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Anchors Aweigh
A Word from the Committee
At the last meeting, after quite a lengthy discussion re the Halyards on the Monument poles, it was decided that a
couple of us would inspect them and make a decision, as the Supplier Palmer Flags suggested they would last a
couple of years. It was decided by Graham Moon, Bob Wylie, Peter Ellem and myself that they needed replacing
next year and also that the rope used should be able to be Spliced.
Rub a Dub Pub - It was with much trepidation
that the morning of the pub social at the Chinderah
Tavern on the Tweed River came as we only had
13 starters, but being that all the stalwarts had
nominated to attend it had to go ahead. Then we
were sorely tested as Graham Stevenson was
admitted in to hospital in the early hours of the
morning, which meant his loving wife was also
unable to attend. I was also notified that Bob
Wylie was in Murwillumbah hospital with a nonstop bleeding ear from skin cancer surgery the day
before. Then two didn't turn up, which brought the
total to only nine attendees. Despite this we all
enjoyed the chat and lamp swinging and the tucker
was excellent. It was evident that the BBQ’s were
the way to go.
The only other time we were able to get together, was the coach trip organised by our local RSL from Tweed
Heads to the Maritime Museum in Brisbane, six of our members attended, despite all of us having been to the
museum before. As it was a steep climb back to the coach which was too big to turn at the museum, a few of us
made a pit stop at the rub a dub dub, half way. Quite remarkably the coach captain was a lady and very capable as
well, we stopped at the Greenbank RSL on the way home for lunch, which was very welcome as we had set sail at
8am. On thanking the lady driver on her prowess with a 57 seater coach, she admitted that there were a few
occasions when passengers had to be persuaded to board.
From the Almoners desk - I would report that Mike Taylor was taken to the Tweed hospital by ambulance after
his foot slipped off the brake on to the accelerator and he hit three parked cars, after being discharged and taken
home by Brenda, he was then unable to stand the pain and was re-readmitted by ambulance once again at 3am in
the morning, where a proper diagnosis was made of a broken back. He is now in rehab and looking at 3 months
minimum. We have been in close contact with Brenda and have been able to give her advice and support, Mike on
the other hand is doing it tough, with a very uncomfortable back brace and not enjoying the tucker.
Graeme Stevenson has also been in the Tweed Hospital with severe stomach pains, doubly made more distressing
because of his advanced Parkinson, Graeme is now home and recovering well. He did intimate he was sorry to
have missed the Bush Pub Bash
Len Malcomson (89 years) is now in a retirement home in Currumbin, quite comfortable, but recovering slowly
from extremely swollen legs, his son Grant has taken in to him his favourite arm chair with all the bells and
whistles on it to make him even more comfortable. Anyone wishing to visit Len he is in the Galleon Gardens, Galleon
Way, Currumbin, room 31.

I would mention the AGM on the 21st of August at 11am, as usual we will be adjourning to the Dolphin Hotel
for fellowship and some snacks at the conclusion, all the Committee are standing again so members don't have to
worry about being landed with a job, Ron Kerr has stood down as Returning Officer and Terry Docker will be
taking his place. I would also mention there are a few lads whose Membership Fees are overdue.
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In Loving Memory of
Jean Margaret Burrow
22 June 1935 - 20 July 2019
Editor:- Below is the loving eulogy given by Allan Burrow at his wife's
funeral. Many Vindi lads will have known this lovely, ever smiling
lady. My heart goes out to this special family.
“Firstly, I have to say that I am amazed, no gobsmacked at how many
of you have turned up to farewell Jean and pay your respects. I had no
idea just how many people she knew well enough to attend today and
I thank you for being here. I know that when it’s my turn, there will be
me over there, the kids out front and the undertaker up the back!!!
I have no doubt that most of you have been to a funeral in the old
days. You know, where there was a mournful attitude with wailing,
lamentations and beating of chests. All sack cloth and ashes. Well, this
occasion isn’t going to be like that if I can help it, and anyway Jean
forbade it. As you would know Jean was always a positive and happy
person and her wish was for us to keep this occasion a positive one –
easy to say, not easy to do, but I will do my best. This service today
was arranged by Jean and I and Jean decided on the music and what
was to occur and my input was to follow her orders. Does that sound
familiar to you blokes.
I am going to attempt to keep this speech as light as I can,
mainly for my benefit so that I don’t end up in a heap up here
and if there’s anything that I say that sounds disrespectful to
Jean, it will not be so. It’s seems odd for me to be standing here and Jean laying over there, especially as over the years the
number of times she threatened to kill me for some misdeed or other that I had apparently committed and knew nothing about!
In today’s parlance we are not attending a funeral, we are celebrating someone’s life and I have no argument with that. This
service will not be a religious one because neither Jean nor I are religious and it has not been a great part of our lives, mainly I
think because in all my years I have yet to see some physical, or even metaphysical evidence that HE or SHE, that’s for the benefit
of the Politically Correct here today, actually exists, and if he does, in my humble opinion he’s all mouth and no action, he doesn’t
deliver, much like our politicians. Full of promises but does little to back it up. So, much to everyone’s relief you won’t be asked to
sing any hymns today.
Jean and I were married for 60 years, 7 months, 2 weeks and 6 days. How she survived it for all that time I have no idea, but
somehow, I bluffed my way through. We had our ups and downs of course but for most of that time we got along fine.
Occasionally though the sand fell through the cracks and every time it did I was unable to fathom the female logic as to where I’d
gone wrong - again! Despite that Jean still put up with me for all those years and most of the time I was able to bluff her – I think!
Jean was a great wife, mum and nan, and even, I might add, a decent mother-in-law too, but I guess you’d have to check that out
with my favourite daughter-in-law! As Jean saw it, and me too, family comes first but as the old adage goes – you have a choice
when picking friends, with family it’s a whole lot different. I can see from here that Jean was able to make some good choices
picking her friends.
As many of you would know I was diagnosed with prostate cancer back in 2009 and it was a massive shock and a
steep learning curve for me and Jean and I got to thinking that I must get my house in order before the day so that
Jean will be OK and I got a bit smug I suppose thinking that I
would be gone first, because I believe that no man should leave
this mortal coil before their kids or their spouse. How wrong
can one be! I was devastated when the doctor told us in
December 2017 that Jean had level 3 ovarian cancer and it didn’t
get any better when three different types of chemo proved
ineffective and the oncologists just gave up on her. I’m sure that
some of you have experienced this kind of thing yourselves, so
you know what we’ve been through.
Our life was taken up with visits to hospitals and clinics and the
like and although Jean was very ill, she was able to present a
positive and pleasant demeanour to everyone. When she became
too weak and tired to cope the poor girl had to rely on me as her
carer, a bloke who only knows two types of jobs, blue jobs and
pink jobs and the pink ones were a complete mystery to me.
Cooking – useless, cleaning – next to useless, gardening – don’t
go there eh. How she stuck it out still leaves me bewildered!”
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Jean Burrow’s funeral went off very well with an over gathering requiring more seating as
reported by SEQ member Al Glasson. “Gladys and I also Vindi lad Brian & Jean Chaplin from
Harrington, attended Jean Burrow’s funeral at Penrith, I have never seen such a crowd actually they
had to bring in more chairs, and everybody said the same thing, she always had a big smile on her
face, and would be much missed by Allan and his family, she was such a lovely person. I’m sure there
was not a dry eye at this service.”
Jean had been unwell for some time with Allan advising all in the family and friends of update reports of treatment
and progression.

Mardi Gras
A keel-laying ceremony was held on June 18 for Carnival Cruise Line's Mardi Gras at the Meyer Turku shipyard in
Turku, Finland. The cruise ship is scheduled to enter service in August 2020.
The 1,130-foot, 180,000 gross ton Mardi Gras will be the first cruise ship in North America to be powered by LNG,
part of Carnival Corporation's "green cruising" platform. Mardi Gras will have capacity for 5,200 passengers and
will offer a variety of new features including BOLT, the first roller coaster at sea; the first seagoing restaurant by
legendary chef Emeril Lagasse; and six themed zones with a range of culinary, beverage and activity choices. At the
heart of the ship there is Grand Central, a large open three-deck space for entertainment and relaxing. A special
feature of Grand Central is its floor-to-ceiling glass front.
Mardi Gras is set to debut in Europe on August 31, 2020, then reposition to New York for a series of voyages before
shifting to Port Canaveral, Florida, for year-round Caribbean departures.
The building program for Mardi Gras is taking advantage of some of Meyer Turku’s 200 million euro upgrade
program. The steel halls at the shipyard are going through a major rebuilding with new machines and new ITsystems and building processes.

NAVY NEWS
Royal Australian Navy's Longest Serving Ship Decommissioned
HMAS SUCCESS, the longest serving ship in the Royal Australian Navy’s Fleet, was decommissioned at her
homeport at Sydney’s Garden Island in early July. HMAS SUCCESS - dubbed the “Battle Tanker” - has been
operational for 33 years, sailing more than a million nautical miles and completing nearly 3,500 replenishments
around the world.
The 157-meter Durance Class Replenishment Oiler was the last major vessel built at Cockatoo Island in Sydney and
was the biggest ship in Navy’s Fleet at the time she was commissioned in 1986. HMAS SUCCESS earned battle
honors for her service during the Gulf War in 1991 and East Timor in 1999, and also participated in a record 11 Rim
of the Pacific (RIMPAC) exercises and the search for the missing Malaysian Airlines Flight MH370.
Despite her age Success maintained a high tempo right to the end deploying twice since May last year and returning
from a four month overseas deployment just weeks before her service life came to an end. HMAS SUCCESS will
now make way for new replenishment ship NUSHIP Supply (II), which was launched in Spain.

3

HIS DAD’S MEDALS
Michael Fitzsimons proudly wore his father’s medals on every occasion he could, in fact he never missed an
official function whilst a member. After the service of his passing, the family asked our association if we would like
his fathers medals, to which of course we answered in the affirmative, the medal display case we have displayed at
every meeting since and will continue to do so, it is also kept at all other times in a brief case so that any daylight
cannot dim the writing on the discharge papers and make them illegible,
The medals from left to right are. 1939-45 Star, Pacific Star, War Medal 1939-45, Australian Service Medal, US
Pacific War Zone, US Merchant Marine 1941-45. The notation on the right reads:- “The family of our late member
Michael Fitzsimons have donated these medals that were awarded to his deceased Father. He served in the
Australian Merchant Navy as well as the American Merchant Marine during WW2.”
The two paper discharges are from the same vessel SS Talune 1498 tons in 1955 and 1956, both in Sydney and he
was enlisted as an engine donkey man/greaser.
At our suggestion and the family have agreed that should our association ever fold the medals would be donated to
the Maritime Museum at Ballina.

Five Japanese whaling ships are preparing to sail on Japan’s first commercial whaling hunt in more than 30
years. The nation will resume commercial whaling on July 1 after announcing last year that it was leaving the
International Whaling Commission. The hunt will be confined to Japan’s exclusive economic zone. Reuters reports
that only about 300 people around Japan are directly connected to whaling, and the annual supply of whale – about
5,000 tonnes – amounts to roughly 40-50 grams per Japanese person a year.
The news has met with opposition in Australia. Environmentalist Dr. Bob Brown says Prime Minister Scott
Morrison, representing all Australians should condemn Japan’s move. Scott Morrison should not squib telling Prime
Minister Shinzo Abe of Australia’s abhorrence of the whale slaughter in the north Pacific.
With Japanese whale consumption reportedly down from 200,000 tonnes per annum a few decades ago to just 5,000
tonnes last year, Morrison should encourage Abe to put an end to this lingering horror show, just as Australian Prime
Minister Malcolm Fraser put an end to it in Australia in 1978,”
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Editor:- As an aside to the previous story relating to Michael Fitzsimons father’s medals the ship SS Talune was
mentioned which inclined me to do some research. This led me to a previous ship named SS Talune, built in 1890
and scuttled in 1925.
On 7th November 1918, the SS Talune arrived at
Apia in Western Samoa, on one of its regular Pacific
voyages from Auckland, New Zealand, successively
calling at ports in Fiji, Samoa, Tonga, Nauru and then
Fiji again before returning to Auckland.
At that time the Western Samoan islands were
administered by New Zealand, which had seized them
from Germany at the start of the First World War in
1914. The United States of America controlled the
Eastern islands.
At the time of the SS Talune's departure from
Auckland, pandemic influenza was spreading rapidly
in New Zealand, resulting in many fatalities. Before
leaving Auckland two crewmen had reported sick and
were sent ashore, but by the time Talune reached
Suva in Fiji on 4th November several more crewmen had influenza.
As none of the local passengers was stricken, they were allowed ashore and the cargo unloaded while the ship
remained in quarantine alongside the wharf, the Port Health officer having heard reports of the severe epidemic in
New Zealand. As was the custom of the time, about 90 Fijian labourers were taken on board to work the cargo as the
ship proceeded on its planned voyage. By the time the SS Talune reached Apia in Samoa on 7th November, most of
the Fijian labourers were ill.
The ship's quarantine at Suva was apparently not mentioned on arrival in Apia and the acting Port Health officer at
Apia was not aware of the epidemic in Auckland. After what seems to have been a somewhat cursory examination
the ship was granted pratique and passengers allowed to disembark. The SS Talune's captain told the medical officer,
Doctor Atkinson, that nothing was serious, but that one old reverend told me he had been sick back in Auckland, but
he seems fine now. Two Samoan kids, Tau and Faleolo, had headaches yesterday but are up and around again today.
The doctor questioned the pastor and two boys as they went by but no one complained of being ill. Two hours later
the yellow flag was lowered. The SS Talune had a clean bill of health."
By 31st December, at least 7,542 Samoan people had died from the virulent influenza, and deaths from influenza
continued into 1919. A commission of enquiry calculated a final death toll of about 8,500, about 22% of the whole
population of Western Samoa. While the impact of the pandemic was undoubtedly amplified by the Samoan cultural
response to illness, which requires the fono (family) to gather around a sick person, the New Zealand administrative
response to the pandemic was certainly at least inept. Much more could have been done to reduce the impact on the
population, such as prohibiting travel within and between islands.
The original decision to allow the SS Talune's passengers to land, along with other events during New Zealand's
administration of Samoa, was the subject of an apology from the New Zealand Government delivered at a state
luncheon in Apia in June 2002.
The impact on Western Samoa was particularly poignant in view of the success of the American authorities in
preventing pandemic influenza from gaining a foothold in islands under their administration (even though these were
only about 60 kilometres (37 mi) from the New Zealand-administered islands. Without orders from his government
(but based on what he learned from a radio news service) the governor of American Samoa, Navy Commander John
Poyer, instituted a rigorous quarantine policy. When he heard of the outbreak on Western Samoa, he banned travel to
or from the neighbouring islands. Poyer persuaded the island's natives to mount a shore patrol to prevent illegal
landings. People who disembarked from ships sailing from the American mainland were kept under house arrest for
a specified period or examined daily. Aspects of the quarantine continued into mid-1920, a year after Poyer departed
to the sound of a 17-gun salute. There were no influenza deaths on American Samoa.
The SS Talune went on from Apia to Tonga (calling at Neiafu, Vava'u, Ha'Apai) and to Nuku'Alofa in Tongatapu,
where it arrived on 12th November 1918. Within a few days of the Talune's arrival, the disease had spread with
heavy loss of life; estimates vary between 1,800 and 2,000 died, or about 8% to 10% of the Tongan population. After
Tongatapu the Talune sailed for Nauru, where once again the first cases of influenza appeared ashore within a few
days of her departure.
Survivors blamed the New Zealand Administrator, Lieutenant-Colonel Robert Logan, for failing to quarantine
Talune and for rejecting an offer of medical assistance from American Samoa. A Royal Commission called to
enquire into the allegations found evidence of administrative neglect and poor judgement. The influenza pandemic
had a significant impact on New Zealand's administration of Samoa. Many older matai died, making way for new
leaders more familiar with European ways. For survivors, the incident was seared into memory. It became the
foundation upon which other grievances against the New Zealand administration would be built.
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How many Cruise Ships
in the World

Tankers must cool decks
during Panama Canal transits

Total worldwide ocean cruise capacity at the end of
2018 was 537,000 passengers and 314 ships.
Annualized total passengers carried worldwide was
26.0 million (a 3.3% increase over 2017).
Evidently, people liked the big ships, because the
average ship size keeps getting larger and larger. As
you can see from the chart below, the average ship size
in this latest decade is 134,000 gross tons. This is over
4x the size of the average cruise ship in the 80’s!.

Tankers have been issued with new deck-cooling orders
by the Panama Canal Authority (ACP).
The directive applies from April 2019 and involves all
crude, product and chemical tankers carrying cargoes
with flashpoints of less than 18 degrees. In a note to
members, BIMCO said the move was being made to
ensure the safety of canal operations, as well as to
reduce disruptions in transit scheduling.
Main decks must be cooled by a sprinkler system, or
any other means available during transit. This will
prevent automatic activation of release relief valves
during transit. The cooling must be carried out between
1000 and 1600 hours while the vessel is underway at
Gatun Lake or Gaillard Cut, or at anchor in canal
waters; but it should be stopped while a vessel is going
through locks.

World’s Largest Containership
The world’s largest containership was delivered to the
Swiss Mediterranean Shipping Company (MSC) from
South Korea in early July 2019.
Samsung Heavy Industries said that the unit is the first
from a batch of six 23,000 TEU-class vessels ordered
by MSC in September 2017. The company has another
five such ships on order at Daewoo Shipbuilding and
Marine Engineering (DSME).

What is a Bight

Named MSC Gulsun, the 400 meter long containership
was delivered three weeks ahead of schedule, according
to Samsung Heavy.

A bight is a long, gradual bend or recess in the
shoreline that forms a large, open bay. Bights are
shallow and may pose hazards to navigation, so their
depths, in addition to any submerged features like sand
bars and rock formations, are clearly marked on
nautical charts.

With a width of 61.5 meters and a height of 33.2
meters, the unit can carry 23,756 20ft containers and
represents the largest vessel built for the container
shipping industry to date.

A number of bights can be found on both the U.S. West
and East Coasts. The Southern California Bight, for
example, is the curved coastline between Point
Conception and San Diego, and encompasses the
Channel Islands.

The Largest Tanker

The New York Bight refers to the coastal area between
Long Island and the New Jersey coast. It is part of a
larger geographical area called the Middle Atlantic (or
Mid-Atlantic) Bight, which extends from Cape
Hatteras, North Carolina, north to Cape Cod,
Massachusetts.

This supertanker had many names, starting with
Seawise Giant when it was constructed back in the year
1979 by Sumitomo Heavy Industries Ltd in Japan.
Fully loaded, her displacement was 657,019 tonnes and
458.45 metres (1,504.10ft) long, placed on end she
would have been 50 feet taller than the Empire State
Building and with a crew of only 40.

One of the world's largest bights is the Great Australian
Bight on the continent's southern coast.

This vessel was also known as Oppama, Knock Nevis,
Jahre Viking and more……

In knot tying, a bight is a curved
section or slack part between the
two ends of a rope, string, or
yarn. A knot that can be tied
using only the bight of a rope,
without access to the ends, is
described as in the bight.

It was named Happy Giant, during Iran-Iraq war when
it got damaged in a missile attack. It almost sank but it
was salvaged and repaired by the company.
Later in 2008-09, when it was sold to the Indian ship
breakers for demolition, it was renamed as Mont for her
final journey. History still remembers this as the
biggest oil tanker ship ever constructed.
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U.S. Navy's Plans for Unmanned 'Ghost Fleet'
Remains Shrouded in Secrecy
As the U.S. Navy advances plans for a 10ship "ghost fleet" leaders are assessing
how much decision-making power to give
large unmanned vessels that can operate
without any humans aboard. The Navy
wants $400 million in fiscal 2020 to build
two large unmanned surface vessels.
Budget documents show service leaders
plan to request $2.7 billion to build 10 of
the ships over the next five years.
But with the programs still largely in the
research and development phase, the plans
raise questions about what the Navy is
actually planning to buy, and how those ships would function in the real world. Not only is it unclear exactly what
these future unmanned ships will look like, but also what capabilities they'll have.
Doing research and development and figuring out exactly the capabilities that we need, it's critical, James Geurts, the
U.S. Navy's assistant secretary for research, development and acquisition, recently told lawmakers. The real R&D is
in a lot of the guts: the autonomy, the decision-making, how are we going to control it, how are we going to do those
things? The service has completed the first phase of testing on its large unmanned surface vessel, Geurts said, but
much about those plans is shrouded in secrecy. Earlier this year, the U.S. Navy's 132-foot-long medium-unmanned
vessel named Sea Hunter sailed from California to Hawaii and back again, mostly without anyone aboard. Officials
declined to talk to about the transit, citing operational security while it's in development.
Rear Admiral Randy Crites, deputy assistant secretary of the Navy for budget, told reporters that the large unmanned
surface vessels will serve as both a sensor and a shooter and since they're smaller than conventional ships, he added,
the 200- to 300-foot vessels should be cheaper to produce and operate.
The U.S. Navy's budget also requests funding for dozens of underwater drone vehicles and unmanned aircraft. Navy
leaders are pushing funding for projects like the Sea Hunter as it faces new threats at sea from more sophisticated
adversaries. The service's 2020 budget request has some in Congress questioning the decision to push an aircraft
carrier into retirement early, but leaders say it's essential to use the savings the ship's retirement would provide on
newer cutting-edge technology, such as a self-driving ghost fleet.
That led to some tough choices, Geurts told lawmakers. One of those is to retire that ship early in favour of looking
at other technologies, other larger cost-imposing strategies. The Navy's future aircraft carriers will include a mix of
manned and unmanned aircraft and boats that can operate on the surface or underwater as the service prepares to
counter more high-tech threats at sea, leaders have said.
Geurts said he expects to see the development of large unmanned vessels pick up quickly over the next year. It's less
about the ship design, because you could make a lot of different ship designs autonomous, he told reporters. The
capabilities you would put on there could be fairly flexible and fairly mobile, so our real emphasis, and where I think
you're going to see an acceleration versus a traditional shipbuilding program, is you're going to focus more on the
autonomy technology -- the capabilities you want to strap onto the ship and less about the ship hull form. The Navy
is proving its ability to sail unmanned vessels with the Sea Hunter transit, Geurts said.

MOL and Karpowership Collaborate on
Floating LNG Power Plants
Japan's Mitsui O.S.K. Lines (MOL) and Turkey's Karpower
International have agreed to collaborate on a LNG-to-Powership
business providing floating LNG power plants globally. The partners
will operate under the brand name KARMOL. The Powership®
receives re-gasified LNG through a floating LNG storage and
regasification unit (FSRU) to provide electricity to shore grids and
facilities where base load electricity or replacements of fuel mode are required to meet the environmental concerns.
The companies are drawing on MOL’s expertise in LNG carrier and floating storage and FSRU construction and
Karpowership’s Powership business. Karpowership began production of its first Powership in 2007. Currently,
Karpowership owns and operates 20 Powerships in countries such as Indonesia, Ghana, Mozambique, Gambia,
Sierra Leone and Lebanon. The companies have already started converting an existing LNG carrier into an FSRU to
provide re-gasified LNG to a Powership.
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The Storm
By Jerry Purvis Merchant Seaman Vindi Boy 1947
The story starts:- I sailed on the cargo ship MV Cape Hawk to
Canada Vancouver as an ordinary seaman, unfortunately I was
hospitalized on arrival with apses in the throat where I underwent
surgery, that laid me up for about eight weeks, could not seem to get
rid of the infection, in the end doctors gave me penicillin injection, it
was early day for antibiotics then and I was the Guinea pig , but they
worked thank goodness. Of course missed my ship, it had sailed
without me, I know the best four letter word in the English language
beginning with F, it is free but it certainly was not that
Now I was stranded which lasted another ten weeks, but it turned out
not so bad I had made a friend while in hospital he said I was
welcome to stay with him if I missed my ship, he interested me with
his life style where he lived in central Canada. I took up his offer and
was that an experience, but that’s another story! Finally I got a
Telegram stating there was ship for me MV Wainright at the Grain
Terminal Vancouver please board at once. With all systems go it
took me a day and half to get there from central Canada costing every penny to my name, and thankfully she was
still at the Grain Terminal where I boarded, I had only got there just in time as she sailed the next morning.
This is an experience that I could have done without at the time. But if it had to happen there never have been a story
to tell. In 1950 I was a twenty-year-old ordinary seaman working on the cargo ship MV Wainright, we had just
passed through the Panama Canal with a cargo of mostly grain from Canada, then on to make a stop at a Dutch
island off the top of South America in the Caribbean, Curacao was once a haven for the pirate, Henry Morgan. We
were there to pick up three passengers, not that we were a passenger ship by any means, but could accommodate a
small party.
While in port, the master of the ship had been warned of a massive hurricane in the area and advised to stay in port
for a few days; advice we later found he had ignored. Just two days out from Curacao into the mid-Atlantic, the
hurricane was suddenly upon us. The master of the ship’s idea to manoeuvre around it was now history.
For five days gigantic seas broke over the ship giving us an unmerciful pounding. Our crews quarters at the stern of
the ship were awash with about ten centimetres of water, sloshing about as the ship heaved, pitched and rolled on the
back of the angry liquid monster. The view through our only porthole in the cabin looked as though we were under
the waved more than above, with the green mass covering the glass most of the time.
To get from the stern of the ship to midship was a challenging task carried out by crew members any number of
times of day and night, mostly at the change of watch when the quartermaster allocated a crew member to steer the
ship, or to get food from the galley.
The bosun, indeed an old sea dog, must have had a pre-sense of the impending storm or knew something the rest of
us didn’t know. While the ship was still in calm tropical waters, he had the crew set up ‘make fast and draw tight’ a
thick steel cable along the deck at waist high between the centre and rear section of the ship’s structure, a distance of
some fifteen meters. This proved to be a wise move, soon to take the cynical smiles from those faces of a few crews
who thought he was just an old fart, too old for the job. His wisdom more than likely saved their lives and possibly
mine.
At the pitch of the storm, this cable proved invaluable. It was the only way to move between the two points, which
involved a manoeuvre of strapping oneself to a rope harness attached to a steel cable with a large shackle. Holding
the shackle with both hands, we waited for the right moment for the ship to rise up between the high seas then
breaking over the side of the ship and over decks. That’s when we ran like mad sliding the shackle along the cable
before the ship dropped down again into the trough of a wave leaving you light and airborne for that moment. As
another wave broke over the ship covering you with a devastating force of white water thumping you to your knees
on the iron deck as the ship rises again. (Oh yes, great f***ing fun like hell).
There was about a fifty-fifty chance of getting to the other end without a complete dunking if it were not for the
cable a few of us no doubt would have been washed over the side with a slim chance of rescue.
The fourth day into this tormented nightmare, I was on the bridge in the wheelhouse; it was my watch and my trick
at the wheel helm steering the ship on a gyrocompass course given by the officer of the bridge on watch. The
compass course given came with the instruction to keep the ships bow head-on into those massive oncoming waves
twenty to forty feet high continuously breaking over the bows as the ship ploughed head-on into them. That
afternoon, the force and power of those seas had gained strength making the ship groan and shudder under the
constant bombardment. Her cries became louder and more frequent.
At first, it looked like a mountain coming towards us, a wall of grey-green water approaching way beyond anything
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seen before. Looking up at it, it must have been some
sixty-feet in height. I heard the officer say, “That’s a
big bastard. That’ll make her shudder. Shit, what’s that
behind?” He cried.

ship that no longer was there. “Shit, f***ing shit! Are
you alright, Laddie?” ‘Yeah, I think so – just bloody
cold and wet with that wind blasting in – but I’m okay.”
“Will you be alright there on the wheel for a while?”
“Yeah, I’ll be fine.” “Good man,” he said. “Where’s the
third mate?” “I don’t know. I think he went along with
the bridge.” His head turned sharply as though shocked,
and looking at me skipper yelled, “Bloody hell!”

I could see it then as well. Sitting on the back of that
wave was another at least thirty feet higher. My knees
went weak with the realisation there had to be at least
ninety feet of turbulent water about to descend on the
ship. Using all the strength in me and maybe a bit more
from somewhere, I held onto the spokes of that ships
wheel as though I had been welded to it. Our brave
ships bow rose in an attempt to climb that mountain,
but in vain, her bows disappeared into that grey wall of
boiling ocean. For one second I saw thousands of tons
of water about to crash down upon us, then I felt a
violent jarring which almost shook me from my grip on
the wheel. The screaming noise of tearing metal and the
crashing of water above us, I knew our ship was
hurting. All was green with enormous pressure, a
crushing feeling, swaying and lifting me up giving me a
floating sensation as the water covered me as that
mountain rolled over the ship. My lungs were at
bursting, and I told myself to hang on, Jerry.

Just then the first mate burst in and was brought to an
abrupt stop at the gaping hole that confronted him. He
too yelled in panic, “What a f***ing mess! She can’t
take much more of this.” The skipper still stunned gave
the first mate a dirty look. “Pull yourself together man!”
He then called on the intercom to the engine room only
to be informed they were flooded. “We have the pumps
going, and engines running efficiently.” The second
officer then appeared. The skipper designated him to
stay with me in the wheelhouse. Skipper and first mate
left together to inspect any further damage to the ship.
It was the combination of swallowing a quantity of salt
water and being freezing cold and wet, I felt very sick
and utterly fatigued. I wanted to sit down, but that was
impossible with the ship lurching around. It wasn’t
helped by the second mate saying things like, “If we get
water in the holds, the grain cargo will swell and split
her hull and would roll over.” He was really shit scared
and showed it. The careless talk did not help our
situation.

Suddenly bang, my legs hit the hard steel deck as the
ship lifted itself through the seawater like a submarine;
the water was gone spilling and rushing away in every
direction out of the wheelhouse, very nearly dragging
me with it. I was on my knees still clinging to the ship’s
wheel, soaking wet, choking, gasping for air. I
clambered to my feet not daring to let go of the ship’s
wheel for this was my safety link. I could hear the
engines turning over with that steady boom-boomboom, and I knew she was still underway. The sound
was music to my ears hearing those donkeys turning.
Nobody was ever quite sure how those engines kept
turning with about half a meter of water in the engine
room slopping over them as the ship rolled and pitched
in that storm.

Some twenty minutes later, the seas ahead appeared
calmer. Yes, there was less height to the waves, the
wind had lost its strength, and waved were no longer
breaking over the bow. It had definitely calmed down.
Within forty minutes the big seas and blasting wind
were gone almost to a flat sea as though like magic. It
had begun in the same way and left a big sting in its
tail. If the immense rogue wave had come at the
beginning of the storm instead of the end, there is no
doubt the ship would have sunk and entered the annals
of another mysterious disappearance. We imagined the
headline: MV Wainright Cargo ship vanished with all
hands in the Bermuda Triangle!

Looking around, it was a frightening sight; the
starboard wing of the bridge had disappeared entirely
leaving just space, a gaping hole where it had once been
joined. Looking down, all I could see was angry grey
sea pounding away throwing up spray with a gale force
wind that was now blowing in.

The damage to the ship was not as bad first thought.
The wing of the bridge had smashed back entangling it
with a lifeboat situated directly behind which caused
extensive damage. Also found in the entanglement in
the lifeboat was the third officer who we feared had
been lost over the side. Somehow he had miraculously
been thrown into the lifeboats still alive but
unconscious suffering lacerations to his body and with
seemingly broken ankles and ribs.

The bridge officer of the watch was missing, I could not
see him anywhere. The thought of him being swept
away into that boiling sea along with part of the bridge,
plus not knowing what had happened to the rest of the
ship made me a bit shaky and nervous. Feeling cold and
soaking wet and suddenly being on my own in the
wheelhouse really started to give me the shakes and
shivers. All I knew was that I had to keep her head-on
into the raging seas.

Twenty-four hours later in the sick bay lying on the
bed, he looked reasonably well considering his lucky
escape. His legs and most of his body were heavily
bandaged thanks to the Chief Steward with his limited
medical knowledge. How lucky can a man be! It was
not his time to go. He had been the only one injured
during the storm except for a few cuts and bruises, but
not so for our three passengers who were utterly
hysterical during the sea mountain storm. They swore
never to set foot on a ship again, it was the most
terrifying experience of their life believing they were
about to die.

I began to feel a little more comfortable with the
realisation the ship was still responding to the helm as I
brought her back on course. Then, a few minutes later, a
time that had seemed an eternity, the door opened
behind me. Rushing in was the skipper. I turned to look
at him, my first words were, “Am I glad to see you,
sir.” “And you too, Laddie.” He grabbed my arm to
steady himself at the confronting shock, and for a
moment appeared stunned as he looked at the part of his
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Except for the great deal of water in the engine room
and crew’s quarters easily removed with pumps, the
ship remained seaworthy, and those donkeys were
music to my ears as they pounded away turning that big
screw taking us back across the Atlantic to England
where I was more than glad to leave the ship behind. It
was then I said, ‘There must be a better way to earn a
living?’
It was an unforgettable six-months of my life, and I
swore I would never go back to sea again…….. But of
course, I did.

Irish shipping industry booming amid Brexit fears
The Irish shipping industry has seen a marked increase in business as companies bypass British ports amid Brexit
fears, the head of Dublin Port has said. Irish ports have been forced to adapt quickly and increase capacity for direct
sailings to continental EU ports as manufacturers increasingly see ports like Dublin and Rosslare as an alternative to
the landbridge. The landbridge is the UK transit route linking Ireland and mainland Europe, and an estimated
150,000 Irish trucks and three million tonnes of goods travel through the UK for export to the EU each year.
Currently, two-and-a-half times more goods move on direct routes from Dublin than via the UK landbridge, and that
number is expected to increase.
We’re starting to see alternatives developing, options over the landbridge as people grow concerned about the issue,
said Eammon O’Reilly, CEO of Dublin Port. We’re starting to see more fast moving consumer goods which in the
past would’ve been guaranteed access to the Irish market through the UK, we’re now seeing a switch, these goods
are coming directly to Dublin from continental Europe.
Those companies who don’t need to use the UK are beginning to avail of those options, and make sure they have
established commercial relationships to be able to move goods no matter what happens with Brexit. The shipping
industry can adapt very quickly, the one thing Brexit is not going to do, it’s not going to increase the number of
goods flowing in and out of Britain. So if there are ships going in and out of Britain that don’t have enough business,
they can easily run in and out of Dublin. The shipping industry can redeploy ships at very short notice to make up
any shortfall, and respond to increase in demand.
The growth in Dublin port has been phenomenal. Over the last six years alone we’ve seen 36% growth, and we
anticipate that demand for direct services between Dublin Port and continental Europe will increase further after
Brexit vote: No-deal scenario ‘likely’ following rejection of May’s Withdrawal Agreement. On Friday March 29, the
original “Brexit day”, the MV Laureline – the second biggest freight ferry to service Dublin – left the capital for the
port of Zeebrugge in Belgium. The third in the fleet from the Luxembourg-based shipping company CLdN to service
Dublin, the addition increases the company’s capacity by 20%, bringing the possible number of sailings to seven a
week.
A spokesman for CLdN said: “We have taken a long-term view on Dublin Port and invested accordingly.” The port
says the addition of the “super ferry” is a vote of confidence in Irish ports amid the Brexit chaos. Intensifying
discussions between Ireland, the UK and the EU on preparing for the impact of a no-deal Brexit are currently under
way.

What killed most sailors in old sea battles. A nasty splinter is what, Cannon balls fired from men o war did not
actually explode (no matter what Hollywood thinks) they just tore through the hull of the ship causing huge splinters
of wood to fly around the decks at high speed, lacerating anyone within range. At close range, a 32-pound ball was
capable of penetrating wood to a depth of 2 feet.. British navel ships of the period were often rotten and
unseaworthy, many of the officers had bought their commissions and had no idea how to sail, fight, or control their
men.
It was necessary to keep a good supply of cannon balls near the cannon on old war ships. But how to prevent them
rolling about the deck was the problem, the storage method devised was to stack them as a square based pyramid,
with one ball on top, resting on four, resting on nine, resting on sixteen. Thus 30 cannon balls could be stacked in a
small area next to the cannon, there was only one problem– how to prevent the bottom layer from sliding/rolling
from under the others. The solution was a metal plate with 16 round indentations, called, for reasons unknown, a
Monkey. But if this plate were made of iron, the iron balls would rust to it ,the solution to the rusting problem was to
Make them of brass—and few land lubbers realize that brass contracts Faster than iron, so in very cold temperatures
the balls would fall off the Monkey, or freeze the balls of a brass monkey.
Hernias caused by manhandling acres of wet canvas were so common that the Navy was forced to issue trusses, to
cap it all there was not a single pay rise for a century.
10

MV Britannia
MV Britannia is a cruise ship of the P&O Cruises fleet. She was built by Fincantieri at its shipyard in Monfalcone,
Italy. At 143,000 GT, Britannia is the largest of seven ships currently in service with P&O Cruises and she is also the
flagship of the fleet, taking the honour from Oriana. She officially entered service on 14 March 2015, and was
named by Queen Elizabeth II. Britannia features a 94 metres (308 ft) Union Flag on her bow, the largest of its kind
in the world.
The name Britannia was announced on 24
September 2013 and has historical importance for
P&O, as there have been two previous ships named
Britannia connected with the company. The first
entered service in 1835 for the General Steam
Navigation Company, which went on to become the
Peninsular Steam Navigation Company. The second,
which entered service in 1887, was one of four ships
ordered by the company to mark the golden jubilee
of both Queen Victoria and P&O itself.
The ceremonial float out of the third Britannia took
place on the afternoon of 14 February 2014, with the
traditional champagne bottle smashed against the
vessel's hull.
Capacity: 3,647 passengers and
crewed by 1,398 officers and crew. Britannia departed the Fincantieri ship yard on 27 February 2015 for
Southampton via Gibraltar. Britannia was officially named on 10 March 2015 by Queen Elizabeth II at the Ocean
Terminal.
On board, Britannia features 13 bars as well as 13 restaurants and cafés. TV chef James Martin developed "The
Cookery Club" on board Britannia. The venue features celebrity chefs/cooks such as Mary Berry, James Tanner,
Antonio Carluccio, Paul Rankin and Pierre Koffman. Eric Lanlard has his own patisserie, Market Café, in the ship's
atrium. He also created an upgraded afternoon tea service in the Epicurean restaurant. Atul Kochhar, of the Michelin
starred Benares restaurant in London, supervises menus in Sindhu (as also seen on fleetmates Ventura and Azura).
Marco Pierre White creates menu items served in the main restaurants on gala nights. The ship has a 936-seat
theatre.
Britannia has a total of 1,837 cabins with 27 of those being single cabins (inside and balcony), in addition to
conventional inside and balcony cabins; 64 of the cabins are designated as suites. For the first time on a P&O
Cruises ship, all outside cabins have balconies. Britannia has four pools including a dedicated pool for teenagers, and
the Oasis Spa.

Moon Landing
20th July 1969
Margaret and Brian, were living in Canberra during this period of time and I have an interesting true account of
happenings back then.
Our daughter Lisa, went to school at the C. of E. Grammar School in Canberra, her dearest best friend at school was
Kristina Ringwood. The Ringwood's lived near us and through the children we became friends, they were a very
nice charming couple to know, Ted and Gun, (pronounced Goon) Gun was from Sweden.
Ted Ringwood was recognized as the world's leading geologist and he had a very exclusive laboratory in Canberra.
After the Moon landing and the return to Earth, Ted was sent to America to examine the Moon rocks and soil etc.
Ted met and had discussions with Neil Armstrong and Buzz. Aldrin. On Ted's return to his Lab in Canberra he
bought back Moon rock and soil for further examination.
When all the completion of examinations etc. was completed, he took his daughter Kristina and our daughter Lisa to
his laboratory and gave them some moon rocks to handle. The highlight of this event was that Ted then placed some
of the Moon dust on the girl's cheeks, these two girls would be the only two girls worldwide to have ever had this
done. The girls were 7 years old then. When Lisa came home, she said she was never going to wash it off, but she
has.
Ted got an autographed photo of both Neil Armstrong and Buzz. Aldrin signed to Kristina from those great men.
Ted was born in 1930 and passed away in 1993 he was only 63 years of age; he was a very brilliant person and a
great bloke to have known.
My brother Graeme David Stevenson's birthday is on the 20th July the same day of the Moon landing.
Brian Stevenson, SEQ Member
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A blonde had just gotten a new sports car and was out
for a drive when she accidentally cut off a truck driver.
He motioned for her to pull over. When she did, he got
out of his truck and pulled a piece of chalk from his
pocket. He drew a circle on the side of the road and
gruffly commanded the blonde ‘stand in that circle and
DON’T MOVE!’.

A 105 year old Women’s Remedies to her
Good Health

He then went to her car and cut up her leather seats.
When he turned around she had a slight grin on her
face, so he said, ‘Oh you think that’s funny? Watch
this!’ He gets a baseball bat out of his truck and breaks
every window in her car. When he turns and looks at
her she has a smile on her face. He is getting really
mad. He gets his knife back out and slices all her tyres.
Now she’s laughing.
For better digestion I drink beer. In the case of
appetite loss I drink white wine. In the case of low
blood pressure, I drink red wine. In the case of high
blood pressure I drink scotch. And when I have a cold
I drink Schnapps.”

The truck driver is really starting to
lose it. He goes back to his Truck and
gets a can of petrol, pours it on her car
and sets it on fire. He turns around and
she is laughing so hard she is about to
fall down. ‘What’s so funny?’ the truck
driver asked the blonde. She replied,
“Every time you weren’t looking, I
stepped outside the circle!”

“Do you ever drink water?” “No, why? I’ve never
been that sick.”

Something to Ponder
It is true that Australia has become a place where news
commentators and athletes think they are comedians,
politicians and professional entertainers and mistaken
for people of importance.

An old gent visited the Doctor for his annual check-up.
“Your hearing has got worse,” said the GP. “So I want
you to cut out smoking, drinking and sex.” “What”,
said the old fella, “just so I can hear better?”

I’ve needed a Doctor
I’ve needed a teacher
I’ve needed a mechanic
I need farmers every day
I have needed an electrician, a
plumber, a house painter and a lot of
other everyday other people. But I
have never, not even once, needed a
pro-athlete, a media-personality or a Hollywoodentertainer for anything……. They are just pretty faces
with their own agenda.

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
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Brian Hunt on 0409 129 405
Preferably Email at:- brian.hunt8@bigpond.com
President, Brian Hunt BEM JP
241/2 Falcon Way
TWEED HEAD SOUTHNSW2486
Ph: 0409 129 405
Email: brian.hunt8@bigpond.com
Honorary Secretary, Narelle Standen
60 Simpson Drive
BILAMBIL HEIGHTS NSW 2486
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Twin Towns RSL
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