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Anchors Aweigh
Christmas Party 2018
The Dolphin Hotel, Tweed Heads
This year the Christmas party was held in the Dolphin
Hotel opposite the RSL memorial in Cunnningham Park,
this was due to the response from everybody after the
success of the tucker after the AGM. We initially
ordered the same platters of finger food for 35 who
initially booked. We also had booked an outside covered
area, but on the morning of course it was bucketing with
rain and the staff moved us inside, once again the tables
looked resplendent with their Christmas decorations.

Mrs Diana Fair

There were a couple of apologies the day before and
some on the day, including Terry Docker who ended up
in hospital with a bad fever. Unfortunately we ended up
with only 24 attending, including a few no shows.
Marilyn Gould must be congratulated in coming all the
way from Macleay Island in the bay, and spending two
nights at Tweed Heads in a motel, her chauffer was of
course Jack Secker who picked her up from the ferry,
that’s what you call a very good effort.

Mrs Jean Rouhan

We also managed to invite a couple from the UK
visiting their son in Kingscliff, who were friends of
Graeme Stevenson. He was a retired merchant navy captain and he and his wife are engaged in running a seafarers
link for retired seamen in the UK. www.seafarersupport.org
Mrs Daphne Armstrong

I made a few quick announcements, including apologies, a short prayer and notification of change of venue for our
meeting in April. Although we had tried to reduce the amount of food, we of course had far too much and nearly
everybody attending went home with a “doggy bag” I also delivered some of the leftovers to the local homeless,
known as Fred’s place, where it was very well received, with big smiles and many thanks.
The lamp swung until well in to the
afternoon and Narelle Standen our
new Secretary was introduced to just
about everybody, in fact she
commented on how many she already
knew. Kathy and her staff were
thanked and congratulated on their
efforts and Graham Moon will be
taking that message down to one of the
owners of the Dolphin in Sydney when
next he visits. The way we were
looked after, I dare say the boys will
be voting to have the festivities there
again. In short a very enjoyable few
hours.

Many more pics on our website
www.seq.vindicatrix.com
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S.E. Qld. Vindicatrix & MN Mariners Association Inc.
Meetings 2019
26th January
20th February
17th April

Flag Raising at the Monument - Australia Day
Meeting Anzac Room
Meeting Wharf Room on Level 3.
(We will have ushers on the day assisting people to this room.)
25th April
Flag Raising at the Monument - Anzac Day
15th May
Flag Raising at the Monument - Centaur Day
19th June
Meeting Anzac Room
21st August
AGM - Anzac Room
3rd September
Service - Merchant Navy Day
16th October
Meeting Anzac Room
11th November
Flag Raising at the Monument - Remembrance Day
December TBA

10.00 am
11.00 am
11.00 am
10.00 am
9.30 am
11.00 am
11.00 am
11.00 am
11.00 am
10.00 am

Note:- All times are NSW time

UK: Eurotunnel warns transport ministry of legal
action over Brexit ferry contracts
By Cristina Abellan Matamoros with REUTERS
In a new twist to the ferry contracts saga in the UK,
Eurotunnel has expressed concern over the £103 million
pound deal (more than €113 million) to the three ferry
companies that would provide additional freight capacity on
new routes across the Channel in case of a no-deal Brexit.
They called out what they termed the ‘distortionary’ and anticompetitive behaviour of the British government and the use
of public funds.
Back in December, the British government announced they
would spend more than £100 million (€111 million)
chartering extra ferries to relieve cross-Channel traffic
congestion in case the UK does not secure a deal to leave the
European Union this year. Extra ships would be needed to
work new routes across the Channel if the French port of
Calais and Britain’s Dover and Folkestone are slowed down by new customs procedures. The new routes would go
through English southern ports including Poole, Portsmouth, and Plymouth.
As of right now, trucks can easily cross borders between Britain and the rest of the bloc. But a no-deal Brexit would
mean delays at customs for each truck would clog up roads at both sides of the Channel. Around 16,000 trucks drive
between Dover and Calais every day, with everything from perishable food to medicines and industrial goods
needed for factories. What is Eurotunnel’s concern? Eurotunnel said they would like to secure a similar contract for
itself to increase their transport capacity. Otherwise, they warned they would consider legal action against the
transport ministry in the UK and France.
A letter obtained by the Financial Times said that the effects of the deal would be a “unilateral breach not only of the
Concession Agreement with Eurotunnel” but also of the “existing competition and state aid law”. Chief executive of
Getlink (the Paris-based parent company of Eurotunnel) Jacques Gounon, who authored the letter, accused the
government of ignoring “Le Shuttle” - Eurotunnel’s train service for vehicles and said it would remain the fastest
way to transport goods into the UK even after Britain leaves the EU. Gounon said they are working on projects to
increase the number of freight trains running every day and building a freight terminal for “unaccompanied trailers”
in Folkestone, which he says will need public funds.
Concern over contract to freight company with no ships Earlier this week, the Labour Party criticised the British
government for awarding £14 million (€15 million) contract to a ferry company with no ships. Labour’s transport
spokesman, Andy McDonald, said the transport ministry had not carried out proper checks on Seaborne Freight
before awarding it with a contract. Only Chris Grayling could award a £14 million contract to a shipping company
with no money, no ships, no track record, no employees, no ports, no working website, no sailing schedule and only
one telephone line.
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The USS Cyclops
The USS Cyclops (AC-4) was the second of four Proteus
class colliers built for the United States Navy several
years before World War I. Named for the Cyclops, a
primordial race of giants from Greek mythology, she was
the second U.S. Naval vessel to bear the name. The loss
of the ship and 306 crew and passengers without a trace
within the area known as the Bermuda Triangle some
time after 4 March 1918 remains the single largest loss of
life in U.S. Naval history not directly involving combat.
As it was wartime, she was thought to have been
captured or sunk by a German raider or submarine,
because she was carrying 10,800 long tons (11,000 t) of
manganese ore used to produce munitions, but German
authorities at the time, and subsequently, denied any knowledge of the vessel. The Naval History & Heritage
Command has stated she “probably sank in an unexpected storm”, but the ultimate cause of the ship’s loss is not
known.
Cyclops was launched on 7 May 1910, by William Cramp and Sons of Philadelphia and placed in service on 7
November 1910. Operating with the Naval Auxiliary Service, Atlantic Fleet, she voyaged in the Baltic from May–
July 1911 to supply Second Division ships. Returning to Norfolk, Virginia, she operated on the east coast from
Newport, Rhode Island, to the Caribbean, servicing the fleet. During the United States occupation of Veracruz in
Mexico in 1914–1915, she coaled ships on patrol there and received the thanks of the U.S. State Department for
cooperation in evacuating refugees.
With American entry into World War I, Cyclops was commissioned on 1 May 1917. She joined a convoy for SaintNazaire, France, in June 1917, returning to the U.S. in July. Except for a voyage to Halifax, Nova Scotia, she served
along the East Coast until 9 January 1918, when she was assigned to the Naval Overseas Transportation Service. She
then sailed to Brazilian waters to fuel British ships in the South Atlantic.
The ship put to sea from Rio de Janeiro on 16 February 1918, and entered Salvador on 20 February. Two days later,
she departed for Baltimore, Maryland, with no stops scheduled carrying the manganese ore. The ship was thought to
be overloaded when she left Brazil, as her maximum capacity was 8,100 tons. Before leaving port, Commander
Worley had submitted a report that the starboard engine had a cracked cylinder and was not operative. This report
was confirmed by a survey board, which recommended, however, that the ship be returned to the United States. She
made an unscheduled stop in Barbados because the water level was over the Plimsoll line, indicating that it was
overloaded, but investigations in Rio proved the ship had been loaded and secured properly. Cyclops then set out for
Baltimore on 4 March.
Cyclops never made it to Baltimore and no wreckage of her has ever been found. Reports indicate that on 10
March, a violent storm swept through the Virginia Capes area. While some suggest that the combination of the
overloaded condition, engine trouble, and bad weather may have conspired to sink Cyclops, an extensive naval
investigation concluded “many theories have been advanced, but none that satisfactorily accounts for her
disappearance.” This summation was written, however, before two of Cyclops’s sister ships, the Proteus and Nereus,
vanished at sea during World War II. Both ships were transporting heavy loads of metallic ore similar to that which
was loaded on Cyclops during her fatal voyage. In both cases, their loss was theorized to have been the result of
catastrophic structural failure, but a more outlandish theory attributes all three vessels’ disappearances to the
Bermuda Triangle.
Readers may remember Flight 19 disappearance in Bermuda Triangle, the saga of Flight 19 remains as one of the
most mysterious disappearances in Bermuda Triangle. Flight-19 was the code name for Five Avenger bomber planes
that took off from the Naval base at Florida on 5th of December 1945, but never returned. U.S Navy’s final report
mentioned “Reasons Unknown” when citing the cause of the incident. Thus Flight-19 also became known as the
Lost Patrol.

2018: A Year to Remember or to Forget for Shipping?
2018 certainly hasn’t been what it was predicted to be back in late 2017, for the most part, as it had more than a few
surprises up its sleeve, most notably in the form of President Trump’s decisions and their implication on the shipping
industry, from the trade wars to the latest round of sanctions against Iran. In its weekly report, shipbroker Allied
Shipbroking said that “as we move closer to the end of the year and we look forward into New Year, we are still
finding ourselves looking deep into a market outlook full of precarious scenarios and shrouded by excess
uncertainty. Over the past year it has become ever increasingly difficult to be able to determine where the new
equilibrium in the market will form. Shipping is entering a new era of ever challenging conditions, whether it be by
new regulations and the shifting trends they can foretell on the supply side of the market, or it be by the fast paced
political and economic shifts which easily cause sharp shifts on the demand side.”
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The 1815 eruption of Mount Tambora
The eruption of Mount Tambora was one of the most powerful in recorded history, with a Volcanic Explosivity
Index (VEI) of 7. It is the most recently known VEI-7 event and the only unambiguously confirmed VEI-7 eruption
since the Lake Taupo eruption in about 180 AD.
Erup ons
Tambora
Krakatoa
Hatepe (Taupo)

Country
Dutch East‐Indies
Dutch East‐Indies
New Zealand

Year
1815
1883
180

Column
43km
36km
37km

Volcanic Index
7
6
7

Fatali es
171,000
36,600
?

Mount Tambora is on the island of Sumbawa in
present-day Indonesia, then part of the Dutch East
Indies. Although its eruption reached a violent
climax on 10 April 1815, increased steaming and
small phreatic eruptions occurred during the next six
months to three years. The ash from the eruption
column dispersed around the world and lowered
global temperatures, in an event sometimes known as
the Year Without a Summer in 1816. This brief
period of significant climate change triggered
extreme weather and harvest failures in many areas
around the world. Several climate forcings coincided
and interacted in a systematic manner that has not
been observed after any other large volcanic eruption
since the early Stone Age. Although scientists have
proven that the post-eruption climate changes and the
Tambora eruption are linked, they have only an incomplete understanding of the processes involved.
Mount Tambora experienced several centuries of dormancy before 1815, caused by the gradual cooling of hydrous
magma in its closed magma chamber. Inside the chamber at depths between 1.5 and 4.5 kilometres (0.93 and 2.80
mi), the exsolution of a high-pressure fluid magma formed during cooling and crystallisation of the magma. An over
pressurization of the chamber of about 73,000 psi was generated, with the temperature ranging from 700–850 °C In
1812, the volcano began to rumble and generated a dark cloud.
On 5 April 1815, a very large eruption occurred, followed by thunderous detonation sounds heard in Makassar on
Sulawesi 380 kilometres away, Batavia (now Jakarta) on Java 1,260 kilometres away, and Ternate on the Molucca
Islands 1,400 kilometres away. On the morning of 6 April, volcanic ash began to fall in East Java with faint
detonation sounds lasting until 10 April. What was first thought to be the sound of firing guns was heard on 10 April
on Sumatra, more than 2,600 kilometres away.
At about 7 pm on 10 April, the eruptions intensified. Three columns of flame rose up and merged. The whole
mountain was turned into a flowing mass of “liquid fire.” Pumice stones of up to 20 centimetres in diameter started
to rain down around 8 pm, followed by ash at around 9–10 pm. Pyroclastic flows cascaded down the mountain to the
sea on all sides of the peninsula, wiping out the village of Tambora. Loud explosions were heard until the next
evening, 11 April. The ash veil spread as far as West Java and South Sulawesi. A nitrous odour was noticeable in
Batavia, and heavy tephra-tinged rain fell, finally receding between 11 and 17 April.
The first explosions were heard on this Island in the evening of 5 April, they were noticed in every quarter, and
continued at intervals until the following day. The noise was, in the first instance, almost universally attributed to
distant cannon, so much so, that a detachment of troops were marched from Djocjocarta, in the belief that a
neighbouring post was being attacked, and along the coast boats were in two instances dispatched in quest of a
supposed ship in distress.
The explosion had an estimated VEI of 7. An estimated 41 cubic kilometres (9.8 cu mi) of pyroclastic trachyandesite
were ejected, weighing about 10 billion tonnes. This has left a caldera measuring 6–7 kilometres across and 600–700
metres deep. The density of fallen ash in Makassar was 636 kilograms per cubic metre. Before the explosion, Mount
Tambora’s peak elevation was about 4,300 metres making it one of the tallest peaks in the Indonesian archipelago.
After the explosion, its peak elevation had dropped to only 2,851 metres, about two-thirds of its previous height.
All vegetation on the island was destroyed. Uprooted trees, mixed with pumice ash, washed into the sea and formed
rafts up to 5 kilometres across. Between 1 and 3 October the British ships Fairlie and James Sibbald encountered
extensive pumice rafts about 3,600 kilometres west of Tambora. Clouds of thick ash still covered the summit on 23
April. Explosions ceased on 15 July, although smoke emissions were observed as late as 23 August. Flames and
rumbling aftershocks were reported in August 1819, four years after the event.
A moderate-sized tsunami struck the shores of various islands in the Indonesian archipelago on 10 April, with a
4

height of up to 4 metres in Sanggar around 10 pm. A
tsunami of 1-2 metres in height was reported in Besuki,
East Java, before midnight, and one of 2 metres in
height in the Molucca Islands. The total death toll has
been estimated to be around 4,600.

sunspots were visible to the naked eye. Neither wind
nor rainfall dispersed the “fog”. It was identified as a
stratospheric sulfate aerosol veil. In summer 1816,
countries in the Northern Hemisphere suffered extreme
weather conditions, dubbed the “Year Without a
Summer”.

The eruption column reached the stratosphere at an
altitude of more than 43 kilometres. The coarser ash
particles settled out one to two weeks after the
eruptions, but the finer ash particles stayed in the
atmosphere from a few months to a few years at
altitudes of 10–30 kilometres. Longitudinal winds
spread these fine particles around the globe, creating
optical phenomena. Prolonged and brilliantly coloured
sunsets and twilights were seen frequently in London
between 28 June and 2 July 1815 and 3 September and
7 October 1815. The glow of the twilight sky typically
appeared orange or red near the horizon and purple or
pink above.

Average global temperatures decreased by about 0.4 to
0.7 °C, enough to cause significant agricultural
problems around the globe. On 4 June 1816, frosts were
reported in the upper elevations of New Hampshire,
Maine, Vermont, and northern New York. On 6 June
1816, snow fell in Albany, New York, and Dennysville,
Maine. Such conditions occurred for at least three
months and ruined most agricultural crops in North
America. Canada experienced extreme cold during that
summer. Snow 30 cm deep accumulated near Quebec
City from 6 to 10 June 1816.
This climate anomaly has been blamed for the severity
of typhus epidemics in southeast Europe and along the
eastern Mediterranean Sea between 1816 and 1819. The
climate changes disrupted the Indian monsoons, caused
three failed harvests and famine, and contributed to the
spread of a new strain of cholera that originated in
Bengal in 1816. Many livestock died in New England
during the winter of 1816–1817.

The estimated number of deaths claim 88,000 deaths in
total. However, a 1998 journal article authored by J.
Tanguy and others claimed the figures were unfounded
and based on untraceable references. Tanguy’s revision
of the death toll was based on Zollinger’s work on
Sumbawa for several months after the eruption and on
Thomas Raffles’s notes. Tanguy pointed out that there
may have been additional victims on Bali and East Java
because of famine and disease. Their estimate was
11,000 deaths from direct volcanic effects and 49,000
by post-eruption famine and epidemic diseases.
Oppenheimer wrote that there were at least 71,000
deaths in total. Reid has estimated that 100,000 people
on Sumbawa, Bali, and other locations died from the
direct and indirect effects of the eruption. So numbers as

Cool temperatures and heavy rains resulted in failed
harvests in Britain and Ireland. Families in Wales
travelled long distances as refugees, begging for food.
Famine was prevalent in north and southwest Ireland,
following the failure of wheat, oat, and potato harvests.
The crisis was severe in Germany, where food prices
rose sharply, and demonstrations in front of grain
markets and bakeries, followed by riots, arson, and
looting, took place in many European cities. It was the
worst famine of the 19th century.

high as 117,000 in Indonesia alone have been proposed, and
subsequently killed hundreds of thousands across the
northern hemisphere - who knows?

During the northern hemisphere summer of 1816,
global temperatures cooled by 0.53 °C . This very
significant cooling directly or indirectly caused 90,000
deaths. The eruption of Mount Tambora was the most
significant cause of this climate anomaly. The VEI is
used to quantify the amount of ejected material, with a
VEI-7 being 100 cubic kilometres . Every index value
below that is one order of magnitude (meaning, ten
times) less. Furthermore, the 1815 eruption occurred
during a Dalton Minimum, a period of unusually low
solar radiation. Volcanism plays a large role in climate
shifts, both locally and globally. This was not always
understood and did not enter scientific circles as fact
until Krakatoa erupted in 1883 and tinted the skies
orange.

Warning
Use of Mobile Phones and Handheld Data Devices on the
bridge of ships.

Interested parties continues to see navigational
incidents occurring where a complicit factor is mobile/
smart phone usage by the watch keeper on the bridge,
with cases of lengthy phone calls with partners and
internet usage being noted in the build-up to recent
costly collision cases.
As mobile/smart phone usage is extremely widespread,
and the functionality and connectivity of such devices
improves all the time, our previous advice has even
greater relevance today. It should, however, be
considered that rather than restricting the use of such
mobile devices, the use of mobile/smart phones be
banned from being used by those on the bridge forming
part of the bridge team involved in the navigation of the
vessel, in a similar manner to the use of mobile phones
by vehicle drivers being banned in many countries.

The 1815 eruption released SO2 into the stratosphere,
causing a global climate anomaly. Different methods
have estimated the ejected sulphur mass during the
eruption: the petrological method; an optical depth
measurement based on anatomical observations; and
the polar ice core sulfate concentration method, using
cores from Greenland and Antarctica. The figures vary
depending on the method, ranging from 10 to 120
million tonnes.

If a company has not already done so, they are advised
to consider their bridge watch keeping procedures
within their Safety Management System, and amend
them accordingly, to remove the possibility of watch
keepers being distracted by their mobile devices whilst
engaged in the navigation of the vessel.

In the spring and summer of 1815, a persistent “dry
fog” was observed in the northeastern United States.
The fog reddened and dimmed the sunlight, such that
5

Mariana Trench
The Mariana Trench or Marianas Trench, located in the western
Pacific Ocean approximately 200 kilometres (124 miles) east of
the Mariana Islands, and is the deepest known point in the
world’s oceans. It is a crescent-shaped trough in the Earth’s crust
averaging about 2,550 km (1,580 miles) long and 69 km (43
miles) wide. The maximum-known depth is 10,994 metres
(36,070 ft) at the southern end of a small slot-shaped valley in its
floor known as the Challenger Deep. For comparison: if Mount
Everest were dropped into the trench at this point, its peak would
still be over 2 kilometres (1.2 miles) underwater.
At the bottom of the trench the water column above exerts a
pressure of 1,086 bars (15,750 psi), more than 1,000 times the
standard atmospheric pressure at sea level. At this pressure, the
density of water is increased by 4.96%, so that 95.27 litres of
water under the pressure of the Challenger Deep would contain
the same mass as 100 litres at the surface. The temperature at the
bottom is 1 to 4 °C (34 to 39 °F).
The Mariana Trench is named for the nearby Mariana Islands (in turn named Las Marianas in honour of Spanish
Queen Mariana of Austria, widow of Philip IV of Spain). The islands are part of the island arc that is formed on an
over-riding plate, called the Mariana Plate (also named for the islands), on the western side of the trench.
The Pacific plate is subducted beneath the Mariana Plate, creating the Mariana trench, and (further on) the arc of the
Mariana islands, as water trapped in the plate is released and explodes upward to form island volcanoes and
earthquakes .
The Mariana Trench is part of the Izu-Bonin-Mariana subduction system that forms the boundary between two
tectonic plates. In this system, the western edge of one plate, the Pacific Plate, is subducted (i.e., thrust) beneath the
smaller Mariana Plate that lies to the west. Crustal
material at the western edge of the Pacific Plate is
some of the oldest oceanic crust on earth (up to 170
million years old), and is therefore cooler and more
dense; hence its great height difference relative to the
higher-riding (and younger) Mariana Plate. The
deepest area at the plate boundary is the Mariana
Trench proper.
The movement of the Pacific and Mariana plates is
also indirectly responsible for the formation of the
Mariana Islands. These volcanic islands are caused
by Flux melting of the upper mantle due to release of
water that is trapped in minerals of the subducted
portion of the Pacific Plate.

Gentlemen, I do hope you enjoy our Newsletter. This issue in particular. I have to thank three of our lads for a
story in this issue that they were involved in. One is no longer with us, but not forgotten, (Colin Butler) and the
others are Ron Kerr and Jerry Purvis.
All have written about happenings during their times on land and memories of shipping days. Thanks to these we
can keep our newsletter going and interesting Now, how about some more of our lads putting pen to paper and do
some writing about YOUR younger days, don’t worry about the spelling or punctuation that can be easily be fixed.
Don't forget, you are people that has seen and done things that other people do not think about. Especially those
huge waves that tried to push you along, or push you over. Ever been in the Bermuda Triangle when the mist
comes down or sailed through the Suez and the Bum Boats descend, did you have an interesting life after the sea?

Ho Chi Minh City has the intention to construct a 17km sea crossing bridge linking it with a neighbouring
region for tourism purposes. The administration in the southern metropolis’ island district of Can Gio stated at a
meeting on Saturday it is trying to lay the groundwork for a proposal to build the modern bridge, which is planned to
connect the area to the tip of Ba Ria-Vung Tau Province. This is an addition to the presently operating speedboats
plying between the locations. Its top leader, Le Minh Dung, said the project is a step toward transforming the
district, believed to have as-yet-untapped huge tourism potential, into a tourist attraction with resorts and
entertainment facilities that meet regional and international standards.
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Widely-used Ship
Identification System is
Vulnerable to Hacking

Once upon a Time……..
Back in the good olde days
I was riding my Police issue bicycle in an
westerly direction in London Road, Leigh
-on-Sea when it was brought to my
attention that an animal, to wit, one cat was lying in the
gutter in a distressed condition. On investigation, I
observed that the aforementioned moggie had
apparently been hit by a motor vehicle.

A system used to track hundreds of thousands of
shipping vessels across the globe is extremely
vulnerable to hackers, researchers from the computer
security company Trend Micro has cautioned.
The problem lies with technology known as the
Automatic Identification System (AIS), which is used
by an estimated 400,000 ships worldwide, according to
Tom Simonite of MIT Technology Review. Vessels
that use the system transmit radio signals relaying their
location along with some other data, so that other
captains and port authority personnel can follow each
craft as it is displayed on a map updated in real-time.

From closer inspection, I ascertained that the chances
of survival of the said feline were negligible and it
appeared to me that the best course of action would be
for me to despatch it, as fast as reasonably possible, to
the big cattery in the sky.
Conscious that there were members of the public
passing, unhindered in their lawful pursuit of recreation
and business, on this Queen’s Highway, it was apparent
to me, in order to avoid accusation of mistreatment to
the unfortunate God’s creature and fully aware how
some misguided citizens would take great delight in
landing an Officer of the Law in the poo, I had to be
extremely careful how I despatched the said moggie.
So, carefully placing my regulation Police boot on its
neck, I made the appearance, successfully as it proved,
of attempting to assist the arising of the injured beast.
Naturally, this had the desired result and thus the
animal met its maker quick smart.

International Maritime Organization rules mandate that
passenger vessels and cargo ships over 300 metric tons
must use AIS, and other marine fixtures (including
buoys and lighthouses) can also use the system to
transmit their location, Simonite said. AIS does not
require any sort of authentication or encryption
mechanism, and it is that weakness that the researchers
said could make it an easy target for cyber attacks.
“AIS is currently the best system for collision
avoidance, maritime security, aids to navigation and
accident investigations,” Marco Balduzzi, Senior Threat
Researcher with Trend Micro’s Forward Looking
Threat research division. “Given its importance in
marine safety, we conducted a comprehensive security
evaluation of AIS, tackling it from a software,
hardware, and radio frequency perspective.”

It then became apparent that the next matter which
arose was the disposal, in as humane a manner as
possible, of the carcass. Looking about me, I observed
that I was just outside the gates to the Leigh-on-Sea
Cemetery and I further observed, in a far corner, a
gentleman digging a grave. I engaged this gravedigger
in conversation and with his consent, made use, in the
appropriate manner, of the freshly dug grave…… I
returned to working my beat.

“Because the systems evidently lacked security
controls,” Balduzzi and his colleagues “were able to
waltz right in and cause trouble using cheap radio
equipment,” said Gizmodo’s Adam Clark Estes. “They
could make fake ships appear out of nowhere, real ships
disappear inexplicably and create fake emergency
alerts. In one case they made a real tugboat disappear
from the Mississippi River and appear in a lake near
Dallas.”

The following day, whilst once more on my patrol on
the same thoroughfare, I, again, found myself at the
same place where the previous day’s incident had
happened. I further observed, through the gates of the
cemetery, that a funeral service was taking place
around the grave where I had interned the subject of
that incident.

Using equipment
that cost less than
$1,000,
the
research team was
even able to make
it look as though
one vessel had
traversed a route
that spelled out
the word “pwned” (hacker slang for “owned”),
according to BBC News. Furthermore, they told the
British news agency that hackers would be able to send
out fake distress calls, alerting ships that a passenger
was overboard.

It gave me some satisfaction that the unfortunate animal
was being seen off in a very appropriate fashion and I
hoped that the person, who also occupied the grave
with it, was a cat lover. They would be company for
each other.
Ron Kerr, Ex-Police Constable 182

Korean shipbuilding industry reclaims the
world’s No. 1 title. The year of 2018 was a

meaningful juncture for South Korea’s shipbuilding
industry. In 2018, South Korea reclaimed the title of
world’s biggest shipbuilder (in terms of orders volume)
for the first time in six years, since it had conceded
No.1 spot to China in 2012. The ordering quantity in
2018 stood at 26 million CGT (compensated gross
tonnage).

The researchers showed that their spoof signals were
faithfully reproduced on the maps provided by online
services that monitor AIS data. The researchers
attempted to notify several international marine and
communication authorities with little result.
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The EMPIRE BALTIC
A True Happening by Jerry Purvis, Vindi Boy 1947
The Empire Baltic was a large landing craft used in
D-day landings during World War II. The following
is an experience that happened in nineteen-fortynine when I was a merchant seaman assigned to that
ship.
The massive, over-sized landing craft ran
continually back and forth from Tilbury to Hamburg
in Germany, its aim to return British army
equipment to England left over from the Second
World War. This was a sweet little number I
thought at the time, being able to go home every
week with two days off. This would do me nicely
for a while, a rest away from the deep sea.
No sooner had I made up my bunk and stored my
gear away when a voice behind me said, “Hello,”
and introduced himself as Alan. We shook hands,
‘I’m Jerry,’ I said. He was another member of the
crew, the same rating as myself, Ordinary Seaman,
and I was soon to learn Alan would not stop talking.
He wasn’t a bad guy, but his mouth would not shut
up. However, it was his constant blabbering that quickly filled me in on the in’s and out’s, and the going’s on with
the ship.
“Look,” he said showing me two one-pound bags of coffee beans. “Get some - all the crew are taking what they can
get to Germany where they can sell it for big money, the place is in ruins. Bombed to the shit-house,’ were his exact
words. “They’ve got nothing! Just nothing and coffee is their favourite drink. It’s non-existent there. The German’s
need their coffee and will buy it from you virtually at any price, or exchange it for something else. One of the engine
room blokes has a stack of property deeds he’s exchanged for coffee beans and proudly boasts that one day
Hamburg will be rebuilt. And when it is, he will be a millionaire, and us lot will still be sea dogs.” Before sailing, I
managed to obtain a lb bag of coffee beans from Salisbury’s, not easily obtained at that time in England. Coffee for
most English families had been instant or Camp chicory.
We set sail, and in three days we were in Hamburg. Six hours later we set sail again back to Tilbury loaded with
army lorries, one tank and a few soldiers. Because of the quick turnaround, I had been unable to sell my stash of
coffee beans. This time, before sailing, I made sure 1 had an ample supply, a total of 201bs in all. Alan told me the
German dock police would buy the lot, and in turn would re-sell it on the black market. The only problem seemed to
be the currency. At the time there was only British pounds or BOAF money (British Occupational Army Finance),
which the Germans refused to use, and would just use their own German Marks, a currency supposedly valueless. It
wasn’t supposed to be legal, but not to the Germans, so the money we received for the coffee beans was in old
German Marks.
The day before we sailed from Tilbury, I visited my parents in Dartford, a twenty-minute bus ride away, and spent
the day with them. While I was there, I browsed my mother’s Women’s Weekly magazine. On a double-spread
page, an article showed images of Hamburg’s devastation with pictures showing part-sunken ships on the River Elbe
and U- boat pens from the outside which showed large steel doors that would rise up from the river to allow
submarines in and out. An array of church bells taken from Europe also lay along the bank of the River Elbe.
As I looked at the pages, I thought how I would like to see these for myself, but I knew there was no chance because
my ship would be loaded by the army and turnaround time was only five hours. No chance of me seeing anything
like that.
The ship set sail at dawn from Tilbury, and with a calm sea, all was well. At three-thirty, a pleasant afternoon, the
crew (us seamen only) had done our work. I showered quickly then sat in the Mess to play a game of cards with
other crew members while we waited for our evening meal. Feeling relaxed dealing a hand of cards, a moment of
sudden air compression occurred. In an instant, the air was sucked away from our lungs with an ear-splitting
explosion, so powerful the deck below us came up with a force that pinned me to my seat for a moment before
cannoning me into the air only to hit the deck head. I landed in a crumpled heap against the side of the ship.
Men yelled, “Get out, the boilers have blown.” There was a moment of confusion as men scrambled to their feet,
pulling at the metal door to open it. Someone shouted, “The frame’s twisted. We can’t get out. It’s jammed.” To our
relief, it opened enough for all of us to scramble out. My nose filled with a pungent explosive smell that I
remembered as a boy in the bombing raids on London during the war. Once on deck, an enormous plume of smoke
hung over the starboard side of the ship and slowly moved towards the stem as the ship continued to move forward
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although the engines were not running. The ship started
to list to starboard and descend into the water. Just then
I felt a kind of a bumpy feeling as the ship slowly
straightened up. The sea around became cloudy, then
all was still. We were sitting on the sea floor. “On the
sand,” said one of the crew? “Shit, there’s not much
water under us,” said another.

that bag. Instead one of them came out from the hut
with a wad of German Marks in his hand, and again I
was unable to understand what he was saying, but his
manner was friendly, his gestures visible when he held
his hand forward; we accepted the money, he took the
beans. We were both happy. The main problem was the
currency when, at that time, there was only British
pounds or BOAF money (British Occupational Army
Finance) which the Germans refused to use. They
insisted on using their own money, old German Marks,
a currency that had become valueless.

But the question we were all asking was, “What
happened?” “It wasn’t an explosion in the engine
room,” said the crew, “but the engine room is a
shattered mess. Where did such an explosive force
come from?”

Despite that, the money kept us both going until the end
of our three-week stay in Hamburg. Alan and I spent
little on booze in the clubs and cafe’s that sprung up
amongst the bombed ruins of this sad city, a legacy of
the thousand bomber raids by the Royal Air Force
during the last year of the war which left the place in
complete devastation with hardly a building standing
and killing thousands.

An hour later, the crew assessed the damage. The ship
had exploded a mine under the hull left over from the
war. This particular mine had been set off by vibrations
of the ship’s engines which blew the mine on the sea
floor right under the hull. We were off the coast of
Holland, (Hook of Holland, The Shelling Bank) and the
Germans’ had heavily mined this area during the war;
mines that would be set off by vibrations of ship’s
engines and explode under the hull which is precisely
what had happened to us. Our skipper had taken a
shortcut over the sandbanks on high tide to save a bit of
time, which was a place that he and the ship were not
supposed to be.

I ventured alone to visit the submarine pens on the river
Elbe, where Germany had operated U-boat fleets during
the war. After a long walk,, I found it. The sign clearly
stated in German, Out of Bounds, or words to that
effect. It was fenced off with barbed wire. I got in any
way under the fence wire.

As I write, I now wonder what happened to him after
the inevitable enquiry. I never did hear. Before long,
tugs from Holland arrived but, unable to come
alongside, they stayed about half a mile away from us.
It seemed we were plumb in the middle of the old
minefield and there possibly could be a few more
waiting to go off. The ships engineers did a brilliant job
of getting the pumps working and repairing holes in the
ship’s bottom which, fortunately, had a reinforced
double bottom for running up beaches as a landing
craft. Without this, the hull would have been blown out.
The engineers managed to get one engine working
before the tide started to fall. They ran the engine for
some ten minutes before it seized up, but it was enough
to get us clear of the minefield. We held our breath in
case another mine exploded, but thankfully it never
happened, otherwise, I may not have been here to tell
this story.

Once up close to the building, the extensive damage
was clearly visible. The occupation forces had partly
blown them up from the inside. Slabs of concrete stood
upright, tent fashion, leaning against each other. The
direct hits by RAF bombers had failed to make a dent in
them. The thickness of the reinforced concrete, some
ten-feet thick, had stood its ground. Taking a chance, I
climbed through the massive broken slabs of concrete
and got inside. What a fabulous, stunning sight beheld
me. This is what I came here for, I told myself as my
excitement rose.
The place was devastated, but everything was still
recognisable. There were submarine workshops with all
manner of machine-shop tools, lathes, benches,
overhead cranes, battery- operated electric trolleys,
engines, propellers, an endless array of parts for
submarines scattered around, mostly broken in a
shambled mess. It felt as though it could have been
yesterday that the German engineers had downed tools
leaving everything they had been working on. I guess
that’s really what happened when the war ended. I
moved with caution between jagged lumps of broken
concrete and overturned benches that led on to lathes,
machine tools, and a stack of propellers. In another
section, a line of submarine berths and mooring bays
that resembled slits in the concrete floors filled with
water and joined the River Elbe.

The tugs soon got us in tow and towed us to Hamburg
straight into dry dock, where the ship immediately
swarmed with German dockworkers. The noise became
deafening with forging hammers that stripped the
buckled steel from the ship’s bottom.
My new friend, Allen joined me when we went onto the
dry dock to look at the damage underneath. It was a
shocking sight. Almost all the ships plate was caved-in
exposing the framework. We left quickly leaving this
mass of smoke, sparks and a smell of hot steel and the
deafening noise with that mass of German workers
ripping the ship’s bottom out at a breath-taking pace.

Further obstruction hindered my way forward. Large
concrete ceilings had come down and were balanced at
precarious angles. I peered through the stream of light
coming through the gap in the concrete, and my heart
missed a beat. Directly in front me were two U-boat
submarines, one partly submerged by a concrete wall
lying across its bow that pressed it firmly down in the
water. I could see its stem clear of the water, and its
propellers clearly. The second sat upright in the water
and looked unscathed. With care, I eased myself closer

Going ashore, we were stopped at the gate by the
German police asking for our seaman’s ID pass. They
noticed we had a heavy sack and pointed, and said,
“Coffee beans?” We nodded and immediately there was
frenzied talk amongst them. With no idea what they
were saying, I wondered if they would confiscate our
beans. There was no way I was prepared to surrender
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lumps out of my rear end, and the skin of my back. As I
stood on the grass outside, I thought about how it had
seemed like hours, but I was free. Without hesitation, I
crawled under the fence and was gone in double quick
time.

stepping around and over a myriad of broken concrete
rubble. The reinforcing wire twisted in the concrete
caused the most problems for me to gain a secure
footing.
I stood on the concrete edge with the steel beast no
more than ten feet away from me, upright and afloat in
the oily black water, covered with powdery dust that
slightly camouflaged the monster from its original grey.
Time had taken its toll and rust had begun to grin
through its hull and conning tower. Streams of sunlight
through the gaping slits in the roof that had previously
given light had now passed over. My vision was
limited. An instant chill filled the atmosphere making
me feel cold and damp. The colder it became, the
stronger the oily smell grew.

The U boat pens that I had gone to see was behind me.
Without stopping to catch my breath, I kept running
until I arrived at the edge of the river Elbe. Blood
streamed from cuts and grazes about my body, but I
wasn’t concerned. I was just happy to be away from
that evil-feeling place. Some distance along the water’s
edge, I felt better and stopped to bathe my wounds in
the river and splashed water over my head and combed
my hair back. Not the brightest thing to do in shipping
river water that undoubtedly contained reams of
pollution left over from the war, but I felt refreshed. It
was here that I came upon the vast array of church
bells. My memory went back to something I read in a
newspaper about a collection of church bells laying in a
field of long grass alongside the river in Hamburg
forcibly taken from towns and churches occupied by the
Germans in Europe. They aimed to melt them down for
weapons manufacture of their war machine. Before me
was a stunning sight, hundreds of huge bells beautifully
adorned in their moulding, boldly displaying figures
and religious symbols. Cast in bronze, it seemed
apparent to me they would have historical value.

I gave up on the idea of trying to get on board this sea
beast. With ten feet of water separating me from the
vessel, it seemed too far and dangerous with everything
seemingly slippery. If I slipped into that murky water,
there would be no way out. The thought scared me. I
had to be content by throwing fist-sized lumps of
concrete at it, and even that disappointed me. The dull
clonk as it made contact on the forward gun and
conning tower, was a weak sound response. What I
expected I really don’t know!
Gradually I moved forward looking for a way out. The
waterway looked wider and had opened up onto a large
bay of water. At the end, I was able to see massive steel
doors hanging precariously from the roof section which
was undoubtedly the entrance and exit for the
submarines. Feeling cold and damp, an eerie sensation
came over me, a feeling of not being wanted there.
Perhaps men had died in there, whatever it was, the
message was clear, it was time to go. Everything had
become ghostly, still and quiet, almost grave-like. I
decided to climb up the comer of a massive piece of
broken ceiling concrete. It lay at a 45-degree angle and
exposed a clear blue sky above.

I wondered, now the war was over, what would be done
with them? Three weeks later, I was back in England.
The company brought us back as passengers on one of
their other ships. It was good to get back to normal
away from that city of ruins. The great wad of German
Marks was pleasing for me to look at. I wasn’t short of
a quid, or Marks as it was. But then, the English banks
categorically refused to accept my bundle in exchange
for sterling. I was told it was a worthless currency.
***** At the end of World War II, three of Germany’s
newest U-Boats were left stranded in a massive bunker
on the Elbe river. The British proceeded to blow up the
bunker with 32 tonnes of bombs which caused the roof
to partially collapse, trapping the U-boats in the bunker.
In the late 1940s or early 1950s, (this is the time when I
saw the U-boats), an attempt was made to scrap the
boats; parts were removed but it proved too dangerous,
as one of the boats was actually trapped under the roof
and the attempt was soon abandoned.

With secure footholds into the broken crevasses of
concrete, I made my way almost to the top where a
sizeable entangled mess of twisted steel confronted me.
Unable to climb over, I manoeuvred myself through the
twisted metal and broken concrete. Try as I may, there
was no way out. I was stuck unable to turn my body
around, so I had to move forward. I stopped to rest and
to get myself under control. New streams of light had
lit up another area of the Penn, enough for me to see the
wreckage of another two U boat submarines, or what
was their scattered remains. The bow section of one
was completely missing. Its centre and rear section lay
on its side amongst an array of twisted metal. The
second was only recognisable by its conning tower that
lay at an angle in the water. As I write, I wonder if
there was only one submarine that looked like two? No
doubt they had been blown up with tremendous force.

The U-boats were then forgotten until 1985 when Jak P
Mallmann-Showell, Wolfgang Hirschfeld, and Walter
Cloots rediscovered the boats in what remained of the
mostly destroyed Elbe II U-boat bunker. They took
some amazing photographs and explored the U- boats,
some of their pictures can be seen on War History Online.
In the 1990s the German government considered the
bunker too dangerous and filled it up with gravel and
concrete which buried the U-boats permanently. The
area then was turned into a parking lot and is totally
inaccessible.

The enthusiasm to study them left me. I just wanted to
get out. Fear had crept into my mind and told me if
there was any sudden movement in this shattered
concrete, I could get pinned down or crushed. No one
knew I was going there. With determination and a clear
goal, I pushed and twisting my body around this
entanglement despite tearing my jeans and ripping

The Elbe II bunker is located on the southern bank of
the Elbe river at the Vulkanhafen which is within the
Freeport of Hamburg.
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The Real St Helena

This is a story written by the late Colin Butler back in 2001 and most worthy of a reprint.
Recently my wife and I had a great day out on
Moreton Island. We visited St Helena Island the old
penal colony and looked around the grim buildings
and cemeteries, which are still there. On the way
back I reflected on the other St Helena I had visited
in 1948. l would have to say it was the strangest
place I was ever in. As a result of two visits we
made during two voyages, I think it was a terrible
injustice was inflicted on the population of the
island.
I joined the very old Union castle Liner
“Llanstephan Castle” at the Victoria Docks in July
1948. It was on the around Africa service mostly
taking immigrants to Kenya to work on the
groundnut scheme and also to convey local inhabitants around the coast. It was a very pleasant run but busy. We
used to visit 22 ports in a two and a half month round trip. After we sailed we were told one other stop had been
added “St Helena” Island. Yes, the very one Napoleon had been imprisoned on. Obviously we were all intrigued by
the news and even more when we were told to assist the two carpenters to build temporary accommodation in one of
the tween decks. We arrived at the island around midnight and steamed slowly until daylight.
On first view it looked exactly like Pitcairn Island, just a large rock sticking out of the sea. We were told we would
be there until 0700 the next day and boats were to be lowered to run passengers and off duty crew ashore. Although
you couldn’t see it until quite close there was a good jetty to land on. I went ashore late in the afternoon being on
day work. The first person l saw was obviously a policeman by his uniform.
As we got off the boat he shook hands with us all and welcomed us. On such small island he was the only policeman
although he spoke English it was with a very old fashioned Cornish accent. He told us there was a dance on that
night and that he had seven daughters who would be there. I’m not sure of the total population of the Island but I
would guess about eight hundred to a thousand. Having little else to do I stayed talking to the Policeman for quite a
long time. He told me our visit was to start depopulating the island, when I asked why he told me that, because of a
genetic problem very few males were born making the population very one sided. What he didn’t tell me was that
there was also another genetic throw back, which became obvious at the dance elater on.
Most families seem to around 10 or 12 females with the odd boy thrown in. As the policeman introduced me to his
daughters that other problem became apparent. A couple were black, another couple coffee coloured and he rest
white. Every family on the island was the same. I can’t say I dwelt on it at the time because we had a great night at
the dance and I got back to the ship around midnight. Early next morning our new passengers were ferried out and
we set sail for Cape Town. Jt was later I discovered to my horror that these poor girls were being taken to South
Africa to become servants. Why the British Government agreed to such a scheme I cannot imagine. When we
arrived at Cape Town trucks arrived to take the girls away. I have no idea what happened to them but I’m sure you
can imagine. Families would be split up by colour and probably never allowed to see each other again.
Upon reaching London most of the deck crew agreed to sign on again so eventually we arrived at St Helena again.
This time no one was allowed ashore - too many pregnancies from the last visit we were told. Again we loaded
around 150 females and took them to the Cape. I believe they were the last ones taken but it still means 300 young
girls nearly all related in some way were put on the market where coloured is coloured and white is white. Even now
I shudder to think what happened to them all.
St Helena is in the South Atlantic and of course close to South Africa but you would think under the peculiar
circumstances they could have been sent to the UK where whatever else might have happened they would have been
allowed to mix with each other. Not one of Britain’s finer moments.

Just a Tip of the Iceberg.

The Australian Navy has destroyed nearly a tonne of heroin worth almost
$300 million over recent days during operations in the Middle East. Australia is part of a United States led coalition
fighting drug smuggling and weapons trafficking in the region. HMAS Ballarat joined Operation MANITOU last
month and has been targeting suspicious boats in the Arabian Sea. Crew members boarded two fishing vessels, on
December 21 and December 23. They seized 165 kilograms of heroin during the first operation and 766 kg during
the second raid. The narcotics were dumped at sea.”By keeping these illegal narcotics out of the hands of those that
exploit others, we improve the lives of those in the region,” Commander Paul Johnson said. The Anzac class frigate
joined the 32 nation effort in November and these are the first seizures made by the crew. This operation will impact
on the flow of narcotics around the world and the use of drug money to fund extremist organisations, since joining
Operation MANITOU in 2014, the Australian Navy has seized 7 tonnes of heroin and 38 tonnes of cannabis worth
more than $5 billion.”
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Terry was having trouble in school. His teacher was always yelling at him, “You’re driving me crazy, Terry,
can’t you learn anything!!? One day Terry’s mother came to school to check on how he was doing. The teacher told
her honestly, that her son was simply a disaster, getting very low marks, and that she had never seen such a stupid
boy in her entire teaching career.
The mum was so shocked at the feedback that she withdrew her son from school and moved out of NSW, relocating
to Queensland. Twenty five years later, the teacher was diagnosed with an almost incurable cardiac disease. All the
doctors strongly advised her to have open heart surgery, which only one surgeon at the
Prince Charles Hospital in Brisbane could perform. Left with no other options, the
teacher decided to have the operation, which was remarkably successful.
When she opened her eyes after the surgery she saw a slightly familiar young doctor
smiling down at her. She wanted to thank him, but could not talk. Her face started to turn
blue, she raised her hand, trying to tell him something but quickly died.
The doctor was shocked, wondering what went wrong so suddenly. Then he turned
around and saw a janitor, who had accidentally unplugged the life-support equipment in
order to connect his vacuum cleaner. If you thought Terry the janitor had become a heart
surgeon, there is a high likelihood that you believe in the tooth fairy....

I was walking home last night and decided to take a
short cut through the old cemetery, three girls walked
up to me and explained that they were scared to walk
past the cemetery at night, so I agreed to let them walk
along with me. I told them “I understand! and used to
get freaked out too when I was alive.”

The mother-in-law arrives home from shopping to
find her son-in-law, Paddy in a steaming rage and
hurriedly packing his suitcase.
“What happened Paddy?” she asks anxiously. “What
happened?” “I’ll tell you what happened! I sent an
email to my wife telling her I was coming home today
from my fishing trip. I get home and guess what I
found? Your daughter, my wife, Jean, naked with Joe
Murphy in our marital bed! This is unforgivable! The
end of our marriage. I’m done. I’m leaving forever!”
“Ah now, calm down, calm down Paddy!” says his
mother-in-law.

I have never seen anyone run so fast…………..

“There is something very odd going on here. Jean
would never do such a thing! There must be a simple
explanation. I’ll go speak to her immediately and find
out what happened”.

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

$8 00 each
$5.00 each
$22.00 each
$15.00 each
$17.00 each
$50.00 each
$20.00 each

Moments later, the mother-inlaw comes back with a big
smile. “Paddy, there, I told you
it
must
be
a
simple
explanation............. she never
got your email!”

Special
Medium Club Shirt in very good con’d $20
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Honorary Secretary, Narelle Standen
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President, Brian Hunt BEM JP
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Ph: (07) 5513-0178
Email: brian.hunt8@bigpond.com

Twin Towns RSL
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