elected to remain with his original plan. . 

. rousting out and sending Dave to Ojibwa, and drafting me to Aeneas. I 

was just as happy and felt good that I was to remain in YewKay aboard a 

submarine of a class that I was already familiar with but more so, fortunate 

that I wouldnôt be stepping into any turmoil if any should continue.  

Well, all my Foreign Service Leave was over and it was time to get on 

with it. One thing I clearly understood from the time I had spent in 

submarines by now, was the perks to duties. Much like it was over five 

years before when in Micmac, I became lured to the realm of outside 

machinery and external systems. Although I persevered in standing 

watches in engine and boiler rooms and steaming a snorting engine room 

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 constant 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 on ñoutside kitò and the boatôs dependency toward the small staff 

maintaining it. I 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 through the entire boat 

to ñopen up for dive,ò sighting and confirming the positions of every valve, 

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 
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super human being. A mentor indeed! As well, it took little to realize how 

dependant the ñwreckerò was of  his immediate two-man staff of a ñkillickò 

and a ñgreaser,ò both knowledgeable, energetic, and available at any given 

moment day or night, whether the boat was on the roof, at 500 ft., or 

alongside in a maintenance period. The vastness of systems on his charge 

included anything mechanical outside of the engine room that went up and 

down, back and forth, and round and round, and through pipes . . .and that 

was a lot. As submarines carried no shipwrights, docking, trim, stability 

and structural maintenance were added responsibilities and if a guy didnôt 

mind hard work and wanted to ñget stuck inò to keep it all going, this was 

his niche.  

This was to be the changing point in my career. The outside wrecker in 

Aeneas was Fred Searle. Fred was a mechanician, a product of the stokerôs 

branch whose qualifications paralleled that of an ERA apprentice which 

took me back to the echoes of George Faithfull in Micmac. Fred 

complimented me as having steamed the donk shop and the diving panel 

on three A-boats. He quickly went to Chief Stoker, ñInkyò Penn, to claim 

me as soon as I arrived.  

Working with Fred as the outside killick was to become both a privilege 

and more than all other virtues, a good schooling from his craft as a 

mechanician. His knowledge of submarines was unsurpassed and of 

greater value was his ability to repair and fix things. Fred taught me right 

out of a tool box and it wasnôt until some months later that he gave me ñthe 

other keyò to that box, entrusting me to respect its contents and be dextrous 

and capable of using them. To paint further of Fredôs character and 

capability, he would later go on to serve as Chief Mech (Chief ERA) in 

three ñbombers,ò Renown, Repulse, and Revenge and to this day as 

ñretireds,ò we remain in personal contact.  

 

 

Refit Group (Portsmouth) 

 

I joined Aeneas at RG(P) to find that Olympus was also refitting and 

that Totem(T) and Turpin were being converted and taken over by the 

Israelis and renamed as Dakar and Leviathan respectively. Ethnic 

comments ran wild in ñthe sixtiesò and it didnôt take long for jack to 

construct a riddle that seemed to suit the transformation for at least one of 

the boats: ñIt ainôt the paint that makes the Dakar blacker . . .Itôs the 

new crew!ò for which our Israeli friends took in stride, reciprocating with 

a wide-grinned simile of a kipper. . . ñAll head, and no guts!ò  
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Most will recall that Dakar was the submarine that the year following 

her commissioning into the Israeli 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 

possibility. The boatôs length had been extended by twelve more feet. The 

fin had been stretched to disproportionate dimensions which within either 

the escape or conning towers, incorporated a diver lock-out capability. 

Many a layman observed of her newly-converted, 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 a 

mystical one. In the Royal Navy as HMS/m Totem in her first commission, 

she was honoured 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 aboard 

and sailed with the submarine, harm would never come her way. When she 

was passed to the Israelis, all artefacts from former Totem (T) were passed 

to the submarine museum which included the totem.  

 

 

A flood in Pompy óyard 

 

In refit accommodation, itôs every man for himself and the only ones 

guaranteed to have a roof over their heads each night were the R. Aôs. 

Among some single hands, Telferôs steak pies at the NAAFI canteen and 

a room at the ñHome Clubò were at least a means of staying alive. Word 

had it that if it was blank week and the lolly was just about gone, meant 

sleeping in an SNSO CHAKON packing crate on a jetty in the yard and 

saving what tin you might have left to at least get a pint, an ñegg sarnieò 

or a ñchip buttieò each bare day until payday. To warm you up might mean 

hanginô about at the RGP when a married hand would put on a pot of tea, 

enough for someone 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 óGroupôs galley.  

Aeneas was captained by the veteran skipper, LCdr James, William, 

Alexander, Greig known throughout the submarine service as ñBosôn.ò His 

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 for 

promotion so they gave him this last hurrah, his fourth command. He was 

39 years old when he joined the boat . . .ancient in submarine CO years, 

and his thinning hair and deep-thinking 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 excellent leader and teacher to his officers.  

Bosôn somehow managed to convince FOSM that submarines should 

retain the ability to fight the battle from the surface as well as beneath it, 

so another familiarity returned. Would I ever stop humping ammunition? 

A 4" deck gun was found lying about that had no doubt, found its way 

from Singapore and was smartly fitted in Aeneas, she in 1965, being the 

only boat in ñhome watersò with a gun. 

The First Lieutenant was Lt. Ed Falstrem, RCN who spent time in a 

number of submarines, and in years to follow, sailed in all five of the then 

current Canadian submarines including Grilse, Rainbow, and the three 

Oôs. On the lower deck were three other Canadians. Fore-endee LS Cliff 

Montgomery, LSRP Bill Buckley, and an ERA by the name of PO1 Bill 

Bruce. Chief Stoker, ñInkyò Penn, was a formidable race track hound. You 

could always find Inky checking over his form in the layapart store and 

heading for the betting shop at dinner times. On a good day, you wouldnôt 

see him until the next one or sometimes, the one beyond. The Chief Mech 

was a Londoner named ñSpeakyò Lowe. Speaky, at the end of the work-

up was to be drafted to Anchorite still out in the Fezz. In the stokersô mess, 

we were sorry to see him go and as a tribute, we called him round for a tot 

alongside in Dolphin. 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 opportunity 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 ñcake ón arse partyò in the control room. ñYaô know 

wot itôs like when they óave their bash back awft . . .the lights are all gone 

red and flags and pennants are stuck round the control óouse to cova the 

mankô. Well it was always my intention to rig up a tape recorder in numbah 

four trap . . .ya know the ossifaôs bog thatôs put out for the óorses durinô 

the party. Well just as some darlinô would park óer arse down on the seat 

in the dark to óave a wee . . . I would switch on this tape recorder that would 

say, ñóAng on a minit luvô . . . Iôm workinô down óere!ò  

 

 

Dockyard Mateys 

 

Well, it was time to ñget down the boatò and indeed I did. Cables, tools, 

lumps of machinery, temporary lighting, and just a complete myriad of 

obstacles that made it look so unlike the appearance of a submarine. There 
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were dockies everywhere you looked and added 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 

surely there 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.  

In 1805, the commissioner of H.M.Dockyard in Halifax declared: ñA 

Man working from 5 oôclock in the Morning to 7 at Night is as much labour 

as he is capable of performing faithfully.ò Two years later in 1807 he then 

directed: ñIn times of Absolute Necessity, Everyone in the yard is to work 

two hours and half Extra by Candle light in refitting His Majestyôs Ships.ò 

(half Extra being a half-more portion of pay) There was added a footnote 

that cancelled on the perks of dockyard workers that was to be halted 

forthwith: ñHogs, Goats, and Geese being a very great Nuisance, none are 

to permitted to go at large in the Dock Yard.ò  

Well, what all that meant by the twentieth century was that the dockies 

could put in 16 hours a day and get over-time pay for doing it. Then it 

came to argue on lunches and suppers, so they built canteens to loaf in, 

brought in their brown-bags, and were to leave their food-bearing animals 

at home. Penniless Jack carried on as ever.  

 

 

Never ñassumeò in a submarineééa lesson for life 

 

Aeneas of course, was an Admiralty designed A-boat and differed from 

the Vickers type Aôs in Singapore. Their main engines 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 valves were to be 

operated in order to ñshiftò sea water, were ingrained within me. That 

assurance used aboard an Admiralty boat however, led me to a lesson to 

be well-learnt and never to be forgotten through a good dressing down 

from the engineer officer . . .and in pusserôs parlance, ña dose from the 

foretopmanôs bottle.ò 

With all the activity going on, the engineer, LT.(E) Ray ñJumperò 

Collins, an ex-periscope tiffy, had decided that it was time to start setting 

the trim so that we could start ñcomping upò as the boat had completed the 

refitôs final docking. Colin Ashmore the outside greaser, had been in 

Aeneas the previous commission but was still a part III. Colinôs knowledge 
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of the boat was limited by his own admission but as I was lining up the 

six-valve chest to pump out the after trim tank, he said, ñBuster! I think 

you got the wrong valves open and ass-backward . . .but Iôm probably 

wrong.ò It was typical tradition of the navy where an AB, an ME (1) in 

Colinôs case, would never question the seniority of a killick. Confidently 

and thinking from experience of three submarines, I opened the requisite 

valves to pump the trim tank from ñAft to Forwardò and then overboard 

and then started the ballast pump. Twenty minutes had passed when 

looking to the after ends bulkhead, the door swung open and three dockies 

came rumbling out of the after ends surrounded with a flourish of sea-

water spilling over into the motor room. I had instead, ñfloodedò the after 

trim tank into the after ends. Immediately, I reversed the position of the 

valves and commenced to pump from ñAft to Forwardò instead of ñPump 

to Aft.ò While the pumping continued, it didnôt take long for ñEngines,ò 

Speaky, Fred, Inky, the OOD, and the duty bus conductor . . .to show up 

in the engine room to see what went wrong. ñLME Brown!ò said the 

engineer. ñWould you come to the wardroom after the after ends is pumped 

out please?ò he said mildly. ñAye-aye sir!ò I replied in one hell of a quiet 

tizzy. ñYes sir!ò I said all the quieter while steadily growing un-nerved. 

I was up on ñEngineerôs Defaultersò shall we say, in an empty 

wardroom, ñEnginesò insisting in his own mind that there was no need to 

have anyone else present in sensing my feelings of stupidity and 

embarrassment. He looked at me very sternly and said quietly, ñDo you 

realize what you did wrong Brown?ò And anxiously and in detail all at 

once, I replied, ñYes I do sir. In Andrew, Anchorite, and Alliance, we 

always opened those two valves to pump from aft and I assumed that even 

though the six-valve chest is reversed aboard Aeneas, I was still doing the 

same thing.ò I was quivering with lost confidence. He saw it. He then said, 

ñWell Brown! There appears to be no damage. No one got hurt. Youôve 

got a lot of mopping up to do, havenôt you? . . . Youôve got the rest of the 

day to do it in.ò He dwelled, then raised his head, looked at me square in 

the eye and said. . . ñNever assume in a submarine! Alright Brown? . . 

.Carry on!ò he said, mildly. 

I 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 worn 

out. My head was pounding and my pride hurt in making such a silly and 

stupid mistake. Imprinted in my mind for the rest of my time in the navy 

and as it still prevails today, came from a living example . . . ñNever 

assume in a submarine!ò It was difficult for me to face the lads the 

following day. I apologized to Colin for not heeding his comments and 
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bowed to the mess in its entirety. Typical of matelots and especially 

submariners: ñDonôt worry about it mate!ò uttered Colin. . . ñAnd you can 

have my tot today as well!ò I languished in a feeling of returning 

confidence.  

 

 

Trials done . . .Now for work-ups. . .3rd Division North  

 

The traditional commissioning ceremony at jetty-side was given by a 

re-make Sin-Bosôn, who gave us his blessing. He was once a submariner 

and the boatôs first skipper, when Aeneas first commissioned in 1946. We 

sailed for work-up in Faslane Scotland, the home of SM3, 3rd Division 

North. During WW2, Faslane, sheltered by the Rhu Narrows from the 

Clyde Estuary and situated on the seven-mile-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 on a miserable, wet, and windy day which typifies 

the west coast of Scotland. The opener in the tune in the flick, ñMy Fair 

Ladyò rang ever so true . . . ñThe rain in Spain falls mainly in Faslane,ò 

and as we gently neared the trot on Maidstone the depot ship, you 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 HMS Narvik, the 

ex-amphibô hulker that had extra inboard bunks for Maidstoneôs overflow 

and was used to stow stores not required in the boat for the work-up. 

SSK 72- HMS/m Aeneas with deck gun at Spithead 
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Across the near mile wide Gare Loch and seen through the mist was a 

vague outline of AFD 58, the floating dock built to receive destroyers but 

since modified to dock-down submarines.  

We moved aboard and found immediately that life in Maidstone was an 

inboard-wankerôs paradise and ñ1600 and shot ashoreò was an 

understatement. The bunks and lockers were typically transient . . .and in 

reality, the messes about ten grades lower than good old A Block in Stadô. 

Talk about being a hulker . . .Maidstone was it. Her Latin motto ñUrbis 

Fortuna Navisò translates into ñThe fortune of the city is the fortune of the 

shipò which if the Mayor of that Kentish town were aware of Maidstoneôs 

aversions, heôd resign. And as well, it seemed that the SM3 crowd really 

didnôt want us around. The time were such that old Aôs and Tôs and their 

visiting crews were classless among the up and coming posh and modern 

muppets in nukeô ñattacksò and preparations for the SM10 ñbombersò that 

were about to run from FISB-land.  

Now getting ashore was sheer mud, for at the end of Narvikôs bogged 

in brow was a mobile canteen. It sold oggies, faggots, pies, and chips and 

was open late at night for two hours after the pubs shut, and the tail-end 

customers werenôt too fussy about what 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 HMS Neptune.  

Once ashore and along the narrow Fas Lane, from whenst it came, you 

could catch the bus or go on the thumb to beautiful downtown 

Helensbagels, some three miles away, and enjoy a dinner time seshô at the 

Royal, the Station Bar, or the Clachen, just across the 

high street from the Church of Turkey. . .38 rooms at 6 

shillings a night. It might then be the time to ñCatch the 

wee blue tr-r-r-ain for-r Glasgow, Queen St.ò It was only 

a 45-minute journey but after a skinful, many of the lads 

needed to get to a bog and the blue train ran without 

fitted heads. There were two 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, directly 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 night as the FISBôs shut óer down at 

exactly 2100. Often times, weôd thumb our way into Glasgow where you 

could expect to be relayed as many as a dozen times. One early morning 

in pouring rain on the way back, Jock MacAlpine and I 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 sojourn into Glasgow on a late Saturday afternoon, Cliff 

Montgomery and I had done a good job of thumbinô a ride, and found 

ourselves within the last stop on the bus route that took you into central 

Glasgow. The bus came and Cliff jumped aboard the platform first. I was 

running to get aboard when Cliff reached up and pressed the button twice, 

the signal for the driver to pull away. He did. I ran after that bus until the 

next stop when by now, I saw Cliff through the rear window of the upper 

deck. He stomped his foot twice, the other means for the driver to pull 

away when the conductor is not in reaching distance of the button. I gave 

chase once more, in full rig, sweating, panting, and cursinô Cliff when 

again his smiling face re-appeared through the rear window of the 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 smell the ñeau-de-dieselò coming from my 

sweat-soaked uni-bag. There would be no trapping a wee hen at the 

Saturday night dance at the Lucarno in Glasgow that night.  

During work-up, we went into Ardrishaig for the night, behind one of 

the islands in the Clyde area. A diving tender, ironically but prehistorically 

tallied HMS Neptune, spent the night alongside us and Bosôn was invited 

by their captain to join him for a glass. He being a gentleman and not 

wishing to be inhospitable, agreed to do so. Come the next morning, we 

were due to sail at 0600 to our areas for the dayôs exercises. The boat went 

to harbour stations, shortened in the cable and First Lieutenant, Ed 

Falstrem, reported to Bosôn that we were ready for sea. Well, the boat may 

have been ready, but the skipper wasnôt. Not wishing to have the good-

name Aeneas soiled by showing up late for our assigned areas, Ed decided 

to take the boat out. We were well on our way, when Bosôn finally went to 

the bridge, looking much worn from his previous nightôs engagement. His 

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 3rd Division North, as Second Lieutenant in Osiris. Having finally 

convinced the drafting commander that he was due for a First Lieutenantôs 

job, he was sent to Aeneas and this initiative further convinced Bosôn of 

his worthiness.  

The work-up went reasonably well, save for the over-abundance of the 

silly things that ST Staff had organized for us. Fires, floods, air bursts, and 

telemotor failures became the arduous routines of both night and day. Then 
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it was out into the Irish Sea for the operational phase and three more weeks 

of hectic activity. We had achieved a ñSatò(isfactory) standard in 

everything, but ST staff by recommendation to their Commander, insisted 

that there was still lots of time left in the safety programme so: ñWeôre 

sure youôve got better things to do than waste time ashore in any of the 

surrounding ports for the night!ò  

 

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 a good trip was about to begin. Weôd be 

heading back up north again, but this time with an air of worked-up 

independence. We returned to the lochs on the western approaches to 

Scotland, then across the Irish sea to Bangor in Ireland. We then headed 

further north through the Inner Hebrides and the Minches at the tide-

assisted phenomenal surface speed of 26 knots. After exercises with the 

fleet near Scapaô we were back down the Irish into Londonderry. Along 

the way into óDerry was Loch Foyle where at the end of WW2, what 

seemed like hundreds of surrendered U-boats were mustered, and then 

scuttled. Wiggy Bennet the coxswain was a wartime submariner and talked 

of the kit that went down with those boats. The Britsô had opted to scuttle 

everything including the ñhigh-techò navigational equipment, periscopes, 

and torpedoes . . .even the caches of wines and spirits in the wardrooms. 

Nothing was left available to filch.  

S/m Aeneas dives in Loch Fyne near Inveraray 
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As we drew alongside óDerry, we secured on HMS Stalker, another ex-

amphibô and sister to Narvik. Again, we were graciously invited to live 

aboard, but by the time you drew linen, made up your pit, and got in bed 

with the cockies, I thought it was more time-saving and less of a hassle to 

get a shower only but instead, sleep aboard the boat. That day brought a 

little comfort to me after the flooding episode back in Pompey óyard, and 

one that I shall never forget too.  

It seemed that by noon, leave had been piped and everybody went 

inboard to Stalker to get ready to go ashore. It was pouring with rain so 

instead, I decided to get a little work done before proceedinô. By looking 

through our defect list, Fred had *starred a radar mast bearing as being a 

priority repair. I 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 down 

with the mast. I went below, threw on a slicker, and gathered a bag of tools 

to go back up to the bridge to see what I could do. After three hours and 

being soaked to the skin, I managed to extract the sheared screws and fit 

replacements. The mast now worked correctly and by the time I put my 

tools back in the box, a hot shower aboard Stalker was in order. I went 

across the óplank and headed for the washplace. As I passed an open 

curtained door, I saw a whole bunch of our chuffs ón puffs sitting round a 

table in the Senior Ratesô mess. They were still going at it from tot time, 

which by all accounts should have packed up some four hours ago. Fred 

was in there and by now, was thoroughly enjoying himself when he saw 

me. ñBuster!ò came this attention-getter. ñWot yôup ta then?ò he asked. 

ñJust gettinò shocked and blown down, then steaminô ashore!ò I replied. 

ñOh! óFinished doinô that seaguard bearing by the way. óSeems alright 

now!ò Fred quickly rose from the table and fumbled toward the curtain, 

while the rest of them carried on yappinô in their noisy tavern-like din. 

ñYou wot?ò he asked with a puzzled look. ñóJust done the seaguard bearinô. 

Why?ò Fred backed off a bit then said, ñDid you know that that one was a 

stopper because we canôt get spares from óEaglescliffe? Wotyaô mean, yaô 

done the seaguard? Crikey, father needs ta know this! Now we can sail 

tomorrow!ò I had quickly learned that initiative sometimes paid off big 

time, not even aware that the radar mast was an ops defect and we couldnôt 

sail. Now that it was repaired, tomorrow we could head back to Pompey 

and get on with the leave and maintenance period.  
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A night ashore in óDerry 

 

On the jetty, not a stoneôs throw away, was Joe Cassidyôs pub that was 

bombed by the IRA in the late 1980ôs. It was our muster point before 

heading to the Mecca dance hall in down town óDerry. The colleens youôd 

meet there all worked at the same places . . .Londonderryôs world-renown 

shirt factories. So, if you werenôt on the alert but you should be, you might 

ask, ñSo where do you work luvô?ò One would reply, ñAhô works at the 

shorts factory!ô  Then in cunning pursuit I ask, ñSo wot dôya do with the 

shorts?ò Sheôd reply, ñNo! . . . I said I works at the shorts factory puttinô 

the buttons on the cuffs ón makinô the collars stiff! We donôt make shorts 

at the shorts factory. . .just shorts!ò  

As well, what was a good dare was to nip just across the border to 

county Donegal for a pint before headinô back aboard. Some dodgey IRAôs 

were in our midst, but we had no bones to pick and as it seemed, neither 

did they. A pint or two added to our ñskinful,ò and the price of a ñfast 

blackò back to the boat, typical of anywhere in the British Isles after 

midnight, rose by 500 percent. It was always a good run because of lots to 

talk about the next morning.  

 

 

A race to óBlockhouse 

 

We sailed early that next day. When we cleared the óFoyle, we met up 

with Alderney who was also on the roof and heading home. She was now 

skippered by newly promoted LCdr Del Shannon of ñVenus fameò aboard 

Anchorite off Japan. Immediately, a challenge was made and whether it 

came from our Bosôn or ñthe keeper of the Venus light,ò remains a 

mystery. A-boats were traditionally, the RNôs fastest diesel boats at about 

16 kts. on the surface in long passage, and a race was in order. The boat 

that entered the gut at Pompey first would be declared the winner and 

celebration was in order for drinks all round at the wardroom in Dolphin. 

Well wot about the workers then? Never mind, so off we went, ñhaze grey 

and underway.ò And haze grey the exhaust trails they were. To dab-toes 

and general officers alike, on how getting there first was dependant on how 

much coal we could throw on the fire. To us clankies, Alderney had 

Vickers engines and of course, Aeneas was integrated with Admiralty 

pattern. The only difference might be that our donksô were three tons 

heavier, but yet max brake horsepower between the eight cylinder engines 

had identical output. Alderney had a longer piston stroke but we had a 
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larger cylinder bore and so four of Her Majestyôs Stone-Crushers were 

dutifully called upon to perform to their maximum expectations. As long 

as the maintenance was up and the sea conditions were the same, the only 

disadvantage might be external where the state of hull preservation dogged 

with sea-growth could be a factor. It seemed to be negligible however, for 

by early morning two days later, we were within a mile from Alderney on 

her port quarter as we passed Bournemouth on the port beam. Bosôn was 

on the plot as the steady tempo of the clickety-clack of the top gear of the 

supercharged roar of the engines wound its way into the moisture-laden 

corners of the control room. With a spurt, he ordered port wheel, and steer 

a course that would take us through the Needles and the Solent on the north 

side of the Isle of Wight and pass Southampton. Alderney slowly 

disappeared amid the distance through the longer route to Spithead via the 

south while at the expense of speed restrictions through the narrows of the 

Solent, Aeneas was much closer to the finish line. Traditionally, the 

passage to Southampton was always plugged with liners but during a time 

when the mammoth ñladiesò were vanishing from the seas, port authorities 

had not changed the driving rules. What had changed was that there was 

little traffic other than the odd fishing smack and the occasional ferry boat, 

and a clear track lay dead ahead. Besides . . . what officials would ever 

question the needed presence of this slippery sentry of the seas in 

conducting business ñon her lawful occasionò in such a fleeting and 

necessary mission? It was two hours later when Aeneas chugged along 

behind the ferry to Portsmouth from Ryde on the Isle of Wight. Alderney 

could be seen making her approach through the bastions of Spithead when 

Bosôn ordered, ñPort thirty . . .handsomely!ò Aeneas rounded the sea wall 

and made the 180-degree entrance to Haslar Creek for a berth on Trot 2. 

By the time we had doubled up and opened up hatches, Alderney had lost 

way and had to penetrate into the middle of Pompey harbour to come about 

and draw alongside but 45 minutes later. She had blown it by following 

the rule that didnôt work at all. ñFirst the Nab, then the Warner. Haslar 

Creek óround Blockhouse corner.ò In any event, the ñwardroomsò headed 

for the bar and well. . . Wiggy Bennet, the coxswain, piped a make and 

mend for ñworkers all.ò 

 

 

Ah-h-h, to be livinô ashore 

 

Alongside in Portsmouth meant getting ashore for a night out, but as 

that night drew to a close, it was either sleeping on a ósweeper at Vernon 
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pierhead or getting back to Dolphin if you were in time for that last P.A.S. 

boat. Although I wasnôt entitled to any allowance, living ashore in my flat 

in Southsea was a good idea. It was home and self-contained, 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 it seemed 

that everybody groped for a chance to sleep on the couch or my armchair 

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 meant whoever was the last 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 days before, several guys were to 

start their leave and it seemed like a good idea to get ashore and have a 

little party before they left. By one in the morning, we all got back to the 

flat where everybody opted to spend the night, even 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 I 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. Well, I did well by getting up at five and noted 

the confidence of the shower of ñzonkersò surrounding me. With one eye 

open, they all agreed, saying, ñGo on Buster! Have another hour! Weôll be 

alright!ò they said in the belief that I would get up again at six, as I assured 

them. I went back to bed, and the next thing I knew, it was eight oôclock. 

Panic hit the flat, and within ninety seconds, nine hung-over submariners 

filed out onto Nightingale St. trying to pucker their lips in whistling for a 

fast-black. By the time we got onto the jetty at Dolphin, it was obvious to 

all of the onlookers that we were adrift, evidenced by the fact that we were 

all still dressed in civvies while displacing less volume in lacking our 

station cards. ñGroan! Groan!ò Theyôre goinô to jam us with stoppage of 

leave. ñThirty days hath September . . . April, June and Buster Brown.ò 

ñOne little bellò was I and LT. Ed Falstrem saw to it that Christmas leave 

would not be jammed, satisfied that we all came back in one big heap. As 

for me? On Christmas Eve, I 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 reindeer on the 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 time though 

that I had taken a fall while loading stores into the fore ends. I was man-

handling a wooden crate of eggs when my feet had slipped away from the 

loading hatch ladder and took a 6-foot drop landing flat on my back on top 

of the trench covers. No eggs broke but I was feeling a horrible ache 

somewhere around my lower back. I scooted ashore to the sick bay to get 

looked over and through my insistence, forcefully declared that Iôd be all 

right after a couple of days and everything would be fine. Through that 

insistence, the sick bay tiffies had no option but to agree with me in 

declaring, ñWell óBrown. Then take it easy for the next few days.ò 

Besides! We were sailing and I didnôt want to miss the next trip. I was to 

find out that that fall was going to plague 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 I had never 

experienced before. It was then to Bergen and the nearby naval base at 

Hakkonsvern. From there we headed to Odda, a town stood majestically at 

the very end of the hundred-mile-long Hardanger fjord. It was a beautiful 

spring afternoon on the way in, when Bosôn came into the control room 

for ñhis lookò through the after periscope. Suddenly, and without taking a 

breath, he ordered, ñRaise the forward periscope . . .train on the port beam 

in high power . . .officer of the watch . . .pipe tourists to the control room 

at the rush!ò Everybody clambered in to have a quick shuftee through both 

periscopes at a nudist camp just five hundred yards to port.  

The locals in Odda didnôt really appreciate the RNôs presence there. 

That, we suspected, had something to do with Royal Navy visits and what 

might or might not have gone on during Norwayôs neutrality in WW2. 

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 the 

few numbers that made up the townôs population already knew what we 

looked like. It had nothing to do with how accent-ed 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 beautiful blond-

haired daughters and had them all curfewed in their homes for the three-

day stay. Maybe this visit had nothing to do with WW2 after all!  
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A Roguesô Gallery 

 

After some contact exercises with the Norwegian Navy and ñspecial 

opsò with SBS 40 Commandos, it was time to surface and drink the air. 

The bootnecks, who looked like they hadnôt eaten in a week were in 

combined ops with the Norwegians aboard one of their hi-powered 

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 from the fore-ends and a pitcherôs jackstay transfer 

commenced. Sombre faces grew to broad grins and a happier lot of marines 

you never did see.  

It then seemed that there was some time to spare before ñCOMEX,ò so 

what better could we do than pose for a picture. As a collective crew, we 

had never taken the opportunity to get a picture of ourselves, especially 

one of a ñRoguesô Galleryò . . . that included the Jolly Roger.  

A corruption of the French ñJoli-Rouge,ò and near of the time when RN 

submarines and the people within them first went to sea, the ñskull and 

crossbonesò would become a symbol to the cause. It began through the 

temptation that if submariners are to be compared to and labelled as 

pirates, then, ñWeôre going to conduct ourselves accordingly, arenôt we?ò 

The Jolly Roger and the Netley pirate crew of Aeneas- Norway1966. Seated left 

(with thin hair), C.O. Bosôn Greig. Author (with cheese-cutter cap) standing 

directly behind looking aft.1st Lt. Ed Falstrem seated right in conversation. 
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Fatuous judgement was passed by Rear-Admiral Sir Arthur Wilson, 

Comptroller of the Navy to the First Lord of the Admiralty in 1901 who 

insensibly prompted this to happen when he proclaimed: ñSubmarines are 

underhand, unfair and damned un-English. The crews of all submarines 

captured should be treated as pirates and hanged.ò By 1914, Lt. Cdr 

ñMaxò Horton, in command of submarine E-9 was the scourge of the 

German Battle Fleet, and in attempting to shelter out of harmôs way in the 

Baltic, raised two black flags of piracy after sinking the cruiser Hela and 

destroyer S116. By 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 bravado and 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 about 

the 4" deck gun, we too would support a jolly roger with accompanying 

silhouettes depicting a Netley coach, a dagger, a silhouette of the deck gun, 

and a bottle of pussersô neats. Apart from the motor coach, the remaining 

symbols were indicative to the nature of Aeneasô recent special ops with 

40 Commando, surface gun-action engagements, as well as the well-

earned ñruns ashoreò of her motley crew. Meanwhile, ñNetleyò had 

become the passageway word in the boat. During the recent work-up and 

up to the day, it seemed that everybody was attempting to drive us ñcrazyò 

and on many occasions, weôd go to ñcracking stations," the term derived 

from being ñcracked down the middleò in frustration. To compensate or 

mend the feeling, it was thought in jibe that boarding a coach to Netley 

Abby Village in Hampshire where a mental institution was once located, 

might just be in order.  

 

 

A very rare sight 

 

So then as the ñJ.R.ò and camera were stowed away, we were about to 

see something very scarce. . .among submariners who seldom see the light 

of day. We were on the inside of a fjord inlet when the P-boat Finwhale 

and Super- T, Truncheon joined us to form a three-boat flotilla for the 

remainder of the trip. Truncheon laid off at distance to the west while we 

remained DIW. Between the two ñstoppedò submarines, we were about to 

witness a most rare evolution performed by Finwhale . . .running at 

ñBatteries-in-Seriesò on the surface, a function that is only carried out 
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ñdived,ò and in an evasive mode. Whether she was showing off as a 

younger, more modified submarine or just looking for the quickest way to 

perform a battery self-maintenance ñquarterly-discharge,ò remained the 

question. There she went against a backdrop of an increasing sunset 

nevertheless, carving up the mirror-like surface of the inlet while turning 

and leaning 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, anything will have to do 

 

The three submarines then headed for the Skagerrak and the Baltic Sea 

to Helsinki. It was to be a good run ashore and it wasnôt cheap. I had met 

a Finn girl who by golly, looked just like Doris Day but my, what a 

language barrier! After a three-day run and without a duty watch, my 

money was all gone. It was at her home in the very early dawn before 

sailing, and ñDorisò insisted that she call a cab to get me back to the boat. 

The cab arrived and I spent the half-hour trip to the boat in trying to explain 

to the cabbie that I would get a ñrubberò to pay the fare from somebody 

back on board. He wasnôt to be easy to convince for several times, he 

pulled over to the curb insisting that I get out. I won the battle as we finally 

arrived on the jetty. Feeling good that it was only five in the morning and 

I got back in good time, I got out of the cab, again assuring the driver that 

Iôd return with the fare very shortly. As I went across the plank, the trot 

sentry greeted me with, ñMorninô Buster. Good run then?ò and I 

immediately countered with, ñYaô havenôt got any shrapnel left have yaô?ò 

ñNeggy mate. Iôm toppled.ò he replied. So then I crawled down the fore 

hatch, waving assuringly to the driver that I would return with the fare. 

Once I got below, to no surprise, everybody was still asleep. Now how in 

hell do you shake somebody and get him to lay out some tin an hour before 

he has to get up? I then went aft to the stokersô mess to find that the two 

curtains were drawn closed and hereto, everybody was still kipped out. 

There wasnôt a soul on his feet throughout the boat. Feeling worried that 

the driver was by now calling a local cop, I then went back to the fore ends 

in a hurry. I cast a quick glance around the space and saw that mingled 

among all the sleepers, the ñgroceriesò had been struck down for sailing. 

And there at the front of the compartment were three wooden crates of 

eggs. I tiptoed forward and opened one up. There on the top lay a flat of 
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two and a half-dozen, Finnish-farm fresh, eggs. Bingo! I muckled on to the 

flat, wobbled up the ladder, and headed for the jetty. It didnôt take much 

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 I stumbled back aboard and the cab sped away, he muttered, 

ñThe things yaô see when youôre on duty and got the fukkinô trot! Un-

fukkinô believable!ò  

 

 

The loss of submarine Hai 

 

We cleared Helsinki and then headed to Lubeck, Germany. Because we 

were early for our official ETA, we ñdropped the pickò off a place called 

Travemünde, which was at the head of 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 clear as gin, and one could see that the ñgrassò on the pressure 

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, the growth on the hull had slowly eroded from 

the once, foot-long streams of seaweed to a mild coating of peach fuzz. 

Well from that we thought, ñSomebody ought to tell the Admiralty to send 

boats on jollies to the Baltic and save money on dockings for a óshave and 

a haircutô.ò 

We finally got clearance to go alongside and seeing as we were senior 

boat, weôd have the inboard trot. There was a welcoming reception on the 

jetty that ran parallel to the main strasa of the town of Lubeck. Among the 

V.I.P.ôs were the townôs Bergermeister and none other than Admiral Otto 

Kreschmer, the WW2 German U-boat ace. Truncheon then came alongside 

and as they were doubling up, Finwhale was beginning to draw near. 

Heaving lines descended aboard us when suddenly, there was some rapid 

wardroom chatter between the bridges of the three boats and the heaving 

lines were cast back. We were to learn soon after that the German 

submarine Hai, was reported to have foundered and gone down off the 

Dogger Bank in the North Sea. P- boats had an updated and more effective 

re-compression chamber capability aboard, therefore Finwhale was to 

immediately proceed to the areas where Hai was last seen. Hai was only a 

two-compartment boat and purportedly, was on the surface and at the tail 

end of an in-line 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 amble 

through the flooding conning tower before she went down . . .the shipôs 

cook.  

After we had left Lubeck, we proceeded through the locks 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 flowers. Bosôn immediately left the bridge 

to the casing to see what was the matter. After considerable difficulty with 

the exchange, the lady then passed the bouquet to the captain. He paused 

in looking downward, stepped back, and then surprisingly saluted her. 

Something was apparent and we were to discover that she was the mother 

of one of the crewmen who went down in Hai.  

Later in the day, when we arrived to the open-ness of the English 

Channel, Bosôn was to do something extraordinary which further 

immersed me into the pride and honour of being a submariner. We were 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 her. ñDawò Griffiths, the gun layer 

and our steward who specialized as a bugler, were to clean into No. 2ôs. 

They would position themselves beside the also uniformed Captain Greig 

while the remainder of our pirate-rigged crew straddled the fore casing. A 

running sea occasionally encroached the low, rolling casing and our feet 

were often awash. A short hand-written prayer had been hastily assembled, 

copied several times, and passed about among us to share. We prayed, as 

Daw would fire a round of volleys while Stewô sounded the Last Post on 

the bugle. Bosôn then cast the flowers onto the sea. As the seas washed 

across the ballast tanks, the flowers 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 flowers. . .until they 

disappeared. It was a moving and fervent experience.  

 

 

The loss of ñour Bosônò 

 

When we returned to Blockhouse after that trip, we were shocked to 

learn that Bosôn wasnôt in good shape. He finally confided in the first 

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 relieve the pain. A visit to the doctor 

confirmed that Bosôn had stomach cancer and the outcome was 
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unbelievable. He was soon to pass away. He was relieved by LCdr Richard 

Sharpe. Sharpe had been scheduled to take over the following April but 

instead came earlier. At 29 years old, he was much younger than Bosôn 

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 home for the Christmas 

holidays that numbered about eighteen, making trot space very scarce. The 

harbour master had no option but to put us outboard on the trot at petrol 

pier, the berth where paid off submarines normally sit high out of the 

water. The tide was low 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, QUOTE-AENEAS AGROUND AT 

PETROL PIER-UNQUOTE. LCdr Sharpe was to become, after retiring 

from the Royal Navy as Captain 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 Medô for about three months and among other stops, would do 

a jolly into Haifa, Israel. I became pretty intrigued by this trip as I thought 

about how briskly we came through there when bringing Alliance home 

from the Fezz. Gibraltar would come as the preceding exercise area with 

the fleet but beyond that, Aeneas was to penetrate further east on her own. 

Then, just prior to sailing, a ñclangerò arrived onboard. A draft chit saying 

I was loaded on a ñ3ôs courseò in Stadacona. I immediately became 

indecisive and felt that I should turn the course down and remain in Aeneas 

where I was so satisfied with the challenge. I was well-rooted as outside 

killick working with Fred and sailing with everybody aboard the boat. I 

also knew that passing the trade group 3 course in the RCN as a stoker, 

was a crucial and pivotal point in a stokerôs career for under the revised 

trades structure, you could now transform into an ERA. My thoughts once 

more returned to George Faithfull in Micmac; how I missed the 

opportunity of going apprentice and more importantly, measuring up to the 

standards that Fred had taught me in being a ñhands-onò repair maintainer, 

more so than a stoker. Had the draft come aboard after the boat had sailed, 

I couldnôt have been spared and thereôd be no black mark against me. I 

couldnôt turn to Fred or Jumper for advice because of their unfamiliarity 

of the RCN trades structure and the divisional sensitivities of turning down 
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the course in another navy. Instead, and with their grace, I had to jump to 

First Lieutenant Ed Falstrem. He immediately countered with: ñTake it 

Buster! It might be years before the opportunity ever comes up again.ò 

Well that was enough of that, further encouraged with the accompanying 

news was that I was to return to the boat and RN submarines when the 

eleven-month course was finished. If it werenôt for Ed Falstrem and his 

sage advice and who probably wouldnôt even remember the instance, my 

career would have taken a turn for the worst, had I turned down the course. 

I left Aeneas . . . and feeling abandoned, I would learn later . . . I would 

never see her again.  

HMS/m Aeneas 1966 - Two weeks into a patrol 

Donk Shop Killick Dave Standing joins the Outside Killick 

 . . . sitting on the tool box at the Diving Panel 
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CHAPTER TWELVE  

 

Home again-Trade Group 3 

 

he new year had arrived and I was to fly home aboard an RCAF 

Boeing 707 from Gatwick, near London. It was a far cry from flying 

backwards in a propeller-driven Yukon because this relatively new 

concept of flying in pussersô airframes had taken on a more 

sophisticated jet-liner role. Gone now, were the days of getting a ñflipô on 

the White-Knuckle Lines. As Gatwick was a civilian airport, I couldnôt 

fathom the idea of how or why an air force transport plane was flying in 

and out of there when traditionally, they always 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 were 

a signal of changing times in the Canadian Armed Services. 

When I arrived at the airport, I was milling about with a lot of unfamiliar 

Canadian army and air force uniformed people. I was feeling very odd and 

out of place when suddenly, I spotted a blue-jean collar amid the crowd 

and to my increased delight, a cap tally that read: H.M. SUBMARINES. I 

had now met a P2 electrician by the name of ñTricky Dickyò Newman. 

Dicky belonged to an O-boat up in Faslane. Like me, he was heading to 

Stadacona also, to attend his TG 4 course. Immediately and 

unquestionably, our relationship 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 Montreal. The idea 

of being in Montreal on a Saturday and at the same time that the NHLôs 

All -Star game was on became very tempting. But to take the time and go 

to the game, meant that weôd be marked adrift on the following Monday 

morning. 

We decided to rumble on and board the train for ñSlackers.ò Then we 

hit a snowstorm that delayed us as if we could have seen the game anyhow. 

We arrived at Stadô Main Gate, but late in the afternoon on the Tuesday. 

We immediately noticed that the sentry was no longer a matelot dressed 

in belt and gaiters but instead, a commissionaire. What had happened in 

just a short time? Going back through that gate brought vivid memories. 

For the first time in five years, I did it again. ñPermission to come aboard 

Sir?ò The OOD glared at me with suspicion and sternly inquired with a 

barrage of queries: ñWhere did you come from? What are you doing with 

a blue jersey on? Why have you got all those pleats in your ñbellsò? What 

T 
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kind of a branch badge is that? What kind of a tally bow is that? Who are 

you anyway?ò I thought I looked pretty tidgeô, dressed in medô collar, 

ñseven seas,ò two gold-wire badges, a two-starred propeller, my dolphin, 

and a butterfly bow with a tanner in the carefully tied knot. 

Once Dicky and I identified ourselves, it was obvious the gangway 

staff, particularly the OOD, were lying in waiting for us and real anxious 

to ñrun us in the shit.ò He then curtly assured me, ñRight, Leading Seaman 

Brown. As part of your ñInò routine, you can be assured that when you do 

your kit muster, I shall insist on a report.ò Welcome home, I thought. After 

all that scurrying from YewKay, we were still marked adrift. Whatôs this??  

Surprisingly, there seemed to be a little compassion after all, and we 

werenôt going to get trooped. It had been a long journey since leaving 

Gatwick and the train had been held up by a snowstorm. They let us pass 

untouched when Dicky and I parted our ways while he headed on down to 

the C&POôs Mess and I back to familiar territory.  

 

 

This is óAô Block?? 

 

I went into A Block to discover that there was something very different 

about the oleô house of slamminô doorsô too. It dawned on me that I was 

now walking on a vinyl-tiled deck. . ..no longer the dusty and cold concrete 

of years gone by. And then the biggest surprise. There were civvies 

scrubbinô out the heads, washplaces and main gangways. What else had 

changed? Whatever happened to ñPopò and his pool hall? Instead, it was 

now a huge TV room. There was one single television set situated on a 

high pedestal for all to 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 lunch time, or at least skivinô away by warming 

the bell, you could go in there and see big, brawny and seasoned sailors 

glued to the exclusively produced television show for matelots called . . . 

ñSesame Street!ò Meanwhile, down in the galley, only a little had changed. 

The scullery maids were looking a little pudgier while slivers of silver 

emerged from their 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 getting your meal card punched hadnôt 

changed. What was still a bone of contention was the WRENS proceeding 

to the head of the line . . .even without a badge no less, and only been in 

the mob a dog-watch and fresh out of Cornwallis. By now youôd think that 

time and G.C.ôs had their privilege. Well, they did in the ships but not the 
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case when by 1967 in the navy, women went first and still wore hats in the 

chapel. 

 

 

ñRequestmen and Defaulters to muster!ò 

 

After doing my ñInò routine, I was whooshed into a one in four watch 

rotation that found me duty on the first weekend back in Canada. It also 

cost me a few extra dollars to get my kit squared away. The report went 

off to the gangway staff and somewhere within that organization, that 

dreaded OOD. I never heard a thing back so I suppose I managed to do 

something that made him feel a little better. At least I was 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 of 

a few rare animals, there seemed to be no perks for getting leave. A rarity 

was an RCN submariner. Apart from the army and the air force who would 

get leave after returning home after a six-month 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 up now and 

again. I wanted to push the point somehow and the only available chance 

was to slap in a request to get some deferred leave. 

At ñCommanderôs table,ò the Commander seemed a little irritated at my 

presence. He went on with his rationale, ñWell Brown!  Even though 

youôve been out of the country for a few years, thereôs nothing in QRCN 

that allows me to grant special leave. You are on course, and I understand 

that you were adrift in starting. Have you anything to say to that, Leading 

Seaman Brown?ò ñYes sir!ò I replied. ñCan I get some deferred leave after 

I finish course?ò More irritated, he brisked through my file and said, 

ñAccording to your records and draft note, you are to return to England 

aboard Aeneas immediately after the course, so my reply to your request 

remains Negative! I'm sorry!ò ñRequestman. . .right. . .turn. 

Dismissed!ò came this thundering order from the MAA, and therein was 

my answer. . .with an apology? Thatôs different! 

Why was this guy so upset I remembered wondering, only to find out 

later that good oleô Griff' who had earlier returned to Stadô for his ñTwoôs 

course,ò had been up as a defaulter a day before I was requestman. The 

Commander had noted that by the time I got up there, the plight and 

conduct of these rebellious displaced submariners 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 I was to learn that he pissed off the Commander when his 

turn came once again. In reviewing his case, the Commander precluded 

that Griff was getting too repetitious and something had to be done. ñAble 

Seaman Griffin! In the course of one short month, I note that this is your 

third offence at being adrift. The first had you logged in at the main gate 

at 0930, the second at 0855, and now this time you are marked as coming 

aboard at 0825. What do you have to say for yourself?ò Griff thought about 

this for a moment then decided on a reply in a last-ditch effort to soften the 

expected blow. ñWell sir! At least Iôm improving!ò he exclaimed 

assuredly, and from that reply, a hasty retort from the Commander ensued. 

ñAble Seaman Griffin! I find you guilty as charged. . .I award thirty days 

number 6 punishment, fourteen days 5ôs and a fifty dollar fine!ò More 

shouting from the MAA: ñOn cap! Right turn! Double march! Report 

to the main gate!ò 

And about this time, along with change in creature comforts, came 

shocking news. We were overwhelmed with this new word known as 

ñUnification.ò It was 25 April, 1967, and all of a sudden you couldnôt 

move. There were new killicks sprouting up everywhere. ñHellyer 

Hookiesò were on the loose and one wondered if there was any A/Bôs left 

out there to take charge of. What was the navy becoming?  In the senior 

circles, little was known among us in the lower deck but it seemed that 

there was resistance to this change.  

 

 

From ñAôsò to ñOôsò 

 

Just as the last time a course had ended in MTE, once again the Chief 

walked into the classroom with news as to where everybody was getting 

drafted to. The anticipation 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 very different approach to the 

navy and especially, the engineering branch. 

I knew I was back to sea aboard Aeneas immediately but mysteriously, 

there came an intervention. ñLeading Seaman Brown!ò said the Chief. 

ñReport to the S/M 1 Commander at the submarine squadron in building 

D 7 in the dockyard. He wants to see you!ò Well I froze in my thoughts 

and began to think of the turmoil that graced the arrival in Halifax of 

Ojibwa and Onondaga and the birth of the First Canadian Submarine 
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Squadron. I wasnôt too sure about what was going on but in typical form, 

and feeling well accomplished in my submarine career so far, I put on my 

ñbest bib and tuckerò ensuring that nothing was left for criticism. I wanted 

to look exceptionally smart to present myself to the Commander and 

somehow, felt honoured that I was summoned. I had not met him yet, and 

the unfavourable drips and drabs about him werenôt to discourage me, at 

least for the time being. He was an accomplished submarine commander 

who I was to respect and a human being I reminded myself, and my attitude 

toward any officer deemed with controversy was certainly relative to the 

type of person you were yourself and I would draw my own conclusions. 

Within my own right as a junior rate, I also felt accomplished in 

submarines and also a human being, but was soon to experience a 

degradation to those qualities by not being as respected with comments 

and assumptions that I certainly had no familiarity with. 

When I arrived at building D7 not knowing a soul, I approached a 

killick wren who was squadron staff and inquisitive as to who I was, and 

why I was there. Then we both heard an intervening voice that said, ñAre 

you Brown?ò I turned to see standing down the gangway, a bareheaded 

Commander whose tunic was unbuttoned with a mug of coffee in one hand 

and his other in his trousers pocket. I faced him at a distance and came to 

attention. He nodded his head in the direction of an office to which he 

entered. As I neared the door opening, somewhat perplexed of his 

returning marks of respect, he was now seated, feet up on a desk 

brandishing the personalized coffee mug upon which was emblazoned, a 

single gold RCN submarine ñdolphin.ò He then proceeded into a one-way 

discussion, words for which I canôt easily remember. What I do recall was 

that what he had to say, quickly became the most humiliating experience 

that I was ever to suffer throughout my naval career. He seemed derogatory 

of any RCN matelot who had sailed in RN submarines, and I was not to be 

an exception. He was critical of me personally as 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, that I was not returning to YewKay aboard Aeneas but instead, was 

to join the newly arrived Onondaga for O-class submarine experience and 

re-qualification in the submarine service. . . and that was the end of that. I 

became confused with the so-called divisional system. Just one hour 

before, I was under a divisional chain through a Chief Petty Officer. Now 

I was being told directly by a three-ringed Commander that I was at his 

disposal and report yourself aboard the Onondaga. 
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Trying to shrug it all off, I joined the boat without a draft chit. I now 

sidled in the same beliefs of almost every man in Canadian submarines this 

rebelliousness that had grown as a result I thought, was 

not good for morale, teamwork, and safety as the RCN 

embarked with questionable leadership from day one. 

Why was he like this and what drove him to be so 

unrecognising? What had made Ojibwa 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 about this sudden event was that aboard Onondaga, were 

lots of old wingers. First and foremost were John Madison and Soapy 

Watson. We would sail together again for the first time since Micmac. As 

well, Soapy aboard Andrew, and Griff from times in Singapore. ñSirò 

Malcolm Stocking, the two-badged AB from Cornwallis joining block was 

there and still in his spectacular presence as the epitome of a submariner 

with a personality, pride and efficiency that to this day, eternally recalled 

by many as, ñMr. Submarines.ò Fred Glover, Bob Evans, Rick Selka, Ken 

King, Johnnie Whitmore, Paul Renner, Cliff Killam from days in Dolphin, 

óBlockhouse and Roy Judson from Ambush in Singapore in naming a 

bunch more. 

We sailed just two days later and this boat and her mission was nothing 

like I was ever accustomed to. Among the many mutated procedures as 

earlier accounted, we ñsnorkelled,ò we ñrigged out the bow planes,ò and 

we flooded ñnegative to the mark.ò This USN terminology made us all 

more resistant to change, not because of any dislike for the sem-Iôs, but 

more because our experiences and knowledge was being forcefully 

transformed through an American influence aboard a British-built 

SSK 73-HMCS/m Onondaga 1967 
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submarine that came as a result from superior decisions ashore. It all just 

didnôt make sense. Personally, I was to find these ñOò boats a cinch and 

where everything and its positioning was basically similar to the old Aôs, 

I managed to play the game and re-qualify in just three weeks. To this day 

however, Iôll also never forget that final ñwalk-through,ò for it didnôt 

demand answers to questions so much that it provided me with more of a 

pay attention ñCookôs Tourò with the XO, the examiner. 

óNuff said about this new Canadian submarine business as I looked 

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, weôd have been goners so it seemed. The mystery was starting 

to explain itself. Although short at the senior ratesô level and inexperienced 

in a few of the wardroom offerings, the Captain . . .was in many an 

experienced opinion . . .priceless. He was hard-nosed, down to earth, rough 

and ready, and very tolerant to his own kind. He was experienced, smartly 

witty and humourous, intelligent and a master in submarine tactics. A 

manôs man indeed. You felt good with him and he would never ridicule 

good potential. If you didnôt show potential, you could deservedly stand 

by for heavy rolling. He was LCdr ñGeoffò Meek, who among the First 

Block Draft of Canadian submariners as a Sub-Lieutenant in 1954 and 

former skipper in the Pompey Squadronôs HMS/m Artful. In many minds 

in the weeks to follow, he was to hold us all together through his brevity. 

You had to tune in on his timely ñwink and smileò when things might have 

gone wrong, which told the beholder of a scolding and a possible rap 

around the lugholes. The flicker in the message was: ñDonôt take it so 

serious lad!  Jusô donôt let it fukkinô happen again! Alright?ò His witticism, 

confidence and cocky independence is aptly described in what had 

occurred in Onondagaôs recently completed work-up.  

 

 

About caps and hats... 

 

On a typically grey and dreary Scottish day, the serenity of the head of 

the Gare Loch predominated as the shadows of trees and hills spread across 

the water toward the boat. Onondaga was waiting for the ñJames Bondò to 

appear around the bend from the north and at their pleasure, Captain Sea 

Training (CST) and his staff 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 eventually board, we would expect they would start 

off with a fire on board ñthe Bondò herself. Nothing to do with the 

submarine but instead, a typical Britô way of examining the boatôs 

initiative of putting out an alongside fire and saving the dishevelled 

occupants of a private yacht in the interest of the tax-paying 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 expected distant drone of the ñJames Bondôsò twin engines. 

With a yawn and a couple of under the breath expletives describing the 

character and tardiness of the infamous sea-trainers, LCdr Meek slid from 

his perched position on the bridge platform and over to the voice-pipe that 

led to the control room below. 

ñControl room!ò he summoned. ñControl roomò came the reply from 

the helmsman. ñControl room. This is the Captain . . . Send up one nine-

millimetre pistol with a loaded magazine.ò ñSend up one nine-millimetre 

pistol with a loaded magazine. Roger sir.ò came the reply. 

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 clip 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 and soared at speed near the boat. Much unlike a ñBisley 

marksman,ò he fired repetitious and timely shots at these far-spaced targets 

and with growing frustration, was down to his last round and hadnôt 

downed a shite hawk yet. He then removed his peaked cap and held it 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 was 

explained by the XO one day while giving his account of a sign of esprit 

de corps that existed in the boat. All of the crew were wearing self-

purchased navy-blue hats of the ball cap variety, which displayed 

uniformity to the onlooker and also an impression of cohesion. His 

comment to the captain was: ñSir!  I am so pleased that the crew have by 

their own initiative, chosen to wear ñblue hats.ò I have thought about this 

considerably, and would like to recommend that officers follow suit in a 

show of support and motivation by wearing ñbrown hats.ò The captain 
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glared at the XO and reacted emphatically, ñAre you for real? Iôm not 

gonna wear a fukkinô brown hat!ò 

 

 

ñOne day . . . an admiral!ò 

 

There was another experienced officer aboard Onondaga who 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 I had not ran into since Malta aboard Orpheus in 1965. 

He was pleasurable and modest, and sharply intelligent who always saw 

things on the lighter side through his confidence in submarines. Lt. Cairns, 

ñHas the makinôs of an admiral one day!ò . . .we would often affirm around 

the ótot table.ô Funny how lower-deckers know these things. 

 

 

Back to warm waters 

 

Finally, we sailed south for Maple Spring ó68 exercises, and so that I 

was to feel like part of the crew, I was of course duty the last night in. That 

meant thereôd be an operational charge before sailing and it promised to 

be a very long day. The 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 left for breakfast and scrubbingô out the mess by the time harbour 

stations had fallen out. Then it was diving stations to catch a trim 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 

room for the ñtwelve tilô two.ò 

 

 

Dress of the Day - for Trot Sentries 

 

We got alongside at St. Georgeôs in Bermadoo on the way to the 

Caribbean. Because we were standing calendar watches, of course, now I 

was duty first day in. Was I ever going to get ashore? There would be a 

long 12 hour ñequalizing chargeò that night and for the meantime, I was 

also going to cane the forenoon as trot sentry on the casing. Then came 

another lovely surprise. In all the time I had ever stood trot sentry in 

submarines, the órig of the ragò was typically, submarine jerseys and bell-
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bottoms or if we were in warmer climes, blue shorts and white fronts. Not 

in the RCN however. I was quick to find out that the rig was not only full 

uniform with blue jean collar, but also the addition of belt and 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 over-ceremonious requirement in very unceremonious 

surroundings. Parade boots were 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 on Onondagaôs  gunnerôs store 

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 

question. 

As I went up the hatch to go on trot in ñfull uniò (negative lanyard), I 

was wearing black shoes. In my hand were two left-hand gaiters that by 

the time had reached the casing, suddenly and accidentally slipped from 

my grasp, bounced off the tanks and unfortunately, went over the side. 

A short time later, Coxswain Dave Russell, a ñbirthright soldò 

Yorkshireman, lumbered onto the casing to see that all was well when 

immediately he said, ñBrown!  Yore out of the ñdress of the dayò for trot 

sentry. Whereôs yore belt and gaiters?ô Confidently, I glared back at the 

swainôs inquisitive eye and said, ñOh yeah óswain!  Didnôt yaô hear? Canôt 

seem to find any left-handed gaiters óswain. Canôt go on trot with only one 

gaiter, can I óswain?ò At that, Dave shot down below and quickly re-

appeared with a white belt and the two right-handed gaiters and said, ñHere 

Brown you scheminô fukkinô bilge-rat! Put these bawstards on.ò Well 

didnôt I look a prize in full rig and two right-handed gaiters on top of a pair 

of scruffy old steaminô 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 and 

crystal-clear with a white sandy bottom. On this day however, the left-

hand gaiters just couldnôt be located in the abnormally cloudy and low-

visibility of the harbour at St. Georgeôs. 

 

 

Highly flammable diesel fuel 

 

Everyone or anyone who has ever been just slightly involved 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 time, you just didnôt qualify in 

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 

Bonaventure ditch 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 returned to Bonnie, a very curt 

message arrived onboard demanding return of the equipment. None was to 

be found, due to the fact that a flea market had been conducted in the fore 

ends after the rescue which featured items for sale such as helmets, escape 

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 it to discard it between and below the 

torpedo tubes. Suddenly the grenade in Bobôs hands went off, filling the 

fore ends with smoke while the baseplate ricocheted off his knee. His body 

was now covered in the grenadeôs chemical that by design, purposely 

ignites when sea-water activated. 

Later, he was medevac'ed by helo to Bonaventure sick 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 these thousands of little fires upon his bodô 

while the M.A.ôs screamed, ñWhat have they got in that diesel oil?ò 

We got into a few ports during the exercises that year. Charlotte Amalie 

in the V.I.ôs, was a memorable time where we drew alongside the old 

U.S.N. Ordnance jetty on the sem-I ñgillyò guppies, Sea Robin and Trutta. 

At the head of the jetty was an open-air bar where everybody headinô 

ashore just had to stop in and work out who was who and where were we 

goinô over a ócuba libraô or a óSchlitz.ô It became such a good watering 

hole that it reminded us all of a good place to drain down. . .so we dubbed 

it ñSnort Drain 3.ò The legitimate and preferable ñ#ô s 1 and 2 snort drainsò 

being the integral sea water drain system in the submarine used in 

preparation for running the engines while dived. Our Sem-I run ashore 

oppos were so taken with the name that weôre told that when they got back 

down in their boats, they started to refer to their hot-piping exercises as 

ñsnortinôò instead of ñsnorkellin.ò Go figure! 
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Rocks and pebbles take on new roles 

 

On day two of the 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 of 

us, not much money could be mustered for a round of wets at the beach 

bar. At that bar from a distance, we noticed that these ñapproachablesò 

werenôt good looking girls, but instead, a whole gaggle of men. A whole 

gaggle of men at a beach bar meant only one thing to a bunch of diesel-y 

smellinô submariners, so plan B went into immediate action. We quickly 

stuffed the fronts of our trunks with handfuls of nice sized rocks, while 

Griff, being his irresistible self, decided instead to stuff óem down the back 

of his bathing suit. ñWhatôs he up to now?ò was the question to which he 

quickly declared, ñI called for a damp...and followed through!ò 

Well it didnôt take long for these ñmenò to notice us as we strolled back 

and then forth on the beachfront just once. They beckoned with flailing 

arms as someone in the rear said, ñHard óa port guys! Itôs dippinô- in grippo 

time.ò We lulled the rest of the day at othersô expense while Griff had a 

hell of a time trying to sit on his barstool comfortably. 

 

 

The visit 

 

The trip then continued and Onondaga went alongside USNAVSTA 

Roosevelt Roads. We were greeted by the Squadron Commander who 

came aboard. We wondered what was up when he had commandeered the 

C.O.ôs cabin with the invitation to receive requestmen. Some of the boys 

found service in submarines had become very distasteful for many reasons 

and it was a welcomed opportunity to air their personal opinions to the 

man in over-all charge. Later that day as Onondaga backed out from her 

berth at Rooseyô, our Johnny Baird, a killick stoker was standing on the 

jetty in full blues with his kit . . .and heading home. Whatever went on in 

that C.O.ôs cabin that day is still a mystery. No one ever saw Johnny Baird 

again. 

Things just werenôt going right somehow. Our tot times continued 

however there seemed to be something slipping away. We were boisterous, 

but confident. We were noisy, but confident. We were shit chuckinô and 

still confident . . .all of the ingredients that assured good submarine sailors 

whether they were up on the roof or at 300 feet . . .one thing still 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 on 

our privileged time . . .those precious moments feeling good about each 

other and our profession, one self- chosen. 

All this somehow was beginning to erode and something about it 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 temperature was 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 which usually ensues 

from where I 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 old A-boats, 

now in O-boats, had progressed to a material that was far more absorbent. 

. .but just as hummy if not more. There were many more ñrailwayò fans 

throughout the boat but everybody seemed to have them aimed in one 

1968 - Tot time - Onondagaôs after ends 

l. to r. Paul Renner, Bob Evans, author, Billie Bradshaw, Griff, 

Cliff Killamébackground Knobby Walsh, Wayne Severin, John Butler 
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direction, with the add-on of, ñDonôt move it!ò When you were off watch 

and doing a snort, standing anywhere near the forward side of engine room 

bulkhead door found you in the midst of a huge flow of cooler, fresh air 

galloping from ñSò tank in the ACS, and up into the engine room. A 

downer though was that although pirate gear was still acceptable, it meant 

that in steaminô the donk shop, it had to include rolled-down sleeves 

because of the high-temperature distilled water rails and multitudes of 

exhaust bends that surrounded the engines. I suppose itôs best explained 

that unlike Vickersô engines in the old A-boats, A.S.R.ôs were indirectly 

cooled and when shut down, encased heat would exude from the enginesô 

mass and wildly surge through the submarine like an invisible wall of red-

hot gas. The only relatively cooler spaces were the remote fore and after 

ends, as a result of those compartments being void of larger heat-producing 

machinery and consoles. 

 

 

The birth of ñThe Dirty Dozenò 

 

When we got back to Halifax in April, news came that they were 

looking for volunteers to join Okanagan in the closing stages of her build 

in Chatham dockyard and ensuing sea trials and work-ups in Faslane. I was 

to be back to YewKay within a week, and it would be several months 

before the boat would arrive in Halifax. There were twelve of us scraped 

up from Ojibwa and Onondaga and we quickly became known as ñThe 

Dirty Dozenò . . .whose adjective described more than just personal 

hygiene. I was detailed óin chargeô of the draft and the stories surrounding 

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 ñThe Duzò joined the crew in Chatham, it seemed that 

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 

that Niobe and F.A.D.O. drafting had deemed them as 

an integral asset toward any benefit of the Royal 

Navyôs submarine service. It was difficult to muster a 

complete crew of seasoned and qualified submariners 

from what was left after Ojibwa and Onondaga had 

returned home getting the lionôs share of the people 

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 seemed 

that he was ña real bastard.ò He had previously sailed in several RN 

submarines and was one of the original drafts in the mid-fifties. However, 

his methods and ways were very much unlike what any of us had been 

used to with coxswains in submarines. Instead, he came across as if he 

were the MAA on the Bonnie, the Chief ñwhittlerò from C.V.D., a parade 

G.I. 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, however his method of ñtake-charge,ò was one which I 

had also never encountered before. The first job he ever gave me was on 

day one when I met him in the E.O.ôs office. ñSo, youôre Brown are ya?ò 

He asked conclusively. ñThey tell me you were the outside killick aboard 

Aeneas. Well you got the job here too and Iôve got an outside job for yaô 

right now. Pick up that vice and follow me down the boat, alô right?ò he 

assumingly declared in his very Belfast paddy accent. CPO1 Sam Jennings 

pointed to a swivel vice, a mechanical implement in the weight order of 

about 30lbs....that was evidently destined for installation on the donk shop 

A 
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work bench in the boatôs engine room. ñWhereôs the boat Chief?ò I 

inquired cheerfully as I could, immediately confused that Iôve been told 

Iôm outside staff and not engine room. ñDown the óyard in #2 graving 

dock. Itôs about a mileôs walk from here.ò Well after we arrived on the 

dockside, the only gangway aboard was via the fore casing which meant 

that I had to wrestle with this vice by humpinô it around the fin catwalk to 

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, walking sideways. 

That was a struggle but nothing near as the ache and strain of trundling a 

mile with this thirty-pound deadweight at the low port. When I got to the 

hatch opening, a crane hook just happened to appear over my head...ready 

to hook on and lower it. The chief tiff then said with his gold tooth grin, 

ñHowôs that for your first outside job Brown?ò 

The truth was of these two key individuals, as we were to find out in 

time, is that they were just as human and fun-loving as anyone else. It 

seemed though, that through Rossôs insistence, they were not going to 

illustrate that Okanagan was to be a slack boat . . .just one that was going 

to be better than the two forerunners. 

 

 

The Super óOôs 

 

HMCS/m Okanagan was the most glamourous and up-to-date O-boat 

ever built in her time and was sadly, the last ever submarine (and vessel) 

to be built in Chatham dockyardôs long history of submarine construction. 

She was to be a ñSuper O,ò or in some corners a ñ22,ò the term(s) applied 

to the improved Oberons that began with the building of Onondaga. A 

brief account of the development of the Canadaôs three Oberons begins 

with the laying down of the R.N.ôs last ñOberon,ò HM Submarine Onyx in 

Chatham. By 1964, Canada was anxious to commence a construction 

program where at the time, the Royal Navy was as equally anxious in 

getting an improved Oberon class submarine together for its own purposes. 

As Onyx was laid down and to be built as a standard Oberon, she was 

quickly transferred to the RCN and would be re-named Ojibwa. A second 

HMS/m Onyx was then to be laid down at Cammell-Lairdôs in Birkenhead 

as a Super O, or ñ22 classò (side number designated SS 22). Following 

completion of Ojibwa, Onondaga and Okanagan were to be Chatham 

óyardôs first crack at building 22ôs while the Australian Navy paralleled 

with their six submarines construction program in Scottish Yards. Hence, 



 

288 

 

the RCN and Canada were to end up with one standard Oberon 09 class 

and two 22ôs, the latter more commonly, the ñSuper Oôs.ò 

 

 

Upstairs . . .in a pub 

 

After getting my IN-routine done, it was time to get ashore and look for 

digs. There were two pubs in downtown Chatham which also included Bed 

& Breakfast. ñThe Kingôs Armsò was well known as it had already hosted 

a crowd from Onondaga, who of course had since commissioned 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 at 

ñThe Two Sawyersò . . .just outside the dockyard gate. The gaffers of both 

pubs were both named Harry so when it became necessary to clarify what 

publican we were referring to, their nom de plumes became ñHarry Two 

Sawyersò and ñHarry Kingôs Arms.ò 

So up in the pub lived a bunch of us. C2LT Bob Churcher, Terry Wyss, 

an ex-RNôer, Bill Layden and Davie Brannen our cooks, and electricians 

Paul Renner, Sandy Sadler and Andy Lovasi, all bolstered with two stokers 

named Buster and Griff...from Singapore days. Griff and I lived in the 

same room sharing a double bed and that was sometimes pretty scarey. Out 

in the main gangway of the pubôs upstairs, was a communal head and 

washplace. It was important that in order to swing through the heads each 

and every morning, meant that timing and interval was so very important. 

We all came to surface at varying times to meet the availability but on one 

morning, Griff wasnôt in too much of a hurry. It was his turn for his 4-

minute scrape and de-scale when he said to me, ñBuster!  You go ahead 

and Iôll go after you. The mob has started a 5BX program and I gotta do a 

little work-out with my bullworker before I dhobey up.ò I understood that 

the navy was turning around and trying desperately to get all the hands 

ñback in shapeò and by 1968, were issuing body self-conditioning 

instructions to help in this endeavour and in the course of events, have 

those interested in signing out for tools to help you get conditioned. Griffôs 

was in the form of a bull-worker, a spring-loaded device that required the 

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, I 

grabbed my shaving gear and trotted off to the washplace. Then, I realized 

I had the wrong towel and headed back to the room to get the right one. 

The door was slightly ajar as I had left it but just as I was going to swing 
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into the room, there he was . . .havinô a fixer-upper from the night before 

from his duty-free jug issue while the bull-worker lay idle on the bed. 

A lot of capers went on at ñHarry Two Sawyers.ò There was a time 

when we got into a real heavy darts match with the lads from the nuke boat 

Warspite. Like proper Britsô, about a dozen of them showed up at the pub 

all dressed in their gray flannels and ñWe Come Uncleanò black blazer 

badges. Despite they being Muppets, they were also in refit and the 

opportunities to get a dhobey sesh and shower before heading ashore were 

pretty remote. Like us, we had just returned from the dockyard and there 

just wasnôt a chance to get one in either. After a couple of rounds of darts 

in getting the teams established, some character decided that we should all 

take off our shoes and socks and chuck óem in a pile in the middle of the 

lounge floor. Off they came and a pyramid 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. Then 

somebody declared loudly: ñLast one with a pair of shoes and socks on 

...GETS THE ROUND IN!ò Turmoil and panic ensued as two dozen guys 

plunged into the pile for any shoe and any sock. Warspite got the round in, 

but we wondered who had the rottenest feet. Oh boy...did that chuck up! 

 

 

Shipôs Dances... 

 

Shipôs dances were one of the most popular events that shipsô 

companiesô welfare committees would elect to do at least once a year. It 

was probably the only opportunity that a total gathering would occur that 

included the wives and girlfriends and the entire shipôs crew from the 

captain right down to the youngest O.D. It had to be shaped around the 

shipôs/submarineôs operating schedule and of course, not everybody would 

get to attend remembering that a full duty watch had to stay aboard and 

ómind the old girl.ô The dances always began with shy politeness and quiet 

courtesy but after a few tipples and the band really got going, everybody 

started getting up the nerve to dance with the chiefôs wife and the officersô 

ladies. Some interesting and entertaining events would start to develop: 

Talkinô shop, horoscope readinô from some old 3 badge killick with the 

jimmy, trappinô somebody elseôs girlfriend, spot prizes, elimination 

dances, and of course, door prizes. 
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ñDouble-deckersò arenôt big enough 

 

To help in celebrating Okanaganôs commissioning and HM Dockyard, 

Chatham having constructed its last submarine, a shipôs dance was laid on 

in a spacious hall within the dockyard gates. Along with the entire crew 

with wives and girlfriends and the dockyard workers, many dignitaries 

attended that evening and along with the Captain and his shipôs company 

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 within the confines of the RN, let 

alone the RCN. Presentations and gifts were passed to the Captain that 

befitted the occasion. A scale model of the boat in a glassed enclosure, a 

ceremonial scrap book, a chrome-finished ñFrawleyò light, (the captainôs 

personal 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 from the Roman word ñpuppies,ò where 

Hosted by the Builders, HM Dockyard Chatham,  

gentlemen of submarine Okanagan pose with Vice Adm. Parker 


