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Anchors Aweigh
February Meanderings and a Happier New Year
Well it had to happen, one of our Vindi boys got the Covid flu, the unlucky lad was Brian Ribbans in the UK, you
may remember from previous reporting he was in a hospice where he contacted it and has now recovered and been
moved to a nursing home, his wife Pat emailed me yesterday to say he had his first Covid jab.
Because of all the uncertainty of Covid regulations we will not have an organised flag raising on Australia day at
the monument, those game to attend we will meet, clean as necessary the raise the flags at 11am sharp, we will
then adjourn to the Dolphin hotel where in previous years they have provided a free BBQ.
The sick parade has been quiet over the Xmas period or at least was until contacting Vindi boy Geoff Burt who
tells me he has to go into hospital in early February for a kidney operation, still hopes to make the February
meeting though, on the 17th. Nearer to home, my eye macular degeneration is not improving despite the eye
injections, the doc has decided to increase the regularity to every 4 weeks for a couple of months, here’s hoping.
Steady Eddie Neowhouse who missed the Xmas party because he was at his solicitors to sign the sale of his house
contract, but the purchaser never turned up, so a very disgruntled Eddie has had to put his house back on the
market, anybody wanting small acreage at Sleepy Hollow contact Eddie.
A first for our association is that we have our very first lady to join as a member, Ann Gray is currently at sea as a
Chief Steward on the NW Snipe, a Shell LNG tanker. Her brother Charlie whose obituary was in our last
newsletter was also on one of the Shell LNG tankers the NW Stormpetrel as an AB. These tankers if you
remember were an amazement to us all because of the huge bulbous tanks on deck. As I write this missive in midJanuary Ann is in dry dock in Singapore. With Ann’s on-going sea time it will be a miracle if she were able to
attend one of our meetings to meet us all. You never know though we might arrange a BBQ, so we can welcome
her into our ranks.
Our President of Vice Rob Armstrong who is trying to look after his wife Pat and has been for a few years is
himself in strife with immobility caused by either his back or his legs, walking with the aid of a walking stick. I
knew he was in trouble as Pat has taken to answering the phone. He is visiting a couple of specialists in the next
month and will update on him.
Willie and Diana Fair have at last moved from their house on the
very busy Ashmore road to the seclusion of a second bed unit
overlooking a golf course. Willie has recovered well from his
double stroke, but still bemoans the fact that the first stroke he
spilt the beer he had just opened, which ended up being his last
alcoholic beer, he is now on non-alcoholic. When I told him that
the cruise ship the “Astor” we went to the UK on together had
been beached on a Turkish beach on Nov 24th, for scrap, his
comment “that’ll stop her shaking”
Terry Docker is another one who also comes to mind in the
keeping his light under a bushel, in the last few weeks he has
returned home after having had an operation on his throat and is
now under the loving care of Kay, who is an ex-nurse, but he's a
Vindi boy and immortal.

Alteration to our next meeting - we will now meet at the
South Tweed Sports (Bowls). That is Wednesday, February 17th
at 10.30 am meeting starts 11am NSW time.
(Grahame Moon in “full flight” at the Christmas lunch, more
pics on our webpage).
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Donated Painting “Reflection”
As is always the case the generosity of some people is always amazing as
in the case of the renowned artist Graeme Stevenson, he is the son of
Brian Stevenson and nephew of Graeme Stevenson whose story of Jo-Jo
the Kangaroo was in the last edition of our newsletter, both members of
our association. It is planned and hoped that Graeme will donate the
painting/print at our next meeting in February on the 17th, Graeme is
suffering ill health at the moment, so it is hoped he will have recovered
sufficiently to attend. On speaking to Graeme last week I acquired the
information that the original painting was sold for a little under $10,000,
this print plus frame is valued at $1200. On quizzing further Graeme
admitted he was better known abroad and in which case would prefer the
print be won by a member or close friend of one locally, hence the raffle.
Raffle books will be handed out at the next meeting or if you would like
some (for yourself or sell on), put $20 in the post to me or transfer into
our account at Bank of Qld, BSB 124077 A/C No 22049527. Don’t forget
to put your Name to the transfer and the word Raffle.
The print size is 60 cm by 74 cm, framed and titled “Reflection”. Tickets are $2 each, $20 a book, draw will
take place at the April 2021 meeting.
El Presidente, Brian Hunt

Crew Held Hostage on Floating Bomb - MV Rhosus
The events leading up to the catastrophic explosion in Beirut,
Lebanon began in November 2013, when the cargo ship MV
Rhosus, loaded with 2,750 tonnes of ammonium nitrate, made
an unplanned stop in Beirut. The ship, built in 1986, flying the
flag of Moldova, was carrying the cargo to an explosives
manufacturing firm in Mozambique.
Reportedly, the ship’s owner, a Russian living in Cyprus,
lacked the funds to pay the Suez Canal fees, so the ship was
diverted to Beirut to pick up a cargo of heavy machinery to
earn the additional cash needed to complete the journey. Once in Beirut, the machinery couldn’t be loaded and local
authorities cited the ship as unseaworthy. The ship would not be allowed to leave the port until repairs were made.
At this point, the ship’s owner abandoned the ship, crew, and cargo. Most of the crew were allowed to return home.
The captain, the chief engineer, a third engineer, and the bosun were held aboard until port fees were paid.
In July 2014, the FleetMom maritime news website featured a story titled, “Crew kept hostages on a floating
bomb” As suggested by the headline, the hazard posed by the cargo was well understood. After being held aboard
for almost a year, the remaining crew were finally repatriated. The ammonium nitrate was unloaded into Hangar 12,
an unsecured dockside warehouse. The NY Times reports that senior customs officials wrote to the Lebanese courts
at least six times from 2014 to 2017, seeking guidance on how to dispose of the ammonium nitrate, but nothing was
done. And as the saying goes, the rest is history, or in this case, needless tragedy. Following the blast, a number of
Beirut Port Authority officials have been put under house arrest. And what happened to MV Rhosus? No one is sure
but it is rumoured that a small hole in the hull and with no crew on board to periodically pump the sea water out
sunk in Beirut harbor in 2015 or 2016.
The explosion causing at least 204 deaths, 7,500 injuries, and US$15 billion in property damage, and leaving an
estimated 300,000 people homeless.

Looking Looking…….
I served on the TSMV English Star in October 63 til March 64? There was another SOS onboard by the name of
John Cadelle or “Pancho” John lived in the Argentine for many years before returning to Penge a suburb of SE
London with his parents in the Early 60’s. Then to the Vindicatrix I believe. He looked like a junior Richard
Attenborough blonding, stocky and spoke fluent Spanish as well as English. I lost his address and therefore lost
contact? Has anyone any knowledge of John. Thank you, Dave Benge
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The Unknown Soldier at the Arc de Triomphe
The idea was first put forward in 1916 and legislation was passed by the French Parliament in 1920 that the remains
of a 'Soldat Inconnu' or unknown soldier killed during the Great War would be buried under the Arc de Triomphe in
Paris. The Western Front was divided into nine areas: Flanders, Artois, Somme, Marne, the Chemin des Dames,
Champagne, Verdun, Lorraine and Alsace. From each area, one soldier whose identity could not be established was
exhumed.
Only eight coffins arrived on 9 November 1920 at the underground Citadel of Verdun as one of the remains could
potentially be identified. The following day at 3 p.m., Private Auguste Thien of the 123e Régiment d'Infantrie laid
on casket number six a bunch of flowers and chose the French Unknown Soldier among the eight caskets draped
with a French flag.
Why did he choose the sixth? It was because his regiment's number (1+2+3) added up to six. On 11 November 1920,
the body was solemnly transported to Paris to rest in the chapel on the first floor of the Arc de Triomphe.
Simultaneously, the British Unknown Warrior was buried in Westminster Abbey, London. The French Unknown
Soldier was laid in his permanent place at the base of the Arc on 28 January 1921.
At the base of the Arch de Triomphe stands a torch. Every evening at 6:30 P.M. it is rekindled, and veterans lay
wreaths decorated with red, white and blue near its flickering flame. It burns in the darkness to recall the sacrifice of
an unknown French soldier who gave his life during World War I.
Editor: When visiting this memorial with my wife
many years ago to pay our respect, walking from
the Louvre down the Champa-Elysees (a beautiful
and interesting walk) We decided to cross the
roundabout when there was a lull. Unfortunately
we were unaware that there was so many street
entering and that they were controlled by traffic
lights. Now this is a very, very wide roundabout
and before we knew it cars and trucks were
hurtling towards us and we were stuck in the
middle with cars going around us…… Some
lovely people saw our peril and either stopped or
slowed down to let us cross – at one time I felt like
in a cartoon when the legs move real quick, but
going nowhere. Shakenly I later found that there
are many underground walkways to this
monument.

Container Ship Loses
The Australian Maritime Safety Authority (AMSA) is
launching an inspection effort targeting cargo securing
arrangements on container ships visiting Australian ports.
“We have seen the serious consequence of improper cargo
securing arrangements in the form of tons plastics and
other debris washing up on our beautiful beaches and
floating in our oceans,” said Michael Drake, AMSA
Acting General Manager of Operations. “Rusted cargo
securing points, improper lashings, and exceeding stack
weight limits have all contributed to these incidents and
ship operators should be on notice that non-compliance will not be tolerated in Australia.”
As part of these efforts, the Australian authorities will also seek to ensure that the vessels are in full compliance
When vessels are found to be non-compliant, AMSA says it will take steps to bring the ship into compliance before
it can continue operating. The decision to initiate the inspection program came after several vessels lost containers
overboard in Australian waters, which AMSA says has effected affect the livelihoods and safety of commercial
fishers and, more broadly, communities across Australia. AMSA investigators reportedly discovered improper
stacking and securing of cargo and poor maintenance of securing equipment as likely contributing factors to these
incidents. (International shipping industry, averaging 1,400 a year in the last 12 years).
In May 2020 the APL England lost 50 containers overboard and debris is still reported to be washing up on Australia
beaches. A month later, the Navios Unite lost three containers overboard while in 2018 the YM Efficiency lost 81
containers. In each incident, AMSA has been aggressive in seeking to ensure that the shipping lines take
responsibility and complete a remediation effort while AMSA has also pursued financial compensation from the
shipping lines and their insurance companies.
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My Memories by Pete Matthews
Brian has asked me to write down a few memories of my time while at
Sharpness and the Vindi plus some while at sea. But after writing a short
book, I realized that all my memories are also all your memories, so I
decided to start again, because we have all done and seen the same things
and all of us have the same memories. Calm seas, rough seas, sunny
days, storms to scare the crap out of even men like Rambo himself as
well as me.
Having said that, I have jotted down a few things, I think that you can all
relate to and maybe bring a smile here and there. Unfortunately I can
only write down some experiences of being a deck hand. But I am sure
all the men in catering have just as many memories and would make
interesting readings. If any of you take the time to write some of them
down I for one would love to hear about them. Maybe there should be a
spot in future newsletters for everyone to put in their experiences, if there
isn’t one already.
As all of you, the MN Navy had been my dream for as long as I could
remember. The dreams of blue skies, sunshine, palm trees gently
swaying in the warm Caribbean or South Pacific breezes, Hula dancing
girls in lovely grass skirts with flowers in their hair all over the place. If only to get away from the cold often wet climate of the UK
for a bit. I know those dreams did not come true for all of us, but have to say I was lucky enough to savour them all. I have to say I
also had plenty of time in cold wet miserable months while on the North Atlantic runs to America and Canada, then to arrive home
to a cold fog covered UK. Exactly the kind of weather we were all trying so desperately to escape from. I left school at exactly 15
years old, and had to get a job on British Rail until I was 15 ½ the minimum age for entry into Sharpness School and the Vindi.
I remember as I am sure all of you do getting off the train at Sharpness after a short trip from Dursley, and being ushered to the camp
by an A.B. My first day had arrived, and I don’t know about all of you, but I was scared at this point. I will tell you I was only 5ft tall,
just (on tiptoe) I had ginger hair, and freckles, and a bit scrawny, you know the sort of kid, the ones all the girls ran away from
desperately trying to escape, and the ones all the bigger kids beat up, to pinch their lunch money. After all that I am happy to report
that I survived, unscathed.
I have great memories of the time I spent at the Vindi. I was billeted with other young lads from all over the UK, Ireland, Wales,
England and Scotland, all great kids, we all got along well together. I still have my hard covered blue note book we were all given to
write down all the lessons of the day, to be tested on later. In the back of my book I have the names and addresses of everyone in my
billet and their best wishes for the future. I treasure that book even to this day.
But unfortunately we have now drifted apart over the last 60 or so years, I am now 76. I remember being quite popular, as many lads
did due to the parcels from our lovely mums, full of goodies, chocolates, chewing gum, cakes, cigs etc. all shared out between the
whole billet. Also a couple of bob to spend at the little shop not too far up the road from the school. The little shop, if you remember
was run by a Mum and Dad, and their 2 daughters only 14 or 15 years old, and quite pretty, and needless to say, were chased by half
the school, as far as I know, none of the lads ever managed to impress either of them enough to get a date. And am quite sure their
Mum and Dad kept a very close eye on proceedings (very close). Somewhere up the road from the shop was an old guy who
produced studded leather belts that were very popular with all the boys. He did a good trade, and I was one of the boys that got one,
long since gone.
I can remember to this day some of the A.B.’s who taught us, one was Mr Scott, an A.B. who was very popular, a really good bloke
and a good teacher, everyone liked. Then there was the school Chaplain and his wife, who lived on the base and were very well
liked, Mr & Mrs Beamish. After them come the school nursing sisters, Sister Bilk. I had cause to see her a couple of times for
something or other, on my first visit she asked me my name. Before stating her name as Sister Bilk, to that I said oh, “You must
know Aker Bilk”, more as a joke than anything else, to which she replied much to my great surprise, “Yes I do, he’s my brother”,
small world isn’t it.
Like all of you, I have many memories of the school and the Vindicatrix, including a couple of times on ‘Jankers’ peeling spuds for a
1000, washing up dishes for 1000 (well maybe not a 1000 but a bloody lot). I can’t remember my crimes, but I do remember the big
pile of spuds, and huge pile or plates etc. and was truly sorry for my error of judgement, whatever that was, Happy Days.
I am also quite sure you will all well remember our health lectures. I know I do. With horror at that time, thinking of becoming
celibate for the rest of my life or even joining the priesthood. I think my ginger hair stood on end during parts of the lectures specially
the slides. I am glad to say I soon managed to get passed all those thoughts to live a Happy Life. On leaving the Vindicatrix School, I
was assigned to the Avonmouth Pool, near Bristol. I signed on to my first ship about a week after. Her name was the ‘Athelmere’ a
tanker of the Athel Line and stayed with her for six trips.
I remember the Athelmere was leaving on the evening tide, so after saying my goodbyes to Mum and Dad and my sister Mary, I was
now off to my new life. Sunshine, Blue Skies, Palm Trees and Hula Hula girls here I come. When I got on board, I eventually found
the Boson, the only man on board it seemed. He told me that the ship now will not be sailing until the next day, so go home and
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come back in the morning. After explaining to him I was
bloody scared, and if I go home, I will never come back. He
had a little chuckle and found me a cabin for me to stay in for
the night.

I sailed out with different crews sometimes Scottish crews out
from Greenock, other times out of Liverpool with a bunch of
Scousers, all good blokes. A rowdy crowd all of them,
sometimes getting me into scrapes, but always somehow
getting me out of them relatively unscathed.

So my first day, and living my first experience, of “letting go”.
Not knowing anything, I just watched and tried to stay out of
everyone’s way. Casting off, I remember thinking I was so
impressed, seeing everyone doing their job, knowing actually
what they were doing. So now under way, soon to be clear of
the lock gates and on my way down the Bristol Chanel to my
new life at last. Not quite knowing if I was excited or scared to
death, a bit of both I think.

Another memory I have is the ‘Chain Locker’ and being a
younger member of the crew was picked for the job many
times. (Actually only 4 times but it felt like many). After being
anchored out for one reason or another, the ship maybe being
too big to get in closer or being loaded or unloaded onto barges,
usually molasses, you would never believe what comes up
from the bottom after being anchored out not too far from
shore. Then again, you probably can. When sitting in the
audience of the cinemas watching a great Hollywood
production, staring good old John Wayne in his lovely White
Commanders uniform, watching their heart throb giving the
order to start bringing in the anchors, nobody sitting there in the
audience gives two hoots for the poor sod down in the chain
locker. Most people not even knowing or caring what the chain
locker is or caring where the bloody anchor cable goes. As I
explained earlier I was no giant, and as many of you will
remember who have had the pleasure and honour of sharing in
the experience of being down in the locker. There were poles to
be used to push the cable into some sort of a rough coil that
proved very difficult for a lot of us. So many of us climbed over
the wall against standing orders right into the locker and
proceeded to push the chain with our hands to produce the
same outcome, a rough coil.

Instead of going to the sunshine we went round the coast to
Tilbury, stayed a few days then off to my utter disgust, across
the Chanel, through the Kiel Canal to the Baltic going to
Poland, Gdansk, and Gdynia. ‘Bloody’ freezing, not one palm
tree or Hula Girl anywhere to be seen. I was shattered but have
to say it was not too long before coming through the Canal,
around the top of Scotland headed across the Atlantic to the
Caribbean, sunshine, palm trees, and hopefully some Hula girls.
The Athelmere carried three types of cargo apart from Oil and
Molasses, it carried Caustic Acid. Only carrying 1 load of Acid
to 9 or 10 loads of oil or molasses. Due to the devastating
damage to the hull the Acid causes the worst job was cleaning
the tanks before loading oil or molasses.
That ship took me to many magical destinations spending
months at a time in The Caribbean, South Pacific, from Peru to
Japan and down through the Philippians and Indonesia. Many
times through both the Panama and Suez Canals. One thing that
stands out in my mind on one of those trips we were broken
down in the middle of the Pacific for 3 days. The sea was
becalmed, not a breath of wind, not a ripple on the surface of
the water. Just one vast sheet of glass as far as you could see,
not a sound. Really eerie, an experience I could never forget.

To do this you had to stand directly under the spurling pipe
coming down through Dock Head where the chain came down
through. Getting soaked to the skin and covered in crap that had
not been washed off while coming up through the hawsepipe
and over the windlass and down to the poor bugger below.
Sometimes the cable would stop for one thing or another up
top. When this happened you would strain your ears to listen
for the order to clear the locker shouted down at that point, you
knew it was time to get the hell out of there before some cable
was let out again, sometimes just walked out, sometimes quite
quickly. I don’t need to tell you I never needed to be given that
advice twice and always vacated the locker with some urgency
to say the lease. It was always good to get the job done and take
a long shower.

After the Athelmere I joined the Gloucester City of “The
Bristol City Line” not to get mixed up with the “City Line”
carrying general cargoes also a great memorable time on the
North Atlantic run to America and Canada. A far different
experience than the times in The Caribbean or Pacific. Most of
the time to bloody cold, even for brass monkeys.
I like you all have so many memories, sometimes funny,
sometimes not so happy, some very happy, some very unhappy
when accidents happened. And like you, if we wrote down all
of our memories it would take countless volumes. Maybe we
should put all our stories together and write a library. I am sure
all of you like me can all write down all about memories,
exciting first lookouts, exciting first sightings of new Lands (to
us) and the first time solo on the wheel just so many.

I would like to end by saying that my time at the Vindi and
years away turned me from being a little boy into a young man.
And have to say I would not have missed a single minute. And
add those years were a special time in my life, and I will forever
be thankful for my chance to live it. Ten thousand memories,
mostly happy and wonderful, among 6 or 7 sad and horribly
ones. I can honestly say to any young girl or boy thinking of
joining either the Merchant or Royal Navy, grab every chance
you can to make that dream come true with both hands. I hope I
have jogged a few memories and maybe raised a smile or two.

One memory I have of my first trip, lining up outside the
Captain’s cabin on Sunday mornings for the weekly tot of rum.
Now over 15 ½ very proud to be lining up with the rest of the
crew for mine, as I got closer I was watching all the men take
their tot with a Thank You Sir or Captain, and downed the lot in
one go.

I do have to add to all these memories away during my last
leave I met someone special, Irene and decided it was time to
call it a day. We were married a couple years later in 1967, now
together still after 53 years, we have 4 children, 3 boys and 1
girl.

So when I got to the front of the line I did the same thing Thank
You Sir and down it went in one go, resulting in tragedy, the
worst coughing fit I had ever had in my life to that point, or
since. Much to the amusement of everyone present including
the Captain from that time on I took it a bit slower. But I’m sure
the lot of them were all hoping for a repeat performance. I’m
glad to say never happened again.

On leaving the M.N I took up the of trade plastering. In 1973
we left the UK and came to Sunny Queensland. I started a
small plastering Business and have been very happy here ever
since. Now retired passing the business to two of my sons to
carry it on.
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The English Channel
The Channel is of geologically recent origin, having been dry
land for most of the Pleistocene period. Before the Devensian
glaciation (the most recent glacial period, which ended around
10,000 years ago), Britain was part of continental Europe,
linked by an unbroken Weald–Artois anticline, a ridge that
acted as a natural dam holding back a large freshwater proglacial lake in the Doggerland region, now submerged under
the North Sea. During this period the North Sea and almost all
of the British Isles were covered by ice (don’t mention global
warming). The lake was fed by meltwater from the Baltic and
from the Caledonian and Scandinavian ice sheets that joined to
the north, blocking its exit. The sea level was about 120m
(390ft) lower than it is today. Then, between 450,000 and
180,000 years ago, at least two catastrophic glacial lake
outburst floods breached the. Weald–Artois anticline.
The first flood would have lasted for several months, releasing
as much as one million cubic metres of water per second. The flood started with large but localized waterfalls over the
ridge. The flow eroded the retaining ridge, causing the rock dam to fail and releasing lake water into the Atlantic. After
multiple episodes of changing sea level, another catastrophic flood carved a large bedrock-floored valley, the Lobourg
Channel, some 500 m wide and 25 m deep, from the southern North Sea basin through the centre of the Straits of
Dover and into the English Channel. The flooding destroyed the ridge that connected Britain to continental Europe,
The English Channel, also called simply the Channel, is an arm of the Atlantic Ocean that separates Southern England
from northern France and links to the southern part of the North Sea by the Strait of Dover at its northeastern end. It is
the busiest shipping area in the world.
It is about 560km (350miles) long and varies in width from 240km (150 miles) at its widest to 34km (21 miles) in the
Strait of Dover. It is the smallest of the shallow seas around the continental shelf of Europe, covering an area of some
75,000km2 (29,000 sq miles).
Known colloquially to the English as the ‘Narrow Sea’, until the 18th century, the English Channel had no fixed name
either in English or in French. It was never defined as a political border, and the names were more or less descriptive.
It was not considered as the property of a nation. The name "English Channel" has been widely used since the early
18th century.
The Strait of Dover at the Channel's eastern end, is its narrowest point, while its widest point lies between Lyme Bay
and the Gulf of Saint Malo, near its midpoint. It is relatively shallow, with an average depth of about 120m (390ft) at
its widest part, reducing to a depth of about 45m (148ft) between Dover and Calais. Eastwards from there the
adjoining North Sea reduces to about 26m (85ft).
There are several major islands in the Channel, the most notable being the Isle of Wight off the English coast, and the
Channel Islands, British Crown dependencies off the coast of France. The coastline, particularly on the French shore,
is deeply indented; several small islands close to the coastline, including Chausey and Mont Saint-Michel, are within
French jurisdiction. The Cotentin Peninsula in France juts out into the Channel, whilst on the English side there is a
small parallel strait known as the Solent between the Isle of Wight and the mainland. The Celtic Sea is to the west of
the Channel.
The Channel acts as a funnel that amplifies the tidal range from less than a metre as observed at sea to more than 6
metres as observed in the Channel Islands, the west coast of the Cotentin Peninsula and the north coast of Brittany.
The time difference of about six hours between high water at the eastern and western limits of the Channel is
indicative of the tidal range being amplified further by resonance.
The Channel has traffic on both the UK–Europe and North Sea–Atlantic routes, and is the world's busiest seaway, with
over 500 ships per day. Following an accident in January 1971 the world's first radar-controlled traffic separation
scheme, was set up by the International Maritime
Organization. The scheme mandates that vessels
travelling north must use the French side, travelling
south the English side. There is a separation zone
between the two lanes.
Many travellers cross beneath the Channel using the
Channel Tunnel, first proposed in the early 19th century
and finally opened in 1994, connecting the UK and
France by rail. It is now routine to travel between Paris
or Brussels and London on the Eurostar train. Freight
trains also use the tunnel. Cars, coaches and lorries are
carried on Eurotunnel Shuttle trains between Folkestone
and Calais.
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MV Koolama (1937)
Koolama was built in 1937, by Harland and Wolff of Glasgow, Scotland for the State Shipping Service, at a cost of
£250,000, and was registered at Fremantle, WA. Her official displacement was 4,068 tons (4133 tonnes), she was
348 feet (106 m) long, with a beam of 54 feet, and had diesel engines driving two propellers. Koolama could
accommodate about 200 passengers and 90 crew, 500 live cattle and had a freezer hold for cargo such as meat. She
was used mostly for passenger and general freight transport on coastal routes in Western Australian waters.
The ship's master, Captain Jack Eggleston, his officers, and crew travelled to Glasgow in early 1938 to take delivery
of the ship, and after successful sea trials she sailed for Australia on 7 April. The ship entered service on 23 May,
sailing north from Fremantle to Darwin, calling at various ports in between.
In January 1942, following the outbreak of war with Japan, Koolama carried members of the ill-fated 8th Division
and their equipment to Ambon and West Timor, in Netherlands East Indies. On the return voyage she carried Dutch
refugees to Darwin.
On 10 February, Koolama, still under Captain Eggleston, sailed from Fremantle, bound for Darwin with Australian
Army personnel and equipment, as well as some convicts on work release and regular civilian passengers. Although
the soldiers on board were armed only with rifles, the ship carried a 50 mm (1.97 in) gun on its rear poop deck,
which was intended for use against submarines and could not be aimed above level for anti-aircraft purposes.
However, Koolama was carrying Vickers 0.303-inch machine guns mounted on each side of the bridge.
At 11.30 am on 20 February 1942, a day after the first Japanese air raids on Darwin, Koolama was off the coast of
the Kimberley, when it was attacked by a Japanese Kawanishi H6K flying boat near Cape Londonderry. Three or
four bombs landed near the ship but caused no damage. Eggleston reported the attack by radio and continued
towards Darwin.
At 1.30pm, three Kawanishis led by Lieutenant Commander Tsunaki Yonehara attacked the ship again, over a period
of 30 minutes. Three bombs hit the ship. One 60 kg (132 lb) bomb, dropped from a height of 800 m (2,625 ft), went
through wooden decking, struck a civilian passenger, Raymond "Bluey" Plummer, glancing blows to his head, arm
and foot, before falling into an engine room and exploding. Plummer was facing down and a tailfin on the bomb
struck the back of his head, peeling away the scalp as far as his nose, along with a piece of his skull. Although
Plummer's brain was partly exposed, he remained alive, albeit unconscious. The bomb also caused injuries to his arm
and foot. Two other passengers were also injured.
Koolama was severely damaged. Later that afternoon, with the ship taking water at the stern, and its steering and
internal communications out of action, Eggleston decided to beach the ship in Rulhieres Bay (later known as
Koolama Bay). He sent an SOS by radio and ordered that the ship be evacuated by lifeboat, but did not officially
abandon Koolama. The following day, as the evacuees awaited help in an inhospitable area of mangroves, inhabited
by many saltwater crocodiles, Japanese planes attacked again, albeit without effect.
Eggleston and his first officer, Ken Reynolds, who was also a qualified ship's master, disagreed regarding the best
course of action. The captain wanted to refloat Koolama, using the high tide, and head back to the small port of
Wyndham; he believed that the ship could pump out enough water to survive 48 hours at sea, and could be steered
with its engines. However, Reynolds believed that Koolama should be abandoned. The crew split into two factions
along these lines. Because of this, some people would later accuse Reynolds of mutiny. While they waited for
assistance, the crew undertook some repairs to the stern.
On 25 February, a lugger crewed by Benedictine priests and Aboriginal people from the nearest settlement, Drysdale
River Mission (later known as Kalumburu), almost 100 kilometres (80 mi) away, arrived to take the sick, wounded
and women passengers to the mission, a journey of 24 hours. After enduring a week on the shore, most of the
passengers and crew members began to walk to
Drysdale River, guided by a priest.
By 1 March, all possible on-site repairs has been
completed and the badly damaged Koolama, with
Eggleston, 18 crew members, three civilian
passengers and two military personnel, was
refloated and set off for Wyndham. The bomb
damage, including blown rivets, was worsened by
the stress of movement, and as Koolama
approached the port on the morning of 2 March,
about 24 hours after leaving Rulhieres Bay, its
pumps could no longer keep up with the inflow of
water.
In 1947, an attempt to refloat Koolama was
unsuccessful. The hull was raised the following
year, albeit only to clear Wyndham harbour. It
was towed out to sea and scuttled.
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Loss of the S.S. Egypt - Relatives Wait for News
London. 22nd May 1922.
The courtyard of the P&O. offices in Leadenhall Street, London, was the scene of a pathetic vigil, From early
morning groups of relatives of passengers and crew were gathered waiting for news of the six men, seven women,
and two children passengers members of the crew not accounted for among the survivors who had reached Brest
from the wrecked liner Egypt. Eighty names on the boat rollcall were unanswered, of which 50 are of Lascars. It
is reported that 23 bodies had been recovered. No news had been received from other ships known to have been
in the vicinity regarding the picking up of possible drifting survivors as was hoped. One vessel was nine miles
away at the time of the collision. The survivors pointed out that the great list the Egypt took immediately after the
impact made it most difficult tor the passengers to approach the lifeboats.
The Egypt left Tilbury for Marseilles and Bombay on
19th May 1922, with 44 passengers and 294 crew on
board, of whom 208 were Lascars (A lascar was a
sailor or militiaman from the Indian Subcontinent,
Southeast Asia, the Arab world) and ‘other
Asiatics’ (An Asian person). The majority of her
passengers were scheduled to join the ship at
Marseilles, thereby avoiding the worst of the North
Atlantic weather, in particular the notorious Bay of
Biscay. In addition to her mails and general cargo, she
carried a consignment of gold and silver totalling
£1,054,000 in value. On the evening of the next day,
in the neighbourhood of Ushant, she ran into thick fog
and after proceeding for some little time at reduced
speed, Captain Collyer ordered 'stop engine'.
The sea was flat calm, and there was little or no wind. Visibility was estimated at being no more than a mere thirty
yards. Off Ushant the main traffic routes run approximately 208 degrees to Cape Finisterre and 028 degrees
northbound. The sound of another steamship's whistle could be heard gradually approaching, but the fog was too
dense to locate her visually. Captain Collyer decided that the approaching ship was on a reciprocal course to
Egypt's. The next blast of her whistle put her on his port beam - then she suddenly emerged from the fog, going very
fast, and within 15 seconds had struck Egypt on her port side, between her twin funnels, with terrific force. She was
the French cargo steamer Seine, a ship with strengthened bows, that had been built to deal with Baltic ice.
Momentum propelled her as she ripped down the port side of the SS Egypt tearing her open. The fatally stricken
Egypt at once began to sink and a dreadful panic was reported to have ensued among the Lascar seamen, who
rushed the boats. All orderly methods of saving life went by the board. The heavy list to port also created much
greater difficulties for the officers who were desperately striving to preserve some sort of order and discipline. In
spite of this, four undamaged boats were got away - but within 20 minutes of the collision, the SS Egypt sank. Her
list was so great that just prior to her going, as many boats, rafts and deck fittings as possible were cut loose, so that
they might float free when the wreck submerged. By this action the lives of many persons were saved.
There are several instances of individual heroism, such as that of an army officer who jumped into a boat and forced
its Lascar occupants to return to the ship's side, eventually getting 70 people away in safety. Meanwhile, the vessel
which had done the damage, the French steamship Seine, 1,383 tons, on passage from La Pallice to Le Havre, took
the survivors on board and conveyed them to Brest. Because of the thick fog, her captain had left his more normal
coastal route, standing well out to sea in order to clear the busy traffic off Ushant.
Twelve passengers and 84 crew were lost with the ship, and one person later died in hospital. Captain Collyer
remained at his post to the last and was picked up in the water by one of the boats. On board, destined for the
Government of India, were 1,089 gold bars, 1,229 silver bars, 165,979 gold pound coins, - totalling around 5.5 tons
of gold and 43 tons of silver. The ship's cargo also included a large batch of banknotes of 5, 10 and 100 Rupee
denominations, commissioned from the printers Waterlow & Son, by the Nizam of Hyderabad.
The position of the vessels at the time of the collision was about 20 miles off the Armen Lighthouse, the disaster
occurring about 7 o'clock in the evening. Lloyds of London paid the insurance claim in full.
The search for the SS Egypt began in 1923 and by 1928 she had still not been located. Finally, Lloyd's of London
commissioned the SO.RI.MA (Society for Maritime Recovery) to undertake a search for the ship. The Artiglio
under the command of Giovanni Quaglia located the Egypt, she was settled on the seabed with her funnels and
masts still standing upright at a depth of 360feet. The recovery of the gold, silver and coins was put on hold due to
bad weather.
The Artiglio was sent to Quiberon to aid in the dismantling of the American steamer SS Florence-H that had sunk in
1917 carrying ammunitions. Presuming that the ammunition would be inactive after 13 years in the water, it was
decided to place a mine to part of the wreckage. On detonation the ammunition exploded causing the Artiglio to be
swept away and destroyed in the explosion. Of the 19 crew 12 were lost including the captain and three divers who
8

would have been used to recover the treasure of the SS Egypt.
A new ship was outfitted and she was called the Nuovo Artiglio and on board was the 'torretta butoscopica' or
(exploration turret), an invention by one of the lost divers Alberto Gianni. This was a one-man atmospheric pressure
underwater observation chamber that was lowered by a cable from a ship and provided with breathing air pumped
from the surface and a telephone. By 1935 most of the bullion and coins had been recovered. It is estimated that
14,929 sovereigns, 17 gold bars and 30 silver ingots are still unaccounted for......

Norway Is Building The World's
Biggest Tunnel For Ships
Norway has formally announced its plan to build the world's largest
tunnel for ships, paving the way for a gigantic 1.7-kilometre (1 mile)
passageway to be dug underneath a rocky peninsula in the country's
north-west.
The Stad Ship Tunnel, which is expected to cost some US$312
million to complete, will enable cruise liners, freight ships, and
smaller vessels to take an underground shortcut through the Stad
peninsula – avoiding the rough winds and waters of the Stadhavet
Sea, the most treacherous stretch of Norway's coastline. When
complete, the tunnel will stand some 49 metres (160.7 feet) tall, with a width of 36 metres (118.1 feet). The
Norwegian Coastal Administration (NCA), the body in charge of the project, says some 3 million cubic metres (106
million cubic feet) of rock will need to be burrowed through to dig the tunnel, weighing approximately 8 million
tonnes in total once the passageway is finished.
The NCA says that will take three to four years to do, but once the tunnel is finished, approximately 100 passenger
and freight ships every day will be able to skip the tumult of the exposed coastline by sailing through the narrowest
point of the peninsula. Large vessels will be given priority in passing through the tunnel, with smaller boats having
to wait for passenger and freight ships, or will only get to use the tunnel at certain times, the planners suggest.
Usually when passageways are constructed for ships they're called canals, and they don't have roofs – but in this case
making the canal a tunnel was a far more practical and cost-effective option, given that the mountainous terrain
above the tunnel to heights of more than 335 metres (1,100 feet), meaning clearing a canal would have involved
blasting through even more rock. When construction begins, crews will begin drilling from both sides of the
mountain and meet in the middle. Thresholds will be put in place to prevent water from entering the tunnel during
the drilling.
Both ends of the tunnel will be fitted with concrete blocks and rubber bumpers to withstand the impact of an
oncoming vessel, and ships travelling through the tunnel will be forced to observe minimum distances in front and
behind, to prevent the risk of collision. While opponents of the plan have criticised the tunnel for its expense, the
NCA says the passage will ultimately save money, by providing a quicker means of travel, which is also safer. As
far as the underground shipping tunnel goes, Norse sailors and fishermen have reportedly longed for such a shortcut
since as far back as the late 19th century – but now, after more than a hundred years of sailing the long way around,
it looks like we're finally going to see it happen.

Floating Forest
For all those whose heart starts beating faster when they see
some old and abandoned things, Homebush Bay in Sydney is
the place to visit. This is where many 20th century ships, which
are no longer used, ended up. One of these abandoned ships, the
SS Ayrfield, is definitely the most impressive sight for all the
lush flora, growing in its rusted hull. The fully-grown mangrove
trees earned this 102-year-old, 1,140-tonne ship the “Floating
Forest” name among the locals.
The SS Ayrfield served as a collier on the sixty-miler run
between Newcastle and Sydney and would transport the
supplies to American troops in the Pacific Ocean. The old ship was brought to the Bay back in 1972 to be
dismantled, but the operations eventually ceased and the bay no longer served as a shipwreck yard. The SS Ayrfield,
along with many other ships that were used during WW2, were simply left there to decay and being reclaimed by the
beautiful nature.
Besides its history for ship-breaking and the spooky ghost ship cemetery, Homebush Bay is home to the Olympic
Stadium today as well. Although there are people, passionate about photographing various abandoned objects, many
tourists are drawn to the bay because of the beautiful forest alone. What a sight!
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Floating prison tor young boys
The disease-ridden floating jails known as prison hulks were created to ease
overcrowding in prisons and housed inmates aged from eight to 84
Convicts due to be transported to Australia had such a dreadful life
they welcomed the day they set sail, many never to return. In the early
19th century, the once-proud warship Bellerophon, stripped of its
guns and masts, became the world’s first all-boy prison in a step
forward which would change the face of youth punishment in
England, Previously, the justice system didn’t differentiate between
young offenders and adult criminals, lumping them together in
overcrowded prisons with all the drawbacks that entailed. But in 1823,
all the adult prisoners on the Bellerophon were transferred to other
hulks and the ship lying at Sheerness was given over exclusively to
the incarceration of boys destined to be transported to Australia to
finish their sentence.
The first 16 boys were received on board in February, the youngest 10
year-old William Murphy convicted of a felony and who would
eventually be transferred when he got to the age of 15. Two months
later 56 boys were received and then there was a steady stream of
youngsters arriving until some 320 were imprisoned in the hunk, most
of them under 14.
HMS Bellerophon in better days…..

A report on the boys declared, “The boys on aboard have generally
made a considerable progress in their several trades, their propensity
to lying is, however, such that scarce any confidence can be placed on anything they say.” By the end of 1825, the
boys from the Bellerophon had been transferred to the former Euryalus at Chatham, also a veteran of Trafalgar, and
had added another 30 boys to the rosta.
A report from the ship’s chaplain said: “It must be borne in remembrance that these poor children are taken off the
streets, not only deplorably ignorant of all religious knowledge, but with habits opposed to every moral and social
restraint, and nothing so sufficiently as an auxiliary to my instructions in correcting this evil and the adoption of an
effective classification which, I lament to state, cannot possibly be accomplished.” On a typical day, morning on the
prison ship began at five o’clock when ‘all hands’ were called. Ports were opened, hammocks lowered and lashed
up, the boys washed and examined, and then the signal would be sounded to prepare for chapel. Next was breakfast
followed by a rosta of complaints and then straight on the boys’ work details, carried out in complete silence. Then
back to clean the wards, with the exception of those detailed to wash the main and quarterdeck.
At nine o’clock, the elder boys, accompanied by those who they complained about state their case to the
commander, when each correction is awarded as the nature of the offence deserves ie, by stopping the miscreant’s
dinner, caning, or solitary confinement on bread and water, but not exceeding seven days’ punishment. Although a
House of Lords committee eventually recommended a reduction of boys on the Euryalus, it was a long time coming,
but numbers did drop first to 160, more to do with the boys being transported to complete their sentence in the penal
colony, rather than a measure of social largess.
It was a different story for adults on the hulks, conditions on board the floating gaols were appalling. The standards
of hygiene were so poor that disease spread quickly. The sick were given little medical attention and were not
separated from the healthy. Two months after the first convicts had been placed aboard the hulks, an epidemic of
gaol fever (a form of typhus) spread among them. It persisted on and off for more than three years. Dysentery, was
also widespread. At first, patients, whatever their state of health, lay on the bare floor. Mortality rates of around 30
per cent were quite common. Between 1776 and 95, nearly 2,000 out of almost 6,000 convicts on board hulks died.
Many of the convicts sent to New South Wales in the early years were already disease ridden when they left the
hulks. As a result, there were serious typhoid and cholera epidemics on many of the vessels heading for Australia.
HMS Bellerophon, Built at Frindsbury, near Rochester in Kent and known to sailors as the “Billy Ruffian”, was a
ship of the line of the Royal Navy. A third-rate of 74 guns, she was launched in 1786. Bellerophon served during the
French Revolutionary and Napoleonic Wars, mostly on blockades or convoy escort duties. She fought in three fleet
actions: the Glorious First of June (1794), the Battle of the Nile (1798) and the Battle of Trafalgar (1805). While the
ship was on blockade duty in 1815, Napoleon boarded Bellerophon so he could surrender to the ship’s captain,
ending 22 years of almost continuous war between Britain and France.
HMS Euryalus was a Royal Navy 36-gun Apollo-class frigate, which saw service in the Battle of Trafalgar and the
War of 1812. During her career she was commanded by three prominent naval personalities of the Napoleonic and
post-Napoleonic period, Henry Blackwood, George Dundas and Charles Napier. After the end of the Napoleonic
Wars she continued on active service for a number of years, before spending more than two decades as a prison
hulk. She ended her career in Gibraltar where, in 1860, she was sold for breaking up.
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Gulf of Alaska
Where Two Oceans Meet
Have you come across the two shades of
water? Yes! Two shades of water because
you can clearly distinguish the merging of
two great water bodies. Quoting John Keats
here, “the poetry of earth is never dead,” and
everything lies in its exquisite beauty. Can
you ever wonder that water cannot mix with
water itself? Well, Gulf of Alaska speaks a
different story!
Having an uneven combination of mountain,
forest and tidewater glaciers, Gulf of Alaska
is the place where two oceans meet, but
interestingly, they never mix with each other
(as is believed). The colour variations of dark blue and electric blue water in that merging point is clear and
stunning. Even the growth of froth will show you the exact point of intersection of the Bering Sea and the Pacific
Ocean.
Not two oceans – but a glacier melting and the other is the offshore water of Gulf of Alaska. The melting water of
glacier is mineral rich and sediment-laden; other is saline water. The first one being lighter in density has light blue
colour, while the salt content makes sea water density heavy, giving it a dark blue shade. This variation in water
density brings that difference in colours. However, the temperature and salinity level difference are also responsible
for keeping the water bodies dissimilar.

The longest and third-longest rivers in
Australia meet at Wentworth on the New South
Wales - Victoria border. The Darling and Murray
Rivers are entwined in Wentworth’s story, at
what in the early 20th century was the largest
inland port in the state. At the confluence you
can climb a tower to see the different tones of the
two rivers.
The Darling River is just under 950 kilometres
and is a driving route designed to be done in a
leisurely four days.
Junction Island is the shoal of land between the
Murray Rivers and Darling River. The junction
sandbar is where a large number of aborigines,
Murray River (on the left), Darling River (on the right)
armed with spears and weapons, threatened
Captain Sturt as he sailed down the Murray on
his expedition to find the inland sea, and here he had arrived at the Darling junction. The confrontation was averted
when a group of Aboriginals, who had befriended Captain Sturt the day before, arrived and amicably resolved the
stand-off.
Originally built in 1879, the Wentworth Wharf played an essential role in Wentworth’s rich history. The wharf was
built using local timber and was a major landmark of the town – a hive of industry, throughout the riverboat era,
Wentworth was once one of the busiest inland ports within NSW (third busiest port after Sydney & Newcastle). The
original wharf deteriorated and was demolished in 1983. This similar replica (including the little customs office)
now stands in its place.
Murray River, principal river of Australia and main stream of the Murray-Darling Basin. It flows some 1,570 miles
(2,530 km) across south-eastern Australia from the Snowy Mountains to the Indian Ocean. The main towns in the
Murray River valley are Albury, Wodonga, Echuca, Swan Hill, Mildura, Renmark, and Murray Bridge. The river is
named after Colonial Secretary Sir George Murray.
The river rises on The Pilot (a mountain), near Mount Kosciuszko in south-eastern New South Wales. It flows west
and northwest, passes through Hume Reservoir above Albury, and forms most of the boundary between New South
Wales and Victoria. At Morgan, South Australia, it bends sharply southward to flow through Lake Alexandrina to
Encounter Bay on the Great Australian Bight. During the second half of the 19th century, river shipping was of great
importance, but, with growing competition from railways and demand for irrigation water (first used at Mildura in
1886), navigation practically ceased.
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I'm sure this will shock you, but yesterday I
volunteered for the vaccine trials for Covid-19. It is the
vaccine created in Russia. I received my first shot
yesterday at 4:00 pm and wanted to let you know that
it's completely safe, with иo side effects whatsoeveя,
and that I feelshκι χoρoshό я чувствую себя немного
странно и я думаю, что вытащил ослиные ушn.

The King wanted to go
fishing, and he asked the royal
weather forecaster the forecast
for the next few hours. The
palace meteorologist assured
him that there was no chance of
rain. So the King and the Queen went fishing. On the
way he met a man with a fishing pole riding on a
donkey, and he asked the man if the fish were biting.
The fisherman said, “Your Majesty, you should return
to the palace! In just a short time I expect a huge
rainstorm.”

Working at an airline ticket counter, I pulled up
a passenger's reservation that showed his name as
“Cole, Pheven.” “I'd like to be certain our information
is correct,” I said to him. “What is your first name?”
“It's Stephen,” he replied. “I hope the reservation agent
got it right. I told him it's spelled with a ph.”

The King replied: “I hold the palace meteorologist in
high regard. He is an educated and experienced
professional. Besides, I pay him very high wages. He
gave me a very different forecast. I trust him.” So the
King continued on his way. However, in a short time a
torrential rain fell from the sky. The King and Queen
were totally soaked. Furious, the King returned to the
palace and gave the order to fire the meteorologist.

SEQ SLOP CHEST
Metal MN Lapel Badges
$8 00 each
Metal Vindicatrix Lapel Badges
$5.00 each
MN Blazer Badges
$22.00 each
MN Blazer Badges
$15.00 each
MN Cap Badge
$17.00 each
Club Shirt (to order)
$50.00 each
Club Caps, now available
$20.00 each
Note:- Shirts and Caps subsidised by the Association
MN Poppy Badge
$20.00 each

Then he summoned the fisherman and offered him the
prestigious position of royal forecaster. The fisherman
said, “Your Majesty, I do not know anything about
forecasting. I obtain my information from my donkey.
If I see my donkey's ears drooping, it means with
certainty that it will rain.” So the King hired the
donkey.
And thus began the practice of hiring dumb asses to
work in influential positions of government. The
practice is unbroken to this date.

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

President, Brian Hunt BEM JP
241/2 Falcon Way
TWEED HEAD SOUTH NSW 2486
Ph: 07 5513 0178

Honorary Secretary, Narelle Standen
60 Simpson Drive
BILAMBIL HEIGHTS NSW 2486
Ph: 07 5590 7876
Email: narelle_standen@hotmail.com

Twin Towns RSL
12

