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Anchors Aweigh
Work sets sail on Merchant Navy Memorial
A DEDICATED group of merchant seamen
are about to “drop anchor” literally on a
new memorial at Point Danger at
Coolangatta Headland on the southern end
of the Gold Coast to honour all those who
have served and given their lives to the
merchant navy.
The merchant navy memorial will join other
maritime memorials on the headland and
will feature the 125 year-old anchor from
the wreck of the SS Alberta which went
down off the Tweed Coast in 1890.
South East Queensland Vindicatrix and
Merchant Mariners Association president
Brian Hunt, whose organisation had been
campaigning for the memorial, said it
would be truly unique as the only one in Australia to honour merchant seamen from all nationalities.
“There are more than 400 wrecks around the Australian coast which have claimed the lives of thousands of
seamen and finally we will have a site where their service can be recognised and remembered,” Mr Hunt said.
The memorial, which is estimated to cost around $25,000 is being constructed by Tweed Heads firm Boyds
Bay Group and the historic anchor which is around two metres in length and weight more than 1.5 tonne is
being refurbished by Neumann Contractors, according to NSW Department of Heritage and Environment
guidelines, at no cost
Funding for the memorial has come through public
campaign and some government assistance. Mr Hunt said it
was hoped to have the unveiling of the memorial on
International Merchant Navy Day, September 3rd.
Turning the first sod of the Merchant Navy memorial which
will be constructed at Point Danger to honour merchant
seamen were (in order):- Gold Coast Division 14 councillor
Gail O'Neill, South East Queensland Vindicatrix and
Merchant Mariners Association president Brian Hunt,
Federal Member for McPherson Karen Andrews and
Currumbin MP Jann Stuckey.
“It will be an emotional day for all of us involved,
recognising those who lost their lives,” Mr Hunt said. “We
intend to run shuttle buses from Twin Towns club up to the
site for all those wishing to attend the service. We even have
members travelling from Perth WA and Cairns FNQ just for
this occasion.
Brian Hunt
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ANZAC Day 2017

Walter Backhouse
The march started under clear blue skies this year as
opposed to dark threatening clouds of last year. We were
preceded by an estimated 1000 school children. The
Will Lowe
Veterans and Servicemen were led in the Jeep by our
very own Walter Backhouse accompanied by his
daughter Donna, followed immediately in the golf buggy by Warren Keats and Peter Wilson, so we had three
members in the van. Altogether we had fifteen members at the March.
As the Procession procedure had been altered our Australian Ensign was carried at the front, along with the three
other service flags by younger serving servicemen, I’m told quite impressive, but this author was too far back to see
the front of the march and in fact during the course of the march fell even further back, such was the pace set by the
younger lads. My No 3 Grandson whom is now making it a habit to assist his Grandpa in reaching the finish line,
had travelled five hours in his ute from Central Qld to March and be my Goffer
It was gratifying to see so many young
people attending not only this march, but also
the Dawn Services. The service after the
march was addressed by students from three
of our local schools who gave a history of
three of the more famous Battles..

Warren Keats and Peter Wilson

After the Service we dispersed to our various
choices of lunch in Twin Towns, mine being
where there was a dry till, after my efforts,
my body was craving for sustenance and who
was I to deny it. Once replenished we all
bade our mate’s goodbye and headed home
for a well-deserved nanny nap…..
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Crossed the Bar
Colin Butler
14/11/1929 - 24/04/2017
Colin was born on 14 November 1929 in Camden, London.
There were two brothers and four Sisters.
It was on 14 November 1943 that Colin began his long
association with the sea, spending 50 years that included
seaboard experience through to Manager of Newton King
Wharf Tanker Terminal.
Colin left school at 14 years to attend training prior to joining
his first vessel in the British Navy. Conditions were not great
for the “deck boys.” Colin recalled the training ship
VINDICATRIX was not the most comfortable in the world.
The idea seemed if you did not give it away during the training
period, then you would be ready for going to sea. This “make
or break” policy must have worked, as once the training had
been completed, he signed on his first ship and continued
sailing from his English base for the next 7 years. After being
on NZ coast he finally came ashore in 1957 in Wellington.
Colin arranged and helped pay to bring the family out to Wellington, as the family had been through two bombings
in London and his mother wanted a safer place for her family, she still suffered the trauma. Unfortunately his father
died aged 59 years but his mother went on to live until she was 75.
From being a Wellington watersider, he progressed to the post of Assistant to the General Manager of the
Conference Line Stevedoring Company. With the advent of containers Colin moved to P & O as Operations
Manager.
An opportunity arose for a further challenge in the form of the Manager's position at Port Taranaki Terminal. First
year 800,000 tonnes of shipping went through the terminal, increasing to 5 million tonnes. The development of the
port was a matter of pride to Colin. An audit report rated the facilities among the top 10% in the World.
In April 1963 Colin married Laurice and after his retirement both moved to Australia. Once settled he immersed
himself in the Vindicatrix Association in Brisbane, becoming the Secretary for a while.
For last three years plus, sadly, Colin spent his life in a home and died on 24 April 2017.
I am planning to take Colin's ashes to Port Taranaki in New Plymouth, N.Z in September and together with some of
his past workmates, will scatter his ashes at the Port, a place he loved so much, said his widow Laurice.

Time To Check Your
Spare Change.

The slightly smaller size of the 10c piece resulted in the
thicker double rim. The actual number of the coins in
circulation is not known, but a statistical sample by
some “mule hunters” on an old internet forum estimated
the total mintage at between 6000-7000. According to
the blog, the majority of the mules were sent to Perth,
but the error wasn’t picked up by coin collectors until
2003.

A rare $1 coin with a distinctive “double rim”, the
result of a printing error at the Mint back in 2000, is
today worth an actual mint to collectors. According to
the Australian Coin Collecting Blog, the so-called
“$1/10c mule” coin could be worth anywhere from
$1000 to nearly $3000.
“Check the date,” the ACCB writes. “It needs to be a
year 2000-dated $1 coin. Then you need to look closely
at the circular rim of the coin — is it thicker than usual
on the Queen side, appearing doubled?
“If you think that’s the case then you might have a coin
worth $1000 or more. The value of your rare coin will
now depend on the condition. After spending 17 years
in circulation, some coins are more valuable than
others.”
As the blog explains, the mule was made “when a
technician at the Mint in Canberra accidentally paired
the mob of ‘roos dollar reverse with the Queen’s head
obverse normally used for the 10c piece”.

Confucius say… He who crosses ocean twice without
washing is dirty double crosser.
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The Texas City Disaster April 16, 1947
The morning of 16 April 1947 dawned clear and crisp, cooled by a brisk north wind. Just before 8:00am, longshoremen
removed the hatch covers on Hold 4 of the French Liberty ship Grandcamp as they prepared to load the remainder of a
consignment of ammonium nitrate fertilizer. Some 2,300 tons were already onboard, 880 of which were in the lower part of
Hold 4. The remainder of the ship’s cargo consisted of large balls of sisal twine, peanuts, drilling equipment, tobacco, cotton,
and a few cases of small ammunition. No special safety precautions were in focus at the time.
Several longshoremen descended into the hold and waited for the first pallets holding the 100-pound packages to be hoisted
from dockside. Soon thereafter, someone smelled smoke. A plume was observed rising between the cargo holds and the ships
hull, apparently about seven or eight layers of sacks down. Neither a gallon jug of drinking water nor the contents of two fire
extinguishers supplied by crew members seemed to do much good. As the fire continued to grow, someone lowered a fire hose,
but the water was not turned on. Since the area was filling fast with smoke, the longshoremen were ordered out of the hold.
While Leonard Boswell, the gang foreman, and Peter Suderman, superintendent of stevedores, discussed what action to take, the
master, or captain, of the Grandcamp appeared and stated in intelligible English that he did not want to put out the fire with
water because it would ruin the cargo. Instead, he elected to suppress the flames by having the hatches battened and covered
with tarpaulins, the ventilators closed, and the steam system turned on. At the masters request, stevedores started removing cases
of small arms ammunition from Hold 5 as a precautionary measure. As the fire grew, the increased heat forced the stevedores
and some crew members to leave the ship. The Grandcamp’s whistle sounded an alarm that was quickly echoed by the siren of
the Texas City Terminal Railway Company. Despite a strike by the telephone workers, Suderman seriously concerned by now,
managed to reach the Fire Department and then called Galveston for a fire boat.
It was now about 8:30am at this point, growing pressure from the compressed steam fed into Hold 4 blew off the hatch covers,
and a thick column of orange smoke billowed into the morning sky. Attracted by its unusual colour and the sirens, several
hundred onlookers began gathering a few hundred feet away at the head of the ship. Twenty-six men and the four trucks of the
Volunteer Fire Department, followed by the Republic Oil Refining Company fire-fighting team, arrived on the scene and set up
their hoses.
Around 9:00am flames erupted from the open hatch, with smoke variously described as “a pretty gold, yellow colour” or as
“orange smoke in the morning sunlight...beautiful to see.” Twelve minutes later, the Grandcamp disintegrated in a prodigious
explosion heard as far as 150 miles distant. A huge mushroom like cloud billowed more than 2,000 feet into the morning air, the
shockwave knocking two light planes flying overhead out of the sky. A thick curtain of steel shards scythed through workers
along the docks and a crowd of curious onlookers who had gathered at the head of the slip at which the ship was moored. Blast
over pressure and heat disintegrated the bodies of the fire-fighters and ship’s crew still on board. At the Monsanto plant, located
across the slip, 145 of 450 shift workers perished. A fifteen-foot wave of water thrust from the slip by the force of the blast
swept a large steel barge ashore and carried dead and injured persons back into the turning basin as it receded. Fragments of the
Grandcamp, some weighing several tons, showered down throughout the port and town for several minutes, extending the range
of casualties and property damage well into the business district, about a mile away. Falling shrapnel bombarded buildings and
oil storage tanks at nearby refineries, ripping open pipes and tanks of flammable liquids and starting numerous fires. After the
shrapnel, flaming balls of sisal and cotton from the ships cargo fell out of the sky, adding to the growing conflagration.
The sheer power of the explosion and the towering cloud of black smoke billowing into the sky told everyone within twenty
miles that something terrible had happened. People on the street in Galveston were thrown to the pavement, and glass store
fronts shattered. Buildings swayed in Baytown fifteen miles to the north. The towering smoke column served as a grim beacon
for motorists driving along the Houston-Galveston
Ground zero on other side of fire and smoke
highway, some of whom immediately turned toward
Texas City to help. In Texas City itself, stunned
towns people who started toward the docks soon
encountered wounded persons staggering out of the
swirling vortex of smoke and flame, most covered
with a thick coat of black, oily water many agonizing
hours were to pass before a semblance of order began
to replace the shock and confusion caused by this
totally unexpected and devastating event.
As the surge of injured quickly overwhelmed the
town’s three small medical clinics, the city
auditorium was pressed into service as a makeshift
first-aid centre. Within an hour doctors, nurses, and
ambulances began arriving unsummoned from
Galveston and nearby military bases. Serious
casualties were taken to Galveston hospitals and later
to military bases and even to Houston, fifty miles
away. State troopers and law enforcement officers
from nearby communities helped Texas City’s
seventeen-man police force maintain order and
assisted in search and rescue.
The horror was not over yet. As help poured into Texas City, no one gave much thought to another Liberty ship tied up in the
adjoining slip. The High Flyer was loaded with sulphur as well as a thousand tons of ammonium nitrate fertilizer. The force of
the Grandcamp’s explosion had torn the High Flyer from its moorings and caused it to drift across the slip, where it lodged
against another vessel, the Wilson B. Keene. The High Flyer was severely damaged, but many of its crew members, although
injured, remained on board for about an hour until the thick, oily smoke and sulphur fumes drifting across the waterfront forced
the master to abandon ship. Much later in the afternoon, two men looking for casualties boarded the High Flyer and noticed
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flames coming from one of the holds. Although they reported
this to someone at the waterfront, several more hours passed
before anyone understood the significance of this situation,
and not until 11:00pm. did tugs manned by volunteers arrive
from Galveston to pull the burning ship away from the
docks. Even though a boarding party cut the anchor chain,
the tugs were unable to extract the ship from the slip. By
1:00am. on 17th April flames were shooting out of the hold.

unidentified dead, each in its own casket, each in its own
lined grave numbered and recorded so that if a new inquiry
were ever necessary the information would be available. No
one else ever has ever been buried in this cemetery; no one
else ever will be. It stands as a resting place for those
unidentified and a memorial for all those who suffered during
that time.
The Memorial Cemetery in Texas City is located on the
northern edge of town, where Loop 197 joins Twenty-Ninth
Street. It still resembles the 1947 landscape design by
Houston artist Herbert Skogland but is not identical to it.
Before the 1991 enlargement it was a grassy plot, roughly
two acres in size and surrounded by a stone wall. It was
presided over by an angel of Italian marble. The stone pillars
on either side of a wrought iron gate were simply inscribed
“Memorial Cemetery Texas City 1947.” Inside remains a
rectangular grassy lot with a oval pathway inside. In the pool,
in a small concrete circle, stands the marble angel, her eyes
downcast and her fingers perpetually strewing a marble
flower. The base is inscribed “Texas City Volunteer
Firemen.”

The tugs retrieved the boarders, severed tow lines and moved
quickly out of the slip. Ten minutes later the High Flyer
exploded in a blast witnesses thought even more powerful
than that of the Grandcamp. Although casualties were light,
because rescue personnel had evacuated the dock area, the
blast compounded already severe property damage. In what
witnesses described as something resembling a fireworks
display, incandescent chunks of steel which had been the
ship arched high into the night sky and fell over a wide
radius starting numerous fires. Crude oil tanks burst into
flames and a chain reaction spread fires to other structures
previously spared damage. When dawn arrived large
columns of thick, black smoke were visible thirty miles
away. These clouds hovered over Texas City for days until
the fires gradually burned out or were extinguished by weary
fire-fighting crews.

The bodies were buried in three neat rows on either side of
the pool, inside the oval. Each site was originally marked
with a piece of granite bearing a number which links it to a
paper listing everything known about the human being who
lies there. In the years between 1947 and 1991 when the
cemetery was enlarged and refurbished as a WAR AND
PEACE MEMORIAL, many of the small markers were lost,
moved, or buried in the thatch grass. When the cemetery was
enlarged, the remaining markers were relocated within a
brick wall. Thus, it is that now the remains are truly
anonymous, known only to God.

The Grandcamp’s explosion triggered the worst industrial
disaster, resulting in the largest number of casualties in
American history. Such was the intensity of the blasts and
the ensuing confusion that no one was able to establish
precisely the number of dead and injured. Ultimately, the
Red Cross and the Texas Department of Public Safety
counted 405 identified and 63 unidentified dead. Another
100 persons were classified as “believed missing” because no
trace of their remains was ever found. Estimates of the
injured are even less precise but appear to have been on the
order of 3,500 persons.

Despite its use as a principal ingredient of high explosives, at
the time of the disaster ammonium nitrate was not, and is not
now, classified as an “explosive” for transportation purposes
by the Interstate Commerce Commission or the Coast Guard.
This is true because it was considered that to cause the
detonation of ammonium nitrate, an initial shock or “booster”
of considerable magnitude was required. The chances of such
an initial or booster detonation being encountered in normal
conditions of transportation has always been considered so
remote as to be negligible.

Although not all casualties were residents of Texas City, the
total was equivalent to a staggering 25 percent of the towns
estimated population of 16,000. Aggregate property loss
amounted to almost $100 million, or more than $700 million
in today’s monetary value. Even so, this figure may be too
low, because this estimate does not include 1.5 million
barrels of petroleum products consumed in flames, valued at
approximately $500 million in 1947 terms. Refinery
infrastructure and pipelines, including about fifty oil storage
tanks, incurred extensive damage or total destruction. The
devastated Monsanto plant alone represented about $20
million of the total. Even though the port’s break-bulk cargohandling operations never resumed, Monsanto was rebuilt in
little more than a year and the petrochemical industry
recovered quickly. One-third of the town’s 1,519 houses
were condemned, leaving 2,000 persons homeless and
exacerbating an already-serious post-war housing shortage.
Over the next six months displaced victims returned as
houses were repaired or replaced, and most of those who
suffered severe trauma appear to have recovered relatively
quickly. What could never be made good was the grief and
bleak future confronting more than 800 grieving widows,
children, and dependent parents.

Editor: I have been to Galveston, Texas three times and
twice involved with horrific ship fires and explosions and
know others have experienced this as well. Also being hit by
tornadoes with the ship quad/triple tied and WOW. Not the
safest port to sail to…………...

Crossed the Bar 22/5/2017
William (Bill) Morgan
Bill was born in England on
the 13th of March 1934. and
went to sea in 1951. His
discharge
book
was
R567051. His history after I
met up with him again is
now forgotten in the years of
memories. Memories in
capital letters.

The burial service for the unidentified dead was held Sunday
morning, June 22, 1947 at 10:00am. Despite the fact that
there was very little advance publicity, cars were parked a
mile and a half up and down the highway, and the crowd was
estimated at 5,000. The sixty-three caskets were brought
from Camp Wallace by separate hearses from fifty-one
participating funeral homes in twenty-eight cities. It was a
striking procession, probably the longest in the history of
funeral services.

Bill is sadly missed by his
wife Janet, and his family. The SE Qld Vindi Boys
send their deepest sympathy and thoughts and prayers
go to his family.
Jack Secker

In this small plot of ground, at the time of the service only a
scarred prairie, were placed the remains of sixty-three
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A Remarkably Brave P& O Officer Cadet
George Leslie Drewry was 20 years old, and a Midshipman in the
Royal Naval Reserve during the First World War when the following
action took place for which he was awarded the VC. On 25 April
1915 during the landing at V Beach, Cape Helles, Gallipoli, Turkey,
Midshipman Drewry and three others (Wilfred St. Aubyn Malleson,
George McKenzie Samson, William Charles Williams) of HMS River
Clyde assisted the commander of the ship (Edward Unwin) at the
work of securing the lighters filled with troops under a very heavy
rifle and Maxim fire. He was wounded in the head, but continued his
work and twice subsequently attempted to swim from lighter to lighter
with a line. He later achieved the rank of Lieutenant.
Midshipman George Leslie Drewry VC, Royal Naval Reserve, was
born in 1894, at Forest Gate, London. He joined the Mercantile
Marine after leaving Merchant Taylors School, Blackheath; early
during his service he was shipwrecked, and spent 14 days on a desert
island, living on edible roots and shell-fish. He joined the P. & O. as
an officer cadet in 1912 and in the following year entered the Royal
Naval Reserve. Called up for active service in August 1914, he was
appointed Midshipman aboard H.M.S. Hussar. He was awarded the
Victoria Cross - the first R.N.R./Merchant Navy award - for his
outstanding gallantry in the famous landings from the S.S. River Clyde on the Gallipoli Peninsula on 25 April 1915.
At 6.10 a.m. on April 25th 1915, the River Clyde struck V Beach, and the hopper (A hopper in 1914, particularly at
Gallipoli, was a small steamboat that acted as a tug to tow other craft in towards the beaches.) went ahead and
grounded on the port bow, in the charge of Midshipman Drewry. In the midst of very dangerous firing from the
opposite shore, Drewry jumped over the bow and waded towards the beach. Meeting a soldier wounded in the water,
he tried to carry him ashore with the assistance of another soldier but the man was shot in the arms of the rescuers.
Drewry then ran along the bridge but seeing Commander Unwin and Able seaman Williams towing the lighters he
waded out and assisted them in securing the boats under heavy rifle and maxim fire. He was wounded in the head,
but continued his work and twice subsequently attempted to swim from lighter to lighter with a line.
The 1st Battalion Royal Dublin Fusiliers, along with the Munster Fusiliers and the Royal Hampshire Regiment,
landed at V Beach off a steam collier called the SS River Clyde. Sides had been cut out of the Clyde and the landing
plan was for the Clyde to be beached and that the 2000 men inside her would run down wooden gangways onto
pontoons that had been dragged near the shore alongside the ship.
From the pontoons the men would jump onto the beach and advance inland to fight the Turks. Machine gun fire
would cover the men coming ashore. But it all went wrong. The German commander advising with the Turks,
General Von Sanders, knew that Cape Helles was a vitally important part of the peninsula, so he had heavily
defended it with barbed wire under the water and along the ridge he placed more wire and machine-gun placements.
The Dubline Fusiliers, Munsters and Hampshires did not stand a chance as they were subjected to merciless enfilade
fire.
The SS River Clyde beached 80 yards out. The Turks machine guns opened up. Many men sank owing to the weight
of their equipment and were drowned. The carnage on 'V' Beach was chilling, dead and wounded lay at the waters
edge tinted crimson from their blood. Three attempts were made to get ashore by companies of the Munsters and
The Hampshire Regiment but all ended in
costly failure. Further attempts to land were
abandoned and the surviving soldiers waited
until nightfall before trying again.
Tragically, in 1918, Lieutenant Drewry VC,
RNR, while in command of H.M.T.
William Jackson, on the Northern Patrol, at
Scapa Flow, Orkney Islands, was fatally
injured on 2nd August, when a heavy block
from the head of a derrick fell on his head.
His skull was fractured and his left arm
broken. He died the following day. His
body was carried south and buried in the
City of London Cemetery, Manor Park. His
Victoria Cross is displayed at the Imperial
War Museum. After the war a stained glass
window was erected to his memory in All
Saints Church, Forest Gate.
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Convoy TM 1
Convoy TM 1 was the code name for an Allied
convoy during the Second World War. Nine tankers,
escorted by Royal Navy warships, attempted to reach
Gibraltar from Trinidad. The convoy was attacked by
a U-boat wolf pack in the central Atlantic Ocean, and
most of the merchant vessels were sunk. This was
one of the most successful attacks on Allied supply
convoys throughout the entire war. The convoy was
defended by the destroyer HMS Havelock, and three
Flower class corvettes, HMS Godetia, HMS
Pimpernel and HMS Saxifrage. Seven tankers were
sunk during the attacks, two surviving to reach
Gibraltar. Two U-boats were damaged during the
attacks.
U-124 located HMS Godetia on 29 December 1942,
escorting two tankers to join up with the main
convoy. U-514 made contact with the convoy on 3
January and attacked and damaged the tanker MV
British Vigilance, forcing her crew to abandon her
though the ship remained afloat. By now aware that a
large tanker convoy was headed through the Atlantic,
presumably to deliver supplies to the allied armies in
North Africa, Admiral Karl Dönitz, the German BdU
(commander in chief of U-Boats) ordered wolf pack
“Dolphin” to move into the area and attempt to
intercept it.
U-381 made contact with the convoy on 8 January,
and the wolf pack launched their first attacks that
evening. U-436 attacked and sank the SS Oltenia II
and damaged the MV Albert L. Ellsworth. HMS
Havelock launched a counter-attack, damaging and
driving off U-381, while Pimpernel and Godetia
drove off U-571 and U-575 respectively. U-522
returned the following morning and attacked the
convoy, damaging two tankers, the MV Norvik, and
MV Minister Wedel, while U-442 damaged the
Empire Lytton. U-181 and U-134 made attacks, but
failed to hit any targets. Godetia retaliated with depth
charges, damaging U-134.

air cover, the convoy reached Gibraltar without further loss
on 14 January. Two tankers, the Cliona and the Vanja,
survived from the original nine. The final action came on
24 January, when the abandoned hulk of British Vigilance,
torpedoed by U-514 on 3 January, was discovered by U105, and promptly sunk.

Convoy TM 1
Nine tankers in a convoy in nineteen forty two,
Steamed from Port of Spain - each with valiant crew,
Sailing to Gibraltar to feed the Allied needs,
Hampered by a head wind reducing modest speeds.
A U-Boat close at hand, reported back to base,
So Doenitz gathered wolf-packs and sent them on apace,
To stalk the lumbering vessels laden down with oil,
And sink them with torpedoes by their toxic toil.
The convoy had an escort - a destroyer and corvettes,
But failed to stop the enemy discern the silhouettes,
First the British Vigilance, was hammered in the dark,
She dropped back through the convoy derelict and stark.
Albert Ellsworth then blew up, while leading column one,
Within a couple of minutes, she was entirely gone,
Next Oltenia Two was struck - very soon thereafter,
Then Minister Wedel and Norvik, totting up disaster.
The escorts tried so hard, to defend the scene,
But those infernal U-Boats foiled the navy screen,
Empire Lytton’s tanks were breached - set the sea on fire,
Next day British Dominion was turned into a pyre.
Only two ships made it, to Gibraltar’s welcome berth,
Our tenacious Seamen showed their dauntless worth,
By shipping out regardless against a deadly foe,
Knowing they were `sitting ducks` travelling in a row.
Joe Earl

SEQ SLOP CHEST
Metal MN Lapel Badges
Metal Vindicatrix Lapel Badges
MN Blazer Badges
MN Blazer Badges
MN Cap Badge
Club Shirt (to order)
Club Caps
Poppy Pins

U-620 kept in contact with the convoy, and in the
evening of 9 January, U-522 attacked the two tankers
she had damaged earlier in the morning, Norvik and
Minister Wedel, and sank both of them. Meanwhile,
U-442 returned to the damaged and abandoned
Empire Lytton and finished her off with two
torpedoes, while U-436 returned to the abandoned
Albert L. Ellsworth and sank her with shells from her
deck gun. The U-511 came across the MV William
Wilberforce, a merchant ship sailing unescorted and
not part of convoy TM 1, and sank her.
The attacks resumed on the night of 10/11 January,
with U-522 torpedoing the MV British Dominion.
Her crew abandoned her, but the ship was only
damaged and did not sink until U-620 arrived and
sank her with a coup-de-grace torpedo and gunfire.
Other attacks that evening and over the next two
days, by U-571 and U-511, fail to score any
successes. By now the convoy was approaching
Gibraltar, and the destroyer HMS Quentin and the
corvettes HMS Samphire and HMS Pentstemon were
sent out to reinforce the escorts. Supported by allied

$8 00 each
$5.00 each
$22.00 each
$15.00 each
$17.00 each
$40.00 each
$15.00 each
$20.00 each

All Communications to
Brian Hunt on 07 5513 0178
Preferably email at brian.hunt8@bigpond.com

The young Scotsman delight was obvious as the train
pulled into Victoria Station. “First time in London?”
enquired the passenger opposite “Aye”, said Scotty. “And
not only that, I’m on my honeymoon.”
The passenger looked surprised. “Then where is your
wife?” “Oh, she’s been here before,” said Scotty…...
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Archibald Bisset Smith
The only Merchant Navy Captain to receive the Victoria Cross
Archibald Bisset Smith VC (19 December 1878 – 10 March 1917) was a Scottish
recipient of the Victoria Cross, the highest and most prestigious award for gallantry in
the face of the enemy that can be awarded to British and Commonwealth forces.
Smith aged 38 years received this award for his action as Master of the New Zealand
Shipping Company ship SS Otaki, It was the 10th of March 1917, and their ship, the
S.S. Otaki, was in the Mid-Atlantic when Captain Bisset Smith VC sighted the German
raider the ‘Moewe,’ (Seagull) (sometimes spelled Mowe) . Smith gave orders to try and
outrun the Moewe, who earlier that day had sunk another British Merchant Navy ship.
However, the modern and fast Moewe closed the gap between the two ships, and
Korvettenkapitan Niklaus Graf und Burgraf du Donna-Schlodien called upon Smith’s
S.S. Otaki to stop. Captain Smith refused. The Moewe struck her ensign as a sign she
would open fire. Yet in the face of this direct threat from the German captain, Smith
still refused, and fired a shot toward the Moewe. The battle between the Otaki and the
Moewe had begun………..
The Moewe had been built in 1914, armed with four 5.9 inch guns, one 4.1inch gun, two 22 Pounder and two
torpedo tubes. These armaments were manned by a 235 strong German trained naval crew. The Otaki, in
comparison, had been built in 1907, armed with one 4.7inch gun – manned by two Royal Navy trained gunners, who
worked with a crew of 71 civilians.
These bare facts show that Smith and his Otaki were not going to emerge victorious from the fire fight. Yet the
Otaki, in the 20 minute battle, scored seven critical hits – one causing a fire which lasted three days. The Otaki took
29 hits from the Moewe before it began to sink. Smith ordered for the lifeboats to be lowered, and scuttled his ship,
forcing his own 17 year old stepson Alfred Smith off the Otaki. The Chief Officer and the ships Carpenter were the
last to jump from the Otaki, they presuming Smith was following behind. Smith, however, had remained on the
Otaki, who a moment later had her bow pointing towards the sky as she quietly fell to the ocean floor with her
colours still flying. Another young Aberdonian died that day, William Esson Martin, the Otaki’s Midshipman.
Martin had left school in Aberdeen only two weeks before he died at sea. Smith and William Esson Martins bodies
were both lost at sea.
Only weeks before his first, and last, voyage at sea, the young Martin had written home from London to his
sweetheart Annabelle. He finished his letter with ‘You need not write here for I will be leaving on Monday or
Tuesday ….. I will write again and tell you of my address. The name of the ship is Otaki.’ Yet he had refused the
order to abandon ship, not as an act of mutiny, but in order to stay at his post defending the Otaki, her crew and the
country she represented until the end. At the tender age of just 14, William Esson Martin became a statistic of a
British fatality at sea.
Captain Dohna-Scholeiden described the battle as ‘a duel as gallant as Naval history can relate’ in his Captains log,
after anxiously waiting for Captain Smith’s arrival on the Moewe. The Moewe had 5 killed, and 40 wounded, the
Otaki had 6 killed and nine wounded. The remainder of the Otaki’s crew were added to the Moewe’s 442 prisoners,
who were then spread across Germany in internment camps for the remainder of the war after the Moewe docked at
Kiel.
Memories of Aberdeen’s heroes remain to this day. Martin is commemorated in a plaque at Auchindour Church,
placed there by his parents. The plaque lies inside the now ruined church, as a silent and symbolic reminder to the
modern world of the sacrifice that has been made to keep those things we hold dear. Bisset-Smith likewise is
commemorated on his family grave in Rhynie. Both bodies remain committed to the deep, and both are remembered
nationally at the Tower Hill Memorial to the Mercantile Marine.
The Otaki Scholarship stands as a living breathing war memorial to Archibald Bisset Smith and the crew of the
Otaki that fought until the bitter end against the Moewe. William Esson Martins parents donated their own prize to
Robert Gordon’s College for English Literature and Modern Languages, this award is still given today and the
generations of pupils after Martin realise they have a heavy duty to take out to commemorate his name.
As a merchant seaman Archibald Bisset Smith could not receive the VC at that time. In 1919 he was posthumously
promoted a temporary Lieutenant in the Royal Naval Reserve and was then entitled to receive the VC posthumously.
His citation reads:
For most conspicuous gallantry and devotion to duty when in command of the S.S. “Otaki”, on the 10th
March, 1917. “At about 2.30 p.m. on 10th March, 1917, the S.S.”Otaki”, whose armament consisted of one 4.7
in. gun for defensive purposes, sighted the disguised German raider “Moewe”, which was armed with four 5.9
in., one 4.1 in. and two 22 pdr. guns, and two torpedo tubes.
The “Moewe” kept the “Otaki” under observation for some time and finally called upon her to stop. This
Lieutenant Smith refused to do, and a duel ensued at ranges of 1,900 - 2,000 yards, and lasted for about 20
minutes. During this action the “Otaki” scored several hits on the “Moewe”, causing considerable damage,
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and starting a fire which lasted for three days. She sustained several casualties and
received much damage herself, and was heavily on fire. Lieutenant Smith,
therefore, gave orders for the boats to be lowered to allow the crew to be rescued.
He remained on the ship himself and went down with her when she sank with the
British colours still flying, after what was described in an enemy account as a duel
as gallant as naval history can relate.
SEQ members Willie Fair and Mike Mabbutt recently went across the ditch to lay a
wreath and have a plaque mounted for the 100th anniversary of the SS Otaki.
Unfortunately no report was furnished for this newsletter. One can imagine what an
honour and a privilege it was to play a part in a once-in a lifetime celebration of the
events of 10th March 1917.

The First Ever Radio Distress Call
On 17 March 1899, the East Goodwin Sands Lightship,
operating under a licence from the General Post Office,
BT’s predecessor, sent a signal on behalf of the merchant
vessel Elbe, which had run aground on the treacherous
Goodwin Sands off the coast of Kent. The message was
received by the radio operator on duty at the South
Foreland Lighthouse, who was able to summon the aid of
the Ramsgate lifeboat.
Goodwin Sands featured again a few weeks later when, on
30 April 1899, the East Goodwin Sands Lightship sent a
distress message on her own account when she was
rammed by the SS R F Matthews. Rather than the nowfamous signals of “SOS” or “Mayday”, the recognised call
sign for ships in distress at the time was “CQD”. Devised in 1904 by the British Marconi Society, it was popularly
mistaken to mean “Come Quick – Danger” or, more bleakly, “Come Quickly – Drowning!”. However, its actual
official meaning came from the land telegraph signal CQ – “sécu” from the French word sécurité – followed by D
for Distress.
The “SOS” Morse code signal – three-dots/three-dashes/three-dots – was established as an International Distress
Signal, agreed at the Berlin Radio Conference on 3 October 1906 – though the signal wasn’t formally introduced
until 1 July 1908.
While there is a popular myth that the stricken Titanic was the first ship to use the '”SOS” signal as it sank in 1912,
this is not the case. The “SOS” signal was first used in an emergency on 10 June 1909, when the Cunard liner SS
Slavonia was wrecked off the Azores. Two steamers received her signals and went to the rescue.
As radio technology developed, a decision was made to replace the Morse signal “SOS” – reliant on the
radiotelegraph – with a voice call instead, which would be reliant on the radiotelephone. In 1927, the International
Radiotelegraph Convention of Washington adopted “Mayday” as the distress call to replace “SOS”.
The word “Mayday” was also a British invention, originated in 1923 by Frederick Stanley Mockford, a senior radio
officer at Croydon Airport in London. Mockford was asked to devise a word to indicate distress that would be easily
be understood by all pilots and ground staff in an emergency. Since much of the air traffic in and out of Croydon at
the time was to Le Bourget Airport in Paris, he came up with “Mayday”, from the French “m’aider” – a shortened
version of “venez m’aider” (meaning “come and help me”).
French also underpins the distress call known as “pan-pan” (repeated three times, and derived from “panne”,
meaning “breakdown”), which is used for situations of distress that require notification without a plea for immediate
help. It covers situations such as mechanical breakdown or a medical problem on a vessel or aircraft.
As with the early example of the signal “CQD”, some users have misinterpreted “pan” to be a shortening of
“possible assistance needed” or “pay attention now”. The key, of course, isn’t the derivation but that someone
responds. Before the era of telegraphy, one common form of distress signal at sea was to invert a vessel’s national
flag. However, for many countries this was confusing because it was either difficult to tell that the flag was inverted
(as with the Union Jack) or impossible (as with the flags of countries such as Japan or Denmark).
One way round this was the idea that a ship flying no flags was understood to be in distress. Another method of
indicating distress was to tie a knot in a flag then fly it upside down. All in all, the invention of clear distress signals
seems to have been a good idea all round...
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Ships Propeller Shaft -Thrust Block & Shaft Bearings
The transmission system on a ship transmits power from the engine to the propeller. It is made up of shafts, bearings,
and Finally the propeller itself. The thrust from the propeller is transferred to the ship through the transmission
system. The different items in the system include the thrust shaft, one or more intermediate shafts and the tailshaft.
These shafts are supported by the thrust block, intermediate bearings and the stern tube bearing. A sealing
arrangement is provided at either end of the tailshaft with the propeller and cone completing the arrangement.

Thrust Block. In a marine engine the function of the thrust block, propeller shaft, and stern tube are closely related,
being responsible for the efficient transmission of the engine’s power to the propeller and ensuring the control of
torque and propeller shaft alignment from the thrust block to the stern tube.
The thrust block is also known as the “Tilting Pad Bearing” or often the “Michell Bearing” after its inventor
Anthony Michell, an Australian mining engineer. Before these came along, ship’s engines were forever breaking
down due to overheating thrust blocks. In those days, multiple thrust collars were machined onto the propeller shaft
with slots accurately machined into the thrust
block to match these. Lubrication was supplied
by a pump, but it was virtually impossible to
obtain equal load on all the components, and
hence the breakdowns.
The thrust block is situated just aft of the main
engine and its purpose is to transmit the torque
produced by the rotating propeller and shaft
down into the ship’s structure. The propeller
shaft runs between the thrust block and the stern
tube and is supported by a number of shaft
bearings fitted along the length of the shaft. The
stern tube contains supports and several seals
for the propeller shaft as it passes through the ship’s stern before connection to the propeller.
Shaft bearings. Shaft bearings are of two types, the aftermost tunnel bearing and all others. The aftermost tunnel
bearing has a top and bottom bearing shell because it must counteract the propeller mass and take a vertical upward
thrust at the forward end of the tailshaft. The other shaft bearings only support the shaft weight and thus have only
lower half bearing shells.
The usual journal bush is here replaced by pivoting pads. The
tilting pad is better able to carry high overloads and retain a thick
oil lubrication film. Lubrication is from a bath in the lower half of
the casing, and an oil thrower ring dips into the oil and carries it
round the shaft as it rotates. Cooling of the bearing is by water
circulating through a tube cooler in the bottom of the casing.
Fig: Tunnel bearing arrangement. The usual journal bush is
here replaced by pivoting pads. The tilting pad is better able to
carry high overloads and retain a thick oil lubrication film.
Lubrication is from a bath in the lower half of the casing, and an
oil thrower ring dips into the oil and carries it round the shaft as it
10

away his marks.

rotates. Cooling of the bearing is by water circulating
through a tube cooler in the bottom of the casing.

Ordinarily the rivets and chalk marks would have been
covered up with paint. With war on, however, ships
were leaving the Quincy yard so fast that there wasn't
time to paint them. As a result, Kilroy's inspection
"trademark" was seen by thousands of servicemen who
boarded the troopships the yard produced. His message
apparently rang a bell with the servicemen, because
they picked it up and spread it all over Europe and the
South Pacific. Before the war's end, "Kilroy" had been
here, there, and everywhere on the long haul to Berlin
and Tokyo. Along the way, someone added the sketch
of the chap with the long nose peering over the fence,
and that became part of the Kilroy message.

Stern tube Bearings and Glands. The total weight of
the propeller shaft inside the stern tube is carried by the
bearings known as the stern tube. The weight of the
overall stern tube arrangement, along with the bearings
is carried by the stern frame and the internal framing of
the ship’s hull structure at the aft peak area. Moreover,
there are generally two bearings inside the stern tube
for supporting the shaft, located at both the ends. The
main function of stern tube bearings is to allow an
unrestricted and smooth rotation of the propeller shaft.
Apart from stern bearings, the stern tube also houses
water and oil sealing glands known as the stern glands.
The stern tube is a sensitive part of the ship where the
sea water can easily seep inside. The stern glands thus
seal the area between the stern tube and the propeller
shaft.

To the unfortunate troops outbound in those ships,
however, he was a complete mystery — all they knew
for sure was that he had "been there first." As a joke,
U.S. servicemen began placing the graffiti wherever
they landed, claiming it was already there when they
arrived. Kilroy became the U.S. super-GI who had
always "already been" wherever GIs went. It became a
challenge to place the logo in the most unlikely places
imaginable - it is said to be atop Mt. Everest, the Statue
of Liberty, the underside of the Arch De Triumphe, and
even scrawled in the dust on the moon.

The size of such equipment is different for each ship
due to engine size, ship weight and use etc., all
carefully taken into consideration and complex
mathematical formulas used to get the perfect match.
All being said these components are vital in ship
movement, large and heavy and needing constant
attention of course as well as the engine. Engineers and
other workers in the engine room work 24/7 when at
sea in often very hot, dirty and noisy conditions plus
getting little or no recognition.

And as the war went on, the legend grew. Underwater
demolition teams routinely sneaked ashore on Japanese
-held islands in the Pacific to map the terrain for the
coming invasions by U.S. troops (and thus, presumably,
were the first GIs there). On one occasion, however,
they reported seeing enemy troops painting over the
Kilroy logo! In 1945, an outhouse was built for the
exclusive use of Roosvelt, Stalin, and Churchill at the
Potsdam conference. The first person inside was Stalin,
who emerged and asked his aide (in Russian), "Who is
Kilroy?"

Kilroy Was Here
The vast majority of World War II vets are very
familiar with the phrase "Kilroy Was Here" found
written just about everywhere on
every piece of equipment from
Tokyo to Berlin. Quite a few Korean
War vets saw it and even some
Vietnam vets went through the
"Kilroy Was Here" episode. Did you
ever wonder how it all got started?

How did we find out who the real "Kilroy" was? In
1946 the American Transit Association, through its
radio program, "Speak to America," sponsored a
nationwide contest to find the real Kilroy, offering a
prize of a real trolley car to the person who could prove
himself to be the genuine article. Almost 40 men
stepped forward to make that claim, but James Kilroy
brought along officials from the shipyard and some of
the riveters to help prove his authenticity, and won the
trolley car, which he gave it to his nine children as a
Christmas gift and set it up in the Kilroy front yard for
a playhouse.

Kilroy was a 46-year old shipyard worker from Halifax,
Massachusetts and, during the war, he worked as a
checker at the Fore River Shipyard in nearby Quincy.
His job was to go around and check on the number of
rivets completed. Riveters were on piece-work and got
paid by the rivet. Kilroy would count a block of rivets
and put a check mark in chalk, so the rivets wouldn't be
counted twice. When he went off duty, the riveters
would erase the mark. Later on, an off-shift inspector
would come through and count the rivets a second time,
resulting in double pay for the riveters.

Some time back Brian Ribbans, one of our UK
members donated a £20 silver coin to our Association
to raffle for our memorial fund. A coin that the UK
Royal Mint had produced from the 48 tonnes of
salvaged silver recently recovered from the sunken
merchant ship, SS Gairsoppa. A shipment of silver
bullion from India that has spent more than 70 years
under the sea

One day Kilroy's boss called him into his office . The
foreman was upset about all the wages being paid to
riveters, and asked him to investigate. It was then that
he realized what had been going on. The tight spaces he
had to crawl in to check the rivets didn't lend
themselves to lugging around a paint can and brush, so
Kilroy decided to stick with chalk. He continued to put
his check mark on each job he inspected, but he added
"Kilroy Was Here" in king-size letters next to the
check. Once he did that , the riveters stopped wiping

The raffle was won by Doug Marshall and made $125
for our fund.
Thank you for your most kind generosity Brian….
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Three elderly ladies were sitting on a bench outside

The Australian Taxation Office (ATO) had

a nursing home. About then an old man walked by, and
one of the old ladies yelled out saying, “We bet we can
tell how old you are.”

returned the Tax Return to a man in Brisbane after he
apparently answered one of the questions.
In response to the question, “Do you have anyone
dependent on you?” The man wrote: “2.1 million illegal
immigrants, 1.1 million crackheads, 4.4 million
unemployable scroungers, 80,000 criminals in over 85
prisons plus 450 idiots in Parliament, thousands of
‘politicians’ and an entire group that call themselves
‘Senators’

The old man said, “There ain't no way you can guess
that.” One of the ladies said, “Sure we can! Just drop
your trousers and we can tell your exact age.”
So embarrassed just a little, he dropped his trousers and
his undies. The ladies stared at him for a while, asked
him to turn around a couple of times, asked him to jump
up and down for a little while and then they all piped up
and said, “You're 84 years old!”

The ATO stated that the response he gave was
unacceptable. The man’s response back to ATO was,
“Who did I leave out?”

The old man was stunned. “How
in the world did you guess that?”
The old ladies, laughed. Slapping
their knees and grinning from ear
to ear, all three happily yelled in
unison, “because you told us
yesterday.”

At a travel agency in Shanghai, I asked the
Chinese girl behind the counter if she could escort me
on a city tour and asked her for her mobile number soI
could call her to make arrangements.

A farmer was out on his Welsh hillside tending
his flock one day, when he saw a man drinking with a
cupped hand from the stream which ran down from one
of his fields.

She gave me a big smile, nodded her head and said,
“Sex sex sex, wan free sex for tonigh”. I replied,
“Wow,
you
Chinese
women
are
really
hospitable!
A
guy
standing next to me
overheard, tapped me on
the shoulder and said,
”What she really said
was: 666 136 429.

Realising the danger he shouted over to the man, “Paid
a yfed y dwr! Mae'n ych-y-fi!” (Don't drink the water.
It's poisoned!) The man at the stream lifted his head
and put a cupped hand to his ear shrugged his shoulders
at the farmer, and carried on drinking.
Realising the man at the stream couldn't hear him, the
farmer moved closer and again yelled, “Paid a yfed!
Dwr ych-y-fi! Defaid yn cachu yn y dwr!” (Don't drink.
Water's poisoned. Sheep crap in the water.) Still the
man couldn't hear the farmer. Finally the farmer walked
right up to the man at the stream and once again said,
“Dwr yn ych-y-fi! Paid a'i yfed!” (Water's poisoned.
Don't drink it!) “I'm dreadfully sorry, my good man, I
couldn't understand a word you said.
“Can't
you
speak
English man?” said the
rude man at the stream in
a extremely sharp military
British accent. “Oh I
see...” said the farmer!!!!
“I was just saying, if you
use both hands you can
get plenty more in.”
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