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Life Line on the Diamantina Foredeck in the wet weather 

 

Pirates Week 2016 
 
   

 

The Monday start, saw a cold and 
windy day to greet the “little 
Pirates” and the accompanying 
adults for a full day of fun and 

entertainment. 

The very wet Tuesday coincided 

with the largest numbers for the 

week. The Pantomime was 

performed inside the Museum at 

the Lighthouse Room, while the 

crowd looked on from the gallery 

and the stairs. After the show, 

disposable ponchos were 

distributed to the children for their 
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protection and to add to the fun of 

a rainy Pirates day.  As the 

parents had come prepared for 

wet weather, the rest of the 

activities were completed without 

too much drama. 

The Pantomime and supporting 

band was very well received and 

the slight changes in cast roles 

went unnoticed. The participation 

of the Griffith University 

volunteers as marines also helped 

the production. 

 

Pirate’s Week 2016 

(cont.) 

   
 

                     

            Lucy, Zac and Che [Griffith Uni.]                  The Band and Narrator Geoff                        [Pirate Pete] Betty and Laurel         
                       [Some of the Marines]    [Good Pirate Betty]        
      

For both age groups, the one Activity Leader at each location for Life Line, Rowing and 

the Model Boats worked well again this year. The Model Boat building [with David and 

Alex] were again, a great success for all age groups along with Walking the Plank and 

Swabbing the Deck for the little ones. 

 
           Some of the completed Fleet! Walking the Plank Swabbing the Deck 

 

With the other activity leaders this year, Jim Boase handled the Finding the Way, 

Michael Eldridge at the Aft Big Gun, Esme with Rowing and Stewart, John and Russell 

with the Blocks and Cannons. Royce and Owen did a sterling job with the Life Lines 

while Geoff took control of Raising the Sail on the Penguin. 
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 Laurel in the Diamantina’s galley with Pirate Food impressed some of the girls so much, that 

they wanted to sleep over on the ship that night! 

 

                   

        Pirate and Ships Food with Laurel           Raising the Sail Geoff, John and Royce Blocks and Cannons with John 

 

The competitions for the coloring in poster were assisted this year by a special table with 

posters and pencils for any, who forgot to bring them. The Best Dressed Pirates were well 

supported and thanks to the hard task of the judges to pick the winners. The Treasure Hunt 

was the popular finish each day and the gold plastic coin being found by each group and ably 

supervised by Robyn Moreton. 

This year Mike Sobyra took on the role [along with many other duties] with his supporters 

kept the food supply coming. The conference room was used for the preparations and to good 

effect. 

The final numbers for the week were as follows: 

Total Number of Children Attending: 168 with 5 to 6 Years at 51.1 %, Adults: 112  

The average number of volunteers assisting each day was 36 and a total of 958 hours was 

completed over the five days. 

There is always a large number of behind the scenes support needed to make Pirates Week the 

success it is. These include [and just to name a few] the Panto management [Percy and Jack 

and their helpers],the “Publicity Machine”, [John, Kerrelyn, Desley], the Printers, the Wooden 

Boat crew, the Judges, Time keepers and QMM Management with Ian and Alan and as well the 

bookings and administration by Mike and the weekly, front desk crew. 

 

Thank you all for making it all happen. 
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Among the recent donation of papers of a wartime crewmember of HMAS Norman 
was a copy of Sir Walter Citrine’s book, “In Russia Now” Oct 1941.  This condensed 
extract describes his passage in “Norman” from Iceland to Archangel (Arkhangelsk) 
 
Upon completion, HMAS Norman was commissioned directly into the RAN, on loan 
from the Royal Navy. Following trials in the English Channel, Norman proceeded to 
Scapa Flow. On 7 October 1941 she proceeded to Iceland to embark Sir Walter 
Citrine and a Trade Union Delegation for passage to Russia. After four days at 
Archangel, Norman sailed for Scapa Flow but was recalled off Bear Island, to return 
and await the British delegation. After some delay the party eventually were safely 
evacuated on 27 October. 
 

 
                   Map of Arctic region showing Iceland and Archangel (Extract   http://www.athropolis.com/map2.htm )  

 
Iceland to Archangel 
 
Chapter V 
 
At daybreak the following morning the Norman put to sea, and when I awakened the 
heaving of the ship showed that we were already some distance from land. 
 
The commander was, as is usual, occupying his cabin near the bridge and had very 
considerately allowed me use his shore cabin on the lower deck, which served the 

 

HMAS Norman’s Voyage far from home 

 
 
 

http://www.athropolis.com/map2.htm
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combined duties of lounge dining room and office.  Every ship had its own peculiar 
motion, and the Norman most certainly had hers. 
 
I went up to the bathroom on the deck above and bathed and shaved as expeditiously as I 
could because of unpleasant and unmistakable symptoms.  I had to return to bed but the 
pitching and rolling of the ship was so violent, and I felt so thoroughly dejected that I could 
not even read.  I lay listening to the interminable whirl of the propellers and the swishing 
of the water near my head.  There was only three-eighths of an inch thickness of plating 
between the sea and us, and one could hear many sounds that would never be noticed in a 
larger heavier ship. 
 
When I staggered up on deck it was to find a fresh wind blowing and a heavy swell 
running, so that I had to walk warily and to hang on to the lifelines which ran lengthwise 
at shoulder height above the deck. 
 
The crew were Australians and they were a husky and friendly lot. They were clustered 
about gun stations and near the fantail trying to escape the biting wind.  Everyone wore 
his balaclava helmet and was muffled up in all the warm clothing they good master. I had 
on a sealskin cap, a pull over, warm wool lined boots, gloves and a gabardine navy 
overcoat lined with sheepskin. This, with a sick scarf, kept out the cold, but I felt stuffed up 
as a ragdoll, flopping about the deck.  
 
The weather really was cold that and I was told by one of the engineers that the men in 
stokehole were wearing heavy coats to keep them warm. It appears that the forced draft 
was rather strong and the frigid air rushes down on the stokers. 
 
The ship was fitted with a good many wireless sets in the officers’ and crew’s quarters, 
and on this and subsequent days we heard the B.B.C.  African and Eastern services. 
Reception of the African service was excellent and much better than the Eastern service. 
 
The following day when I went on deck I was greeted with a swirl of sleet, the Decks being 
wet and not at all easy for landlubbers to traverse. 
 
We were now very far to the north, and I thought this was probably the coldest weather 
we would encounter. We had only 6° of frost but on going to the forecastle and I saw ice 
cream, casing the guns, stays, deck and rail. 
 
Despite the bad weather it was a pleasure to go on deck, not only for the exhilarating air 
but to chat with the crew. They were a keen and alert lot of fellows. At the moment the 
principal concern was whether they would get any leave in Archangel, and how much. 
What was Archangel like? How much did vodka cost? Were there any Dancehalls there? 
How much was the Rouble worth? Did the Russians like Night Life? Was the vodka very 
strong? These, and a host of other questions, showed how eagerly the crew were looking 
forward to having a fling on shore. 
 
I patiently explained that I had never been to this part of Russia before, and that in any 
case it was six years since I was in the country. I could only advise them to carefully 
exchange their money until they had enquired as to whether they were any special 
arrangements for sailors, otherwise they might find themselves paying $5 each four 
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Roubles which were possibly worse about $2  or their about in English money. As for 
attractions and amenities of Archangel, well, Sailors have a happy knack finding out such 
things for themselves without the assistance of landsmen. 
 
What a grievance these young fellows head was about rum. It appears that there is no rum 
allowance in the Australian Navy as there is in the British, and on cold runs like this, the 
crew considered this was a hardship. Certainly they were going through it. Used to that 
beautiful, mild climate of Australia these frigid zones put a strain on them. I looked up at 
the fellow in the crow’s nest and thought he must be nearly frozen. Fortunately these men 
only have very short spells of duty about an hour each on the look-out. 
 
The engineers were not without their troubles either. The force of pitching of the vessel 
had already fractured the hot water pipes in the bathroom in the water was wishing about 
the floor when I tried to have a bath that morning. One of the hydraulic pipes for the gun 
bearings has had also been damaged, and oil was plastered all about the deck above our 
cabin. But the engineers took it very philosophically, as I said such defects always show 
themselves in a new ship. 
 
 The wind which was now abeam caused the Norman to roll a good deal, so much so that 
one of the officers was thrown the whole length of the wardroom. Several of us had 
narrow escapes, and we had to be very wary, whether sitting or standing, to avoid being 
flung out against the furniture or the bulkheads. 
 
 That night the weather became worse, and I went to bed early, listening to the sudden 
angry swelling of the water, the scream of the ship and the banging of the sea on her sides. 
 
There was remarkably little racing of propellers as those on destroyers are always set 
very low. The cold at night was intense, and although I had an electric radiator turned on 
and an extra blanket on the bed, I had to put my heavy coat on top of these to keep myself 
warm. I turned in, wearing my other clothes and socks over which I pulled my pyjamas. 
 
The succeeding day the gun turrets, decks and almost every bit of metal were covered 
with ice. One of the crew clearly passed out with the cold during his four-hour watch. I lay 
awake until approximately 5 o’clock, when suddenly the bedding shot off the mattress and 
I was hurled right across the cabin, falling on the deck. Fortunately, the bedding and the 
clothes which accompanied me struck against the deck or I would’ve had a nasty knock. 
The electric radiator was burning and it was lucky that the clothes didn’t catch fire. I knew 
that we had to expect an unpleasant passage on the destroyer, but I never imagined it 
could be so bad. I placed the betting on the floor but even then it exhibited in 
uncontrollable tendency to slide across the deck every time we took a list. 
 
I bathed, shaved and pulled on my heavy clothing and went on deck. I was soon slipping 
about the deck because of the ice, and for a time I stood hanging on to the iron ladder 
talking to men on watch. 
 
 We had a following wind, whereas the previous night it had been on the beam practically 
the whole time. It was a sight to inspire confidence to see how little the vessels rose up 
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just as mountainous waves appeared ready to burst over her. There was a really 
heavy swell, some of the waves rising, I should say, more than 50 feet above the deck. 
Forward it was a different matter. Comber after comber came over the weatherside 
and swept along the decks. One had to be wide awake to avoid trouble. But the cold 
didn’t freeze the spirit of the crew who were as friendly and optimistic as ever. 
 
On Sunday, 12 October, whilst we were at breakfast, the alarm bells began to ring. 
We listen, it was the signal for action stations. I rushed up on the deck and learn that 
an aeroplane had been cited whilst we were passing between the Kola and Kanin 
peninsulas. It was very inspiring to observe the alertness of the crew as they speedily 
and calmly manned their posts. These clean, eager young fellows were just longing to 
have a shot at something. Whether an aeroplane or submarine it didn’t matter. The 
aeroplane caused us no trouble, fortunately, as it turned aside, and we never knew 
for certain whether it was a German or a Soviet machine. 
 
We were steaming only a few miles away from the Kola Coast and the land could be 
seen rising in steep ice covered cliffs which appeared to be about 100 to 150 feet 
high. We were now nearing the end of our journey, and everyone was looking 
forward expectantly to reaching Archangel. 
 
Early in the afternoon the land of the Kola Peninsula disappeared from our view, and 
a tree lined Coast showed itself on the eastern side. 
 
Soon after this we took a Soviet pilot on-board, accompanied by two officers, one of 
whom was an interpreter. They were full of admiration for the Norman, calling her a 
beautiful ship, which in truth she was despite the unpleasant time she has given us. 
 
As we entered the river Dvina, Harrison called my attention to the logs which were 
floating about. 
 
The destroyer round this time passed down the delta of the Dvina, steaming briskly 
along. At the truck of the mast the figure of an Australian Kangaroo had been fixed 
with the pennant streaming from it and the white ensign floating below. 
 

         
Kangaroo on the trunk of the mast                                  ASDIC the ships Cat 
 

The banks of the river on both sides were stacked with timber, and now and again 
we came across great rocks moored securely to the sides. There were many moles of 
these stocks of timber, some of them being built almost 50 feet high. 

ASDIC  ‘asdik’ 
And early form of 
sonar used to detect 
submarines 
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Now and again we would see a saw-mill and other times machines lifting heavy logs 
upwards and storing them. One of the Australian quartermasters remarked to me:” I 
have never seen so much timber in my life, And we have plenty in Australia.” 
 
A few hundred yards further down the river we drew near the quay fastened up 
alongside in the rapidly diminishing light, to receive an English naval captain who 
came on board, accompanied by delegation of trade unionists. 
 
He greeted us warmly, and regretfully we left our good host, Commander Burrell, 
and the officers and crew of the Norman. 
 
The return Journey 
 
Eventually we reach the Norman about 4.30pm and very speedily resumed our 
acquaintance with the ship’s company.  Then went back to the ship in the company of 
our Russian Friends. We had been instructed to be up at 6 am. After we had boarded 
the Norman and said goodbye to our Russian comrades, the destroyer got underway. 
 
I went down to the cabin to put on heavy clothing, as I intended to stay on deck, and I 
could hear the crunching the ice against the sides of the destroyer as we steamed 
slowly away. We passed several Russian minesweepers putting out to see and saw 
the hull of Russian merchant ship which had been gutted by fire after being bombed. 
 
After about two hours steaming we dropped anchor and waited until orders were 
received for us to proceed on our way. 
 
The following day open with a bright sun in bitterly cold weather. Going on deck I 
found the ice was at least 3 inches thick and big chunks of it broke off as we passed 
through. They were reforming up some distance behind us no doubt it would soon in 
the freeze over in a solid mass.  
 
I wondered what it would be like when the winter really set in. Ice-breakers would 
have a stiff time in keeping open a passageway even for half a dozen ships, much less 
for convoy. Nature has provided some stiff obstacles for the Germans to surmount in 
the winter campaign against the Soviet Union, but it also imposes its limitations on 
the transport of munitions to Russia. 
 
I went onto the bridge to face a biting wind which, although I was muffled up almost 
to the top of my nose, still made its effects felt. The commander had on three 
sweaters, in addition to his duffle jacket which finished like in a Cowl like a monk’s. 
The navigating officer told me that he always kept his pyjamas on over his 
underclothing in this cold weather. 
 
There was a slight sea running with quite substantial swell, which caused the 
Norman, cruising along at good speed, to ship many heavy seas over a high bows. 
There were six men on the bridge with another in the crow’s nest, and one on the 
signal platform on each side of the bridge. 
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  Suddenly one of the watches cried out, “Those birds seem to be concentrating about a 
particular object.” Instantly nine pairs of eyes, and a 10th (My own) glanced in the 
direction to which he pointed. We were now in the submarine territory and sharp 
watch was being kept. 
 
That Commander replied, half jestingly,” It might be a whale or something of the kind,” 
but concentrated his attention on the object through his binoculars. The birds 
dispersed and we found that the object of our speculation, was not a periscope, as we 
thought it might be possible, but a floating log which had apparently been carried out 
some hundreds of miles from Archangel. 
 
Over on the port side we could see the frozen cliffs of the Kola Peninsula. One patch of 
coast, fully 3 miles long, however, it didn’t appear to be ice-or snow-covered. I couldn’t 
make out the reason, and I intended to ask a question about it. But at that moment I 
hastily ducked my head below the windscreen to escape the lash of the spray which 
came over. ”When you have been in this game of the ‘praying mantis’,” The commander 
said with a grin “Your knees get quite flexible.” “Believing that everyone gets into the 
habit of feeling the ship, as it were, both with knees and feet, so that with every role in 
pitch one’s knees slacking to adjust one’s balance.” 
 
 I stuck it out on the bridge until my fingers were tingling inside my fur-lined gloves, 
and then descended to the comparative warmth of the main deck, joining the signal 
party who were warming their hands on the funnel. 
 
The men accosted me, keen on ascertaining my impression of Russia. I was curious to 
ascertain what the crew thought of Archangel. They held that roubles were far too 
expensive and they grumbled that a bottle of the beer or wine at cost them 35 roubles, 
with the rate of exchange at 48 roubles to the pound. They had resorted to trading 
cigarettes and chocolate. A bar of chocolate and bought 10 roubles, and English 
cigarettes were much sought-after. 
 
 When I told them that I thought  that the Russian engineering and aviation were a 
pretty good, they confirm this by saying hello that they had seen submarines at 
Archangel which were as long as the Norman itself. As she is well over 300 feet long 
the subs must have been pretty hefty specimens. 
 
After lunch I rested then went on deck again. The temperature was rather higher than 
it had been during the morning, and the sea had gone down a little although the sky 
looked forbidding. Ahead of us on the port bow was a big, black cloud, a man at the gun 
said he thought it was snow.  It passed us by a couple of miles fortunately. 
 
A cable started flapping and banging about on the forward deck and had to be snugged 
down, and the officer on watch shouted down the voice true to the Captains Bridge for 
permission to reduce speed. This was to prevent the crew, who would have to go 
forward, from getting drenched by the seas which were still coming over the bows. 
 
We slowed down, the men rushed to the task, and in five minutes we were again 
cutting the water at a rattling pace. We tried out the searchlights after darkness had 
fallen, and their powerful beans proved that everything was okay. 
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Then we went down to dinner and spent the evening in conversation and 
listening to the wireless. 
 
The weather had turned cold again, and I took precaution of sleeping it my 
clothes, slipping my pyjamas over these, and then on top of the lot, a pullover. 
This, with a couple of blankets and with the electric radiator on all night, made 
me feel really warm for the first time since I had been on the Norman. 
 
When I went up to the bathroom next morning, it was to find the walls coated 
with ice, and I recoiled that the prospect of having an absolutely cold bath. So 
when the Stewart was not looking, I ran in a pint or two of warm water. 
 
I climbed out again with expedition, rubbed myself vigorously with the towel, all 
the time trying to dodge the shower bath from the numerous drops of water 
project condensed on the ceiling. They would trickle down my neck at the most 
unexpected moments, assisted by the cold down draft from the ventilator. 
 
I’m went on the bridge and officer told me that he had sighted a school of whales, 
sprouting away in a good sport. I was sorry I had missed them as I’d never seen a 
whale at close quarters, although I saw one in the distant horizon on our outward 
journey. 
 
Next day the weather was much warmer, and the bathroom felt almost like the 
Ritz. I heard at 7 o’clock in the morning on the BBC, how the Russians had 
bombed the Berlin the previous night. 
 
In the early evening we had gunnery practice. The moon had risen far higher than 
the sun, which had only just peaked its head above the horizon during the 
morning. It was watery looking orb, over which the clouds were chasing one 
another, and it was no use waiting for complete darkness. A smoke float was fired 
from the deck and burned fiercely as we steamed on it grew to a small red point, 
about 2 miles astern. Then I started as a shell was fired, and the guns roared. I 
had my hands pressed tightly over my ears not having taken the precautions to 
stuff them with cotton wool, the sharp bursts from the gun ware severe. I thought 
the firing pretty good. 
 
We put in at Iceland, where the caterers for the various ships messes went out 
hunting for food. I saw them delving into the shops for fish, onions, bread and 
biscuits. We chatted with many of the British soldiers we saw there, most of them 
who would be glad of some leave. 
 
We return to the Norman, which was lying snugly sheltered by tanker, with a high 
hill beyond furnished by the setting sun which cast gleams of silver and gold wide 
across the harbour. I stood on the deck watching the night advance, and I have 
never witnessed a more perfect scene. As the sun disappeared, the strong rays of 
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  the northern lights pulled across the mountaintops as the search light had been turned on. 
 
The following day we left Iceland, travelling at high-speed. The sun rose with a wonderful 
brilliance, and looking aft one saw a swell of white water as the Norman sailed through the 
seas under the pressure of a powerful engines. 
 
“Open boat on the horizon,” sang out the man in the crows nest. 
 
 I wondered what that might mean, as yesterday a report came through the wireless that 
the “Reuben James”, an American destroyer, had been torpedoed near Iceland. The boat 
proved to be a fishing vessel and we saw nothing else for a long time afterwards. 
 
I was talking to the commander in his cabin when a voice came down the tube,” there is a 
wisp of smoke on the horizon.” 
 
“Keep your eye on her,” instructed the Commander. Small thing perhaps. In peacetime 
nothing to bother about, but in war time, not something to be ignored. 
 
We dashed along, hot and bothered. News came over the BBC, which was now greatly 
improved in reception that “Arsenal are now pressing strongly. There forwards have gone 
ahead once again.” 
 
 Arrived off a place somewhere in Scotland, a lighter put off to us, and we pass down the 
ship side of the whole ships company lined up to give us three cheers, which we heartily 
returned. We left the Norman with a real sense of gratitude to the good fellows who 
brought us home and security on a voyage full of interest, despite the rigorous weather. 
 
 A big Flamingo passenger plane was awaiting us and soon we were higher up in the air 
and making southwards, reaching London after the fastest flight I have ever made. 

______________________________________ 
 

 
 

HMAS Norman 

Ref: http://www.navy.gov.au/hmas-norman-i 
 
HMAS Norman (I) was one of eight N Class destroyers  laid down in British yards during 
1939 to the order of the Royal Navy. Five (Napier, Nestor, Nepal, Nizam and Norman (I)) 
were transferred to the Royal Australian Navy, two to the Royal Netherlands Navy and one 
to the Polish Navy. The only one to become a war loss, HMAS Nestor, was sunk by air 
attack in the Mediterranean on 16 June 1942. 

http://www.navy.gov.au/hmas-norman-i


Maritime Manifest  Winter 2016                                         Page 12 

  HMAS Norman 
 

Class N Class 

Type Destroyer 

Pennant G49 

Builder Thornycroft & Co, Southampton, England 

Laid Down 27 July 1939 

Launched 30 October 1940 

Commissioned 15 September 1941 

Decommissioned October 1945 

Dimensions & Displacement 

Displacement  1,760 tons (standard) 

 2,550 tons (full load) 

Length 356 feet 6 inches 

Beam 35 feet 8 inches 

Draught 16 feet 4 inches 

Performance 

Speed 36 knots 

Complement 

Crew 226 

Propulsion 

Machinery Parsons geared turbines 

Horsepower 40,000 

Armament 

Guns  6 x 4.7-inch guns 

 1 x 2-pounder 4 barrel Pom Pom 

 2 x .303 Lewis machine guns 

Torpedoes 10 x 21-inch torpedo tubes (2 pentad mounts) 

Other Armament  6 x 20mm Oerlikons 

 Depth Charges 

Awards 

Battle Honours  INDIAN OCEAN 1942–44 

 EAST INDIES 1944 

 BURMA 1945 

 OKINAWA 1945 

 

http://www.navy.gov.au/node/4584
http://www.navy.gov.au/node/4578
http://www.navy.gov.au/node/4611
http://www.navy.gov.au/node/3833
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By - Jenny Fison             Sunday Volunteer and Life member of QMMA 
 
 

I am 90 years of age and keep watchful 'eyes’ 
on the river and Maritime Museum. I have 

worked in Brisbane most of my life and I am 
Full of a Force to be reckoned with. 

 
I am Forceful! 

 
90 years ago I slid down the slipway into the River Clyde in Glasgow, Scotland 
and steamed my way to Brisbane where I was welcomed with ‘toots and whistles ‘ 
to service the ships of the City of Brisbane almost half way around the world 
from my birthplace. After an eventful maiden voyage (being battered by a 
Cyclone), I felt quite at home when I dropped anchor in Brisbane. 
 
Before commencing duties, I was ‘hospitalized’ in dry dock for a ‘bottom shave’ 
and a propeller change. Then I set to work escorting big ships, little ships, 
middle sized ships and even dredges in and out of the Brisbane River and 
Moreton Bay. Coal was fed into my furnace, water filled my boilers and each 
day the captain and crew steamed me up and down the river, winching tow ropes 
onto my stern from all the ‘sea-going ladies’ and away I would chug with a belly 
full of coal, steam and black smoke belching (burp — excuse me) from my 
majestic funnel as I powered along the ‘water highway’ towing my precious cargo. 
They were the good old days! 
 
I remember many adventures and some mishaps, but it was all in my day's work. 
Towing the Arafura was a highlight of my ocean going duties. It was ‘touch and 
go’ in the cyclone off Townsville but as I am Forceful by name and Forceful by 
nature, after many days at sea I successfully delivered Arafura to Brisbane 
thanks to my friends — captain and crew - who kept my fires burning. The old 
steam song - I THINK I CAN, ‘ I KNOW I CAN kept whistling up my funnel 
urging me onwards. 
 
My Second World War service was an experience. Being steamed to 
Fremantle en-route to the Middle East, I was suddenly ordered to Darwin for 
sea rescue duties and while dodging crazy planes and torpedoes to carry out 
these tasks, I was left wondering if I would ever get back to the quiet, homely 
surrounds of the Brisbane River. 
 

 

Forceful Reminisce 
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  After war duties in northern Australian waters, I re-joined my fellow tugs in 
the Port of Brisbane again guiding ships to and from their berths. For the next 
27 years I assisted Brisbane shipping, until as a coal burning tug I was 
superseded by diesel operated tugs - horrible smelling, tin pot whistling tugs. 
My last tow was in 1970 and after 44 years of service, I lay idle at the city 
wharves watching my ‘new partners in service’. Extremely depressing! 
 

But what is this! A year later I was off again, under tow, only up the ‘water 
highway’ a few yards to my new home, the Maritime Museum at South Bank. 
What I will do now, I wondered! 
 

Persons examined me from bow to stern, inside and out and the next thing I 
knew the coal bunker is full, water is again in my boilers and my fire is lit. 
Where am I going? People arrive on my decks, mooring lines are released and 
the captain telegraphs the engine room to ‘full speed’ ahead! ‘We are off again 
down the ‘water highway’ and out into Moreton Bay. But what is this? I have 
passed Luggage Point and I am turning to starboard at the Coffee Pots towards 
St Helena and Mud Islands. Captain Jack signals STOP! Lower the anchor! I 
am stopped in the middle of the channel and now the crew are serving lunch to 
the passengers - sausages, steak and onion smells wafting from my galley. Oh! I 
wish I could have some but a 50+year old steam tug only ‘eats’ coal. 
 

Up anchor and full steam ahead. Back across the Bay, turn to Port into the 
channel, past Luggage Point again and into the river. Suddenly a shrill high 
pitched short/long blast and there ahead is a diesel tug carrying out towing 
duties. I reply with several deep—throated blasts and after salutations I 
continue steaming up river back to my berth at the Maritime Museum. Next 
Sunday same scenario. Oh Great! I am back in business and this new life 
revolves around carrying many passengers on day trips. 
 

This part of my new life also saw my crew firing me up for short river cruises 
during Expo '88 much to the delight of international visitors to Brisbane. I was 
the last steam tug operating on the Australian east coast and I enjoyed 
showing everyone how ships plied the waters in a bygone era. 
 

After Expo I resumed excursion trips to Moreton Bay on Sundays with a 
volunteer crew made up of surgeons, doctors, teachers, engineers, accountants, 
electricians, company directors, delivery drivers, funeral parlor personnel, 
teacher aides, housewives, ex naval personnel and many more. Everyone looked 
after me and ‘fed’ me well so I could have the pleasure of continuing steaming 
for years to come. 
 

One day after much movement on my decks, I was off again upstream. But why? 
Whilst I was ‘eyeing off South Bank’, little diesel tugs were pulling my old mate 
Diamantina out of the dock to berth at my wharf whilst her ‘resting place’ was 
being renovated. Then I steamed back downstream and found my berth on the 
outside of Diamantina. I was overjoyed to be reunited with an old World War II 
buddy. I continued my Sunday excursions whilst moored here and later when 
Diamantina was repositioned ‘high and dry’ in the clock I would salute her as I 
sailed away downstream. I thought to myself at the time, I am still sailing but 
you are ‘confined to barracks’. Little did I know that my ‘sailing away’ days were 
numbered! 
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‘Sailing Away’ came to an end in 2006 when my ageing body (80+ years) needed 
‘surgery’ to be performed at today's prices.  So whilst my museum and volunteer 
friends sought HELP, I was forced to tie up at the Maritime moorings and watch 
the river traffic pass me by. 
 

Today, old steam tug tears often run down my proud, sleek body to mingle 
with the ‘water highway that I know so well. 
 

Whilst tied at my moorings ‘contemplating my naval’, not much happened on 
board. Why? One or two footsteps occurred every now and again but ‘nothing to 
write home about!’ Measurements were being taken on my port side but nothing 
else. I had been bobbing up and down at the wharf, courtesy of the City Cats, 
for about two years. Why am I idle? Do my friends have money to help me 
steam again? To an old girl eyeing off the river and ferries, this is becoming a 
little confusing. Will I or won't I steam again? This is my question. 
 

Suddenly! Movement all around me! Mooring ropes cast off. I can see a small 
black and white tug out of my starboard eye and I can feel the push of a larger 
vessel on my ‘backside’. People on deck and out of my port eye I see people 
ashore waving. No fire in my belly or smoke in my stack, but I am on the move 
again! Great! But where to? Is this a good move or a bad one? 
 

I pass under the Goodwill, Captain Cook and Story Bridges, past houses, units 
and parks. There is Newstead House and Breakfast Creek on my port side and 
Cairncross Dock on my starboard side. See, even though I am OLD, I can still 
remember places on the ‘Water Highway‘. 
 

I know now where I am going - to have my bottom shaved and painted with a bit 
of tap-tapping on my hull. Up I journey onto the slipway for a change of scenery 
- cars and trucks crossing the ‘Water Highway’ via the Gateway Bridge - and 
more ships passing by escorted by the orange—diesel—new-old girls. After some 
time at my slipway berth I am at last pushed and pulled back home - “Hello 
Diamantina! Did you miss me?" 
 

Back home again I can feel movement around my decks. What is this? Out of my 
port eye I see a new, bigger gangway being lifted into place and a little hut set 
up on my ‘garden path’ (wharf). Lots of footsteps, hammering and scraping 
sounds reverberate around my hull. How exciting! Activity! Breathing new life 
into the Old Girl! Wheelhouse being renovated; Flooring being repaired; Crews 
Quarters being cleaned,’ Footsteps and more footsteps; People laughing and 
talking as they walk around me means that I am at last open, especially on 
Sundays, to the people of Brisbane to view a 90 year old steam tug from inside 
as well as outside. 
 

For the time being, until I can steam again, I will relish seeing kayakers row 
past, baby ferries chug on by, pleasure boats wash my hull with gentle waves, 
 

City Cats roar by and give me Rock ‘n Roll, Passers-By on the bridge exclaim at 
my gorgeous body and people continuing to board me to help me survive as they 
marvel at a 90 year old lady still enjoying a water experience. 

 
FORCEFUL BY NAME, FORCEFUL BY NATURE 
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Antarctica 

 
 
 

Introduction 
  
In December 2011, after visiting relatives in Peru, Dr. Peter Scott flew to Ushuaia, the most 
southern city to join an eco-tourist ship cruising down the Antarctic Peninsula. With over 40 
years’ experience teaching Earth Science and with a research background in Geology which 
included studying the ancient climate and forests in Antarctica when it was further north and 
joined, Dr. Scott wanted to visit the area in a ship which was designed for research rather than 
the exclusive tourist trade. 
 
The Ship 
 
Such a ship was the M.V. USHUAIA, an Argentinian-owned and operated vessel which had been 
built in Toledo, Ohio for the National Ocean and Atmospheric Administration of the US in 
1970. The ship is operated by Antarplly Expeditions of Ushuaia (http://www.antarpply.com ) 
and is a C-class ice-strengthened ship of 2923 tonnes, it has a relatively small draft of 5.48 
metres and a length of 84 metres. This enabled the ship to navigate into many of the smaller 
inlets of the Peninsula and its adjacent islands. The ship is driven by two ALCO 1600 HP 
engines and has a bow thruster of 500 kW. It carries seven Zodiac boats which are launched 
from a stern crane. 

 

    
                        MV USHUAIA                                                                                 Away from the ship – Wilhelmina Bay                    

 
Passengers and Crew 
 
The USHUAIA has cabins for 84 passengers and carries a crew of 38 including expedition staff 

http://www.antarpply.com/
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Voyage of the USHUAIA 

consisting of an Expedition Leader and Assistant Leader, a Geologist, an Environmentalist 
and Biologist. Each of the Zodiacs is commanded by a Coxswain who also acts as a guide 
when out on the water. Under Antarctic Treaty rules, vessels in the waters are not 
allowed to carry any more than 200 people (such as in many of the larger cruise ships) 
and only allow landing parties of no more than 100. With a small passenger compliment 
broken up into two smaller groups, two excursions per day were possible. These often 
included extensive trips in the Zodiacs into the many bays and islands as well as to the 
mainland. This enabled the passengers to experience the wildness of the area as well as 
to study the many and varied wildlife up close. 
 

The Location – the Antarctic 
Peninsula 

 
The Antarctic Peninsula is the 
northernmost part of the 
mainland of Antarctica and 
contains mountains which are an 
extension of the Andes and over 
2800 m high. It is an important 
region of research as it has 
revealed that the forces of 
climate change are having a 
great effect on the region.  
 

 Highlights of the Voyage 
 

Apart from the continual feeling 
of awe being in a wilderness 
area, three days from civilization 
and with temperatures usually 

well-below zero, there were many highlights of the trip. These included visits to the 
mainland at Foyn Harbour and Neko Harbour and several of the major islands such as 
Cuverville and Half Moon Island. The ship also visited two unmanned Argentinian Research 
Stations – Admirante Browne at Paradise Bay and Camara at Half Moon Island. A visit to 
Port Lockroy, a manned British “base” occurred. Here was a pre-1940’s base being re-
conditioned as a period museum by a group of volunteers.  
 
It was an interesting visit to see how the early scientist lived (one coal heater and a stove in 
wooden huts). They also had a gift shop and Post Office (letters went via London and took 
several months). As a geologist, the highlight for Dr.Scott was sailing into the centre of 
Deception Island, an active volcano with a central deep caldera (collapsed crater) with an 
entrance to the sea. Unfortunately it was too windy for landing and so the swimming trip to 
the hot springs was cancelled. The other highlight for Dr.Scott was the celebration party on 
board for the Norwegian explorer Roald Amundsen who reached the South Pole exactly 
100 years ago on December 17th 1911. 
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For those members volunteering at the Museum, Mrs. Dorothy Kirby is a familiar 
sight looking after the day to day financials of the Queensland Maritime Museum. 
A long-time member and recently appointed as honorary member, Dorothy has 

been a dedicated volunteer with many roles 
including helping out on the Forceful day trips 
down the river, managing the retail shop and as 
well riding a mower to keep the lawns under 
control. 
Her present normal day is arriving at 7.00 am, 
three days per week. 
Such is her dedication and commitment her 
colleagues have nominated her for a Lifetime 
Contribution to the Volunteering Award as part 
of the Queensland Volunteering Awards. 
Volunteering Queensland chief executive Mara 
Basanovic said the awards acknowledged the 
valuable work done every day by thousands of 
volunteers. 

 
By Keith Boulton with technical support by Ian Jempson, Peter Nunan and Peter Smith and the 

National Museum of the Royal Navy. 

 
At the Queensland Maritime Museum there are two 
unique artefacts. The Mark VII and Mark 14 
Torpedoes. Each has its own tale of origin and how 
they became part of the superb collection.  
 
The “torpedo” originally referred to what we call 
“mines.” This led to a name such as “self-propelled 
torpedo”. Over time our modern names developed. 
 
The history of the Torpedo commences with trials 
and finally the successful design by Englishman, 
Robert Whitehead in the mid 1800’s. The Austrians 
at that time controlled only northern Italy and a 
small area around Trieste where Whitehead’s 
company was based. The company went on to sell 

 

QMM Member nominated for the Queensland Volunteer Awards 
 
 
 

 

A tale of two torpedoes 
 
 
 

1866 Whitehead's Torpedo tested by the 
Austrian Navy 

[The Devils Device- Robert Whitehead and the 
History of the Torpedo] 
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the torpedoes to the major navies around the world. Each country eventually began 
manufacturing locally and under license. 
 

The QMM Torpedo Exhibits. 
 

The first and oldest is an Mk VII [British] and the other is an Mk 14 [American] 
                                             

                             
 
 

                   

 

Background 
 
The early QMM knowledge of this Torpedo was that it was a British Mk IX model. 
However with investigations completed recently with the help of the “Archive & 
Research Department [‘Explosion’ Museum of Naval Firepower]” and Part of 
the National Museum of the Royal Navy, it has now been identified as a rare Mk 
VII model. 
 
The Mk VII was issued for use on the British heavy cruisers; i.e. cruisers with 8-
inch guns. The 21-inch Mk VII was an oxygen-enriched, air engine driven torpedo 
designed in 1925 and introduced in service the following year, they were later 
converted to natural air at an early stage of World War II. They were carried on-
board HMAS Australia & HMAS Canberra as well as the London class heavy 
cruisers before later being replaced by the much more successful shorter and 
lighter 21-inch Mk IX torpedoes, introduced in 1930.  
 

     The Mk VII beside the path The Mk 14 inside the Pump House 

 

Mark VII viewed from the 
propulsion end 

The controls from beneath Internal test plate on the Air Flask 
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Operational Range: 5,700 yards (5,200 m), Speed: 35 knots  
The Mk VII weighed 4106lb [1862 kg], had an explosive charge of 740lb[335kg], 
and was 25ft 6in [7.77m] length overall. Whereas the Mk IX weighed 3732lb 
[1692 kg] had an explosive charge of 727lb [329 kg] TNT (later replaced by 
810lb [367 kg] Torpex) and was 23ft 10.5in [7.27 m] length overall. 
 
The Mk VII is a much rarer torpedo, and only a limited number of them were 
made and only nine were actually fired.  

           
The ring fitted on the nose of the Mk VII indicates it was 
a practice unit. After being launched and prior to the 
completion of its run, a small amount of compressed air 
was released internally to displace the water in the 
warhead chamber [the weight of water used to simulate 
the explosive charge]. This then caused the torpedo to 
float by nose up, to enable retrieval. 
 
The QMM connection 
It is understood that this unit was donated to QMM from 
the ex-naval depot HMAS Moreton at New Farm. As well, 
long time QMM member Jack Hamilton recalls that the 
Torpedo was at QMM when he joined in 1983 and was 
said then to have come from HMAS Moreton. 

The Mk 14 Torpedo 
 

 

                                 
 

    

    
 
 

 
 

        The twin propellers at the propulsion end 

Manufacturing Identifications 

HMAS Moreton- New Farm 

 
 
 
 

The Nose Ring 
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The Mk 14 Torpedo 
                                                        
The Mk 14 torpedo was the United States Navy's standard submarine-launched 
anti-ship torpedo of World War II. By the end of World War II, the Mk 14 torpedo 
was a reliable weapon which remained in service for almost 40 years in the 
US Navy, and even longer with other navies. 
 

The Mk 14 were produced in large numbers during WW2 by the Naval Torpedo 
Station Newport, Rhode Island, the Naval Torpedo Station, Alexandria, Virginia, 
Naval Torpedo Station Keyport, Washington and the Naval Ordnance Plant 
Forest Park, Illinois. Their cost then was $12,000 USD, a considerable sum in the 
period. 
 
Diameter: 21 inches [533mm], Length: 6.25 m,  
Weight: 3302lb [1810 kg] 
Range: 4,500 yards [4,100 m] at 46 knots [85 km/h] 
             9,000 yards [8,200 m] at 31 knots [57 km/h] 
Power Plant: Wet-heater combustion / steam turbine.  
Propellant: Methanol.  
Warhead: 643 lbs. [292 kg] Torpex. 
 

The QMM connection 
During 2005, QMM Member Volunteer and Librarian, Peter Nunan sighted a 
notice in the Anchorwatch, the newsletter of the Historic Naval Ships Association. 
[QMM is a member]. There was an offer of Mark 14 Torpedoes on loan and for 
display purposes to interested groups. He brought this to CEO Ian Jempson’s 
attention and so the dialogue commenced with the US Navy to obtain one of 
these units. 
 
Once the QMM application was accepted, the main problem then was how to 
transfer the 1810 kg, 6.2 m Torpedo from the USA to QMM in Queensland? 
Various channels were tried and finally with the help of our own navy and air 
force, the unit was flown out, free of charge and delivered to South Bank. 
 
As the Torpedo is on permanent loan from the USN, an annual report is required 
with evidence that it is still kept in a safe, sound and secure position and on 
display. 
 
Our library also has helpful sources—e.g. Blair Silent Victory and Roscoe 
Submarine Operations in WWII. 
 
Sources: -     The Devil’s Device Robert Whitehead and the History of the Torpedo 
                -     Wikipedia  

  -      Mrs Heather Johnson-Archives Collections Officer 
          National Museum of the Royal Navy 

- Mr. John Roberts 
                   Archive & Research Department-‘Explosion’ Museum of Naval Firepower 

         (Part of the National Museum of the Royal Navy) 
          Heritage Way Priddy’s Hard Gosport Hants PO12 4LE  

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/United_States_Navy
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Torpedo
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/World_War_II
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Keyport,_Washington
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Prepared by Mike Sobyra 

 
"Crossing the Bar" is an 1889 poem by Alfred, Lord Tennyson that is 
traditionally the last poem in collections of his work. It is thought that Tennyson 
wrote it in elegy, as the poem has a tone of finality about it. The narrator uses an 
extended metaphor to compare death to crossing the "sandbar" between the tide 
or river of life, with its outgoing "flood," and the ocean that lies beyond death, the 
"boundless deep," to which we return. 

Tennyson wrote the poem after a serious illness while at sea, crossing the Solent 
from Aldworth to Farringford on the Isle of Wight. It has also been suggested he 
wrote it while on a yacht anchored in Salcombe. The words, he said, "came in a 
moment" Shortly before he died, Tennyson told his son Hallam to "put 'Crossing 
the Bar' at the end of all editions of my poems". 

The poem contains four stanzas that generally alternate between long and short 
lines. Tennyson employs a traditional ABAB rhyme scheme. Scholars have noted 
that the form of the poem follows the content: the wavelike quality of the long-
then-short lines parallels the narrative thread of the poem. 

The extended metaphor of "crossing of bar" represents travelling serenely and 
securely from life through death. The Pilot is a metaphor for God, whom the 
speaker hopes to meet face to face. Tennyson 
explained, "The Pilot has been on board all 
the while, but in the dark I have not seen 
him…[He is] that Divine and Unseen Who is 
always guiding us."  

The words have been set to music by Sir 
Hubert Parry. 

In 2014, Ian Assersohn wrote a new setting of 
the words for male voices. Assersohn's piece 
"Crossing the Bar" won the Composers' 
Competition at the Cornwall International 
Male Voice Choir Festival, from a field of 40 
entries. Assersohn is the Musical Director of 
Epsom Male Voice Choir, and the choir sang 
the world première of "Crossing the Bar" in 
Truro Cathedral at the Festival Opening 
International Gala Concert on Thursday 30 April 2015.  

 

Explanation of “Crossing the Bar”  
 
 
 
 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Alfred,_Lord_Tennyson
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Elegy
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Extended_metaphor
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Sandbar
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Solent
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Aldworth
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Isle_of_Wight
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Salcombe
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Hallam_Tennyson
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Stanza
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Rhyme_scheme
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Hubert_Parry
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Hubert_Parry
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Enlistments 

 
Brett Anstis     Kevin Bartholomew  Rudi Bianchi 
Paul Carnavas  Paul Clarke   Fintan Connolly 
Franf Dingle   Robert Doyle   Lois & John Evans 
Bruce Hermann  Rick Hua   Greg Hunt 
Tony Matthewman  Ranae McIvor   Danny O'Brien 
Saul Teague   C. W. Whitney   Sharelle  Wickham 
 
 

Crossed the Bar 
 

Rhoda Baker John Lang John Lazenby 

Hugh Harkins   
 
 
 

Life members 
 

Robert (Jeff) Andrews Glen French John Keenan 
Bryant John Berriman Kevin Fuge John Keogh 
Warren Blee Fred Gans Brian Martin 
Peter Byrne Judith Grant Beatrice Joan McLeod 
Lilian Campbell-Innes Peter Hall David Morgan 
Keith Cogzell William Heymink Barbara Poniewierski 
Joy Elcock Victor Horne Carl Savage 
Edward Elcock Peter Ives Helen Savage 
Jennifer (Jenny) Fison William Jenkinson Fabian Sweeney 
Richard (Dick) Fletcher Raymond Jones Coral Tillett 
Frederick Franklin   

  
 

Honorary Members  

   

Madeline Blyth George Gee Ben MacDonald 
Keith Boulton Peter Grant Ronald McGeechan 
Harry Bradley John (Jack) Hamilton Peter Nunan 
George Buckingham Jack Hopper Graham Price 
Jack Duvoisin David Jones Felix Scudamore 
Warwick Foote Dorothy Kirby Lawrie Strange 
Mark Garlipp Catherine Leahy Arthur (Wally) Walker 
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“Proudly supported by Brisbane City Council” 
 

  
 

Annual Membership 

fees: 
 
Ordinary $35.00  
Family  (2 Adults, 

2 Children) 

$50.00  

Concession $30.00  
Family/Concession $40.00  

Corporate $100.00  

 

  

Editor: Robert Tillmanns 
Sub Editor :  Sharyn Squire  
tillmanns@optusnet.com.au 
Phone 07 31334378 
Mob: 0412 487 993 
Submissions for publication 
by: 
September 1st 2016 

Board members:  
Justice David THOMAS Mr. Chris WILLIAMS Mr. Matthew ROWE Mr. Hans POMMEREL 
Mr. Brett SMITH Mr. Mike SOBYRA Mr. David ROLLINS Mr. Mark FORT 

Mrs. Angela TILLMANS    

 

For Your Diary 
 

    
Saturday 20th August The Golden Age of Pirates - The stories behind some of history’s most evil pirates   
Monday 19th September Childhood Cancer Support - Talk Like A Pirate Day   
Saturday 24th September Interview with Esme Lucas-Havens – Following Columbus’ Course – 500 years later 

- The Regatta 1992 
  

Saturday 24th September Riverfire Celebration   
Saturday 8th October Brisbane Open House   
Saturday 19th November Life on the Diamantina – Surveying the Oceans – Ian Jempson   
Saturday 10th December AGM & Christmas Celebration   
Saturday 31st December New Year’s Eve Celebration   

 
 
 
 
 
 

    
    
    

 

 
 
 

mailto:tillmanns@bigpond.com

