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NEWSLETTER CHRISTMAS 2009                                 1945-1958 
 

Welcome to our Christmas Newsletter 
Only a shade over five months to our 18th reunion during the weekend 14th – 17th May 2010 the 
venue will be at Daunceys Hotel, Claremont Crescent, Western-super-Mare, North Somerset, 
Telephone 01934-410180, www.daunceys.com 
Here again another bumper-bumper Newsletter issue of twenty four pages consisting of:- editorial, 
Chairman’s comments, State of Accounts, Roll of Honour, Gift’s from the Sea, Christmas Quiz 
(answers on the back page), The empty chair, Navigation aids – talking to GPS, Four meals a day 
and a tot, Shipmates Humour, Misprints from Church magazines – also one for the ladies, 
Unfortunate circumstances, The Ganges Mast, Shipmates Humour and quite a few photo’s of the 
2008 reunion. Thanks to John Owen, Alan Percival, Lewis Trinder, Sam Short for materials and 
Charles Parker for reunion photographs. 
You will note that our Roll of Honour includes four more names. Martin George (Navigating 
Officer 1952-54 commission), Stewart Coltherd (Canteen Manager 1955-57), Peter Lockwood 
(1957), and Bert Rimmer (1952-54). 
On the subject of subscriptions, in short I am tired of chasing-up lapsed members for their subs. 
Every member knows year after year subscriptions are collected during May, a few even pay before 
then. I have had discussions, by telephone, with committee members concerning this subject. The 
consensus is, while most members pay their subscriptions in May, any member who hasn’t paid by 
the end of May, and still wants to be entitled to all the privileges of membership, should, after that 
date, should pay the £10 subs plus a further £10 as an incentive to pay on time, so that the 
subscription issue doesn’t drag on and on and the Treasurer can have our affairs in order for the 
coming twelve months. Your views are welcomed. 
 

A Merry Christmas and a Happy Healthy New Year to all our members. 
 
President  Rear Admiral D.J. Mackenzie Rtd 
Chairman  Stan Oldfield, 2 Bronnington Way, New Blakelaw, Newcastle-upon- 
                                    Tyne, NE5 3RF   (0191-271-2995) 
Secretary/Editor Eddie Summerfold, 28 Greymont Road, Limefield, Bury, Lancs. BL9 
                                     6PN   (0161-764-8778) 
Treasurer  Alan Percival, Pennine View, Plumpton, Ulverston, Cumbria. LA12 7QL  
    (01229-588006) 
Website  www.hmsopossum.org.uk. 
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CHAIRMAN’S COMMENTS  
 
Our secretary has contacted all committee members to get their views on lapsed subscriptions, there 
are still six outstanding and he’s tired of chasing them up. As soon as possible our Treasurer needs 
to know how our finances stand; he can’t do this unless all subs are paid. We must draw the line 
somewhere, May is the month when we hold our reunion and pay our £10 subs, only 83p a month, 
and by the end of May all subs should be paid, with no defaulters.  Our Secretary has proposed that 
after the end of May, lapsed members who still wish to be part of H.M.S. Opossum Association. 
Should pay a further £10 as an incentive to pay up on time, I’m told quite a few members pay their 
subs before May. Between reunions our Treasure and Secretary do lots of work behind the scenes to 
keep our Association together. 
Enough of my moans  
 
I am looking forward to our next reunion at Weston-super-Mare and assure a warm welcome to all 
Members, their Ladies and Guests 
 
Best Wishes and a Merry Christmas to All. 
 
Stan Oldfield 
 

STATEMENT OF ACCOUNTS  
 

Statement at 31 October 2009 
 

Income  £1,592.11 
Expenditure  £   151.91 
Balance  £1,440.20 

 
 

ROLL OF HONOUR  
 
John C Cartwright     John Early Wilmot   Ronald Bradley 
Albert Corles      Les Woods    Harry (Scouse) Barlow 
Bob Gray      David Jarvis    Ken Harris 
John Williams      George Scott    Harry Roach 
Reg Parker      Pat Norman    Fred Thornton 
Gordon Fletcher     Ivan C Haskell   Fred (Mick) Model 
George H Richards     Fred King    John Davison 
George Curry      Sid Pemberton   Stephen Hart 
George Brown      Cliff Harthill    Jack Marshall 
Arthur Pope      Stewart A Porter   Dick (Ginger) Bird 
Jackie Scholes      Les Dimmock   John Bray 
Cornelius (Scouse) Canon    Jim Tribe    Doug Banks 
Harry Wollams     Pete Maddox    John Fraser 
Doug Goulding     John Hardman   Cyril Mason 
Bill Bolton      Mike Swayne   Ken Philips 
Harry Catterson     Bill Bovey    Bill Price 
Jack (Yorkie) Richards    George (Jan) Lobb   William (Bill) Winder 
Ron Hare      Ken Slater    Martin George 
Stewart Coltherd     Peter Lockwood   Bert Rimmer 
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GIFT FROM THE SEA  

 
How the Outer Hebrides received a quarter of a million bottles of whiskey. 

 
On the 4th February 1941 the 8000 ton .S.S. Politician sailed alone with a mixed cargo to realize 
hard cash from Caribbean countries and the Southern States of the USA. During the war she had 
made similar voyages to the same destination without mishap, several such voyages during 1940. 
As usual, because of her high speed of 14 knots, the Admiralty routed her independent, as far North 
and West as possible, in reasonably protected waters and then to increase speed and make a break 
into the Atlantic. Twenty four hours later and with a full gale blowing, in bad visibility, the “S.S. 
Politician” grounded in the shallows of the Sound of Eriscay in the Outer Hebrides. 
 

 
 

S.S. Politician 
 

With each tide the Politician settled further onto the rocks. Water and fuel oil flooded into the 
engine room as well as into holds numbered one, five and six. Despite engine movements the ship 
was stuck fast, further efforts had to be abandoned and the bridge eventually signaled “finished with 
engines.”  Because the ship could not give her exact position rescue took much longer than 
necessary. However, after a day or two her officers and crew were put ashore and the owners and 
underwriters ordered the removal of her cargo. Salvage was a distinct possibility .Despite the ship 
being exposed to the full fury of the Atlantic Ocean much of this was achieved – strangely except 
the contents of hold number five. German bomber raids had caused damage to whiskey warehouses 
in Leith and Glasgow, the Secretary of State for Scotland moved to export as much as possible 
before the loss of further stock Other ships must also have had whiskey as part of their cargo. 
“Politicians” hold number five contained three million pounds in brand new Jamaican currency 
notes and 264,000 bottles of whiskey – Ballantine, Buchanan, Antiquary, Haig, White Horse, 
Johnny Walker Red and Black label, McCallums etc. The current retail price would be around 
sixteen shillings a bottle, tax accounted for two thirds of the cost. Local Customs and Excise asked 
for a guard to be put on the ship, but as far as the owners were concerned the “Politician” was 
abandoned and would break up without warning. 
News spread quickly, soon boats congregated around the tilting wreck not only from nearby Ericsay 
but all over the Outer Hebrides and even the West coast of Scotland. 
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Climbing was difficult getting to the main deck of a listing ship, all the more so into number five, 
next door to a ruptured fuel compartment, so sea water and slimy fuel oil covered most of this area. 
Not deterred from these obstacles island fishermen and crofters lifted crates, got them ashore, from 
there, horse and cart transferred the booty to farms and crofts. Two problems now presented 
themselves, first where to stow the whiskey and secondly to keep away from the prying eyes of 
others, only to eager to wait until the all clear when without the danger of going aboard the 
“Politician” and getting covered in slimy fuel oil they could lift the whiskey. Favourite hiding 
places were in rabbit burrows or lobster pots. Then along came the Custom and Excise Officers, 
there were just two of them. While they talked of theft, plunder and looting, the islanders preferred 
the words saving and rescuing the ships cargo; nothing about the prohibited removal of stranded 
ships cargoes as laid down in section 536 of the Merchant Shipping Act (1894). At first the police 
were co-operative but as interned stock of whiskey bottles filled a greater and greater part of police 
stations awaiting transportation and the Customs and Excise were reluctant to pay for such storage 
they gradually lost interest – turned a blind eye – they had other matters to deal with. 
Some fishermen and crofters were apprehended, charged and sentenced, a month or two in 
Inverness jailor fined anything from £3 to £10 . Many received no sentence whatever – case 
dismissed – much to the annoyance of the Customs and Excise who wanted a deterrent to be set. 
The islanders were rescuing the whiskey not looting it. A salvage ship was sent and did lift many 
cases of whiskey, afterwards put dynamite charges to destroy, supposedly, what was left of Number 
Five hold. 
The Scottish writer Compton Mackenzie wrote the novel Whiskey Galore based on this episode, 
later made into an Ealing film of the same name, released in 1949 starring Basil Radford, Joan 
Greenwood, James Robertson Justice and Gordon Jackson. 
All in all whiskey producers and the Hebridean people did well from the resulting publicity, the 
film had a big impact in the United Kingdom, France as well as the United States. Today divers still 
go down to the wreck and a few bottles are retrieved, some even have found their way to the 
auctioneers such as Christies. 
The Isle of Ericsay has only one pub – appropriately called The Politician, within there are 
photographs around the walls, of the ship, the wreck and shots of the making of the film Whiskey 
Galore. Also, in a labeled glass case, a whiskey bottle from the ship, empty of course! 
 
Web Site :-  www.thewhiskygalore.com 
 
 
   

 



 5 

                                                                                                                

 
 

The Committee raise their glasses 
L-R Alan Percival, Eddie Summerfold, Stan Oldfield, Sam Edgar, Lewis Trinder 

 

 
 

Members also raise their glasses 
 

 
 

John Owen holds court 
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L-R Eddie Summerfold, Sam Edgar, Sam Short, Harry Armstrong 
 

 
 

John Clark (A/Leading Seaman) sorts it out 
 

 
 

Sam Oldfield puts his point over to President John MacKenzie 
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OPOSSUM CHRISTMAS QUIZ 
 

No prizes – just for fun, answers at foot of last page 
 

1 Name Scotland’s capital during the 11th – 15th centuries? 
 
2 On which river does St. Petersberg stand? 

 
3 What does “sippers” and “gulpers” refer to? 

 
4 In which country is the city of Abu Dhabi? 

 
5 In Monopoly what is the buying price of Angel Islington? 

 
6 Rod Stewarts “Sailing” was used by the BBC series about which ship? 

 
7 From the comedy film duo what is the nick name of Oliver Hardy? 

 
8 During the 1980’s which British soap character was voted Britain’s most popular person 

after The Queen, The Queen Mother, and Princess Diane? 
 

9 In which country was J.J.Tolkien born? 
 

10 What is the approximate mileage between Bankok and London? 
 

11 What number state in the USA is Alaska? 
 

12 If something is “fluviatile” what is it? 
 

13 What did Kenneth Clarke call Gordon Brown’s policy of “an unbelievable figure blown out 
of all proportion with no visible means of support.”? 

 
14 Where does the actress Helen Mirren have a tattoo? 

 
15 Name the Prime Minister who followed Arthur Balfour? 

 
16 Whose autobiography was entitled “Cry with Laughter”? 

 
17 Name Charlie Chaplin’s first film? 

 
18 Which town is the home of Queen of the South football team? 

 
19 What distress call was replaced by SOS? 

 
20 Where is Jurby Ronaldsway airport? 

 
21 What is the only English anagram of FIDGET? 

 
22 On which river does Colchester stand? 
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THE EMPTY CHAIR  

 
Captain mark me absent, I’m afraid I can’t be there. Explain to all new shipmates about the empty 
chair. Talk to them of D-Day and of victory on the beach. Tell them to of Arnhem and the price of 
that defeat. Look to the men of the jungles and hell of that Far East war. Know well the value of 
Friendship and the meaning of Esprit de Corps. Captain mark me absent, just say I can’t make it 
tonight, but drink to me lads in the mess and to the days of the gallant fight. Captain hold your pen 
there lets set the minutes straight, mark that shipmate present, though delayed and may be late.  
Look to the empty chair lads and know the reason why, we formed this association that those deeds 
would never die. Yes drink to me in the mess lads but let this be your toast, that often the saddest 
memories are the ones we treasure most. Though wars in other countries still rage and never cease, 
these shipmates we now honour gave us many years of peace. Their names are carved on many 
stones in distant fields; they stand to show a spirit that does not yield. Should we mark him absent, 
do so if you dare, but before you pen that entry – LOOK WELL TO THE EMPTY CHAIR . 
 
 

POLITICAL SNIPPETS and OTHERS  
 

From Lewis Trinder . 
 

The trouble with political jokes is they get elected! 
 
Make your M.P. work-don’t elect him. 
 
I think therefore I’m not an M.P. 
 
Bill Clinton actually said to Monica 
“Hold my calls and sack the cook.” 
 
Why does a squirrel swim on its back? 
To keep it’s nuts dry. 
 
A vicar, visiting an old lady, sees a bowl of water on an old Hammond organ. In the water was a 
condom. She said she had this little thing in the park and the instructions were to place it on the 
organ, keep it wet and it would prevent the spread of disease. 
“And I haven’t had the flu all winter!” 
 
A young man met his match when he picked up a girl at a bar and took her back to his place. They 
were soon in bed doing the business – time and time again she called for more. After four hours the 
poor bloke was knackered and to gain a short reprieve he said he had to go and put the car away for 
the night. Once inside the garage he thought he’d better inspect his poor over worked friend, so he 
put his hand down his trousers but couldn’t feel a thing. In panic he dropped his trousers and there it 
was all shrivelled up. He whispered gently “It’s alright you can come out now, she’s not here.” 
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NAVIGATIONAL AIDS – TALKING TO GPS  
 

By John Owen 
 
Technology was catching up with the fishing industry, some of the old skippers found it hard to 
adjust to the new navigational aids, including me. 
At le had a qualified mate to fall back on who had been to the Maritime University and 
indoctrinated into the new era. 
During my naval service (1951-79) I had always used the Decca system. This evolved during the 
war, later with a tracking plotter, a cumbersome thing, when the wheelhouse had only just enough 
room for the skipper and the Decca display. Decca worked well with three shore stations 
transmitting three signals coloured on the dials red, green and purple. Admiralty charts had the 
Decca lanes in the appropriate colours which, when plotted, gave the vessels position. The system 
covered Europe and had a range of 2-300 miles; unfortunately adverse weather made it impractical 
to operate. However, by the late 80’s we were preparing for the coming of the American GPS 
system. 
 One day I called up the agency and had the GPS fitted ready for the new era. I stayed with the 
technician all the time as he fitted the box of tricks. I asked him every question as to its operation 
that I could think of. He said I would soon get the hang of it and gave me the operating manual 
along with some advice. If it doesn’t work switch to Auto Roll and it should clear itself. Failing that 
talk to it! 
Next day we sailed for Kish Banks some 45 miles west of Holyhead, just inside the Irish 12 mile 
limit. A fine day with good forecasts and small tides, all we had to do was find the fish and hope 
they were hungry. We had 50 boxes of baited lines with200 hooks to each box. The colour fish 
finder was fully operational and once we had fish showing we’d shoot a line with 12 baited hooks to 
see what fish were about. We would have 3 feelers in the water to indicate which way the fish were 
moving and the condition of the shoal. With the first feeler came a full house of fish, the same with 
the next. I checked the chart and the tide ran north whilst the fish marks were showing. I called for 
the 1stdahn to be shot and marked its position on the chart and over went 15 sets of line followed by 
the 2nd dahn. As the marks on the fish finder were still good we shot all the gear as we ran south 
with the ebb tide, with 8 dahns in the water showing the position of 4 sets of lines. 
On completion of shooting, one of the deckies went below to cook breakfast, whilst the others 
hosed down the deck and got gear ready for hauling. We were very close to the fishing limits so my 
navigation had to be accurate, it was also the changeover line for the Decca system and if we did 
cross over I would have to reset the chart readings. 
Suddenly the navigation alarm system went off! To my horror the Decca set had changed over to 
the other area that required resetting. As for the GPS it was flashing like fairground lights every 5 
seconds, the display showed” have you pressed button A?”  At a loss as to my next plan of action, 
then the Mate called out there was a fog bank ahead. My heart sank how to get out of this 
catastrophe. I was now a demented person dashing around pressing switches and looking at the GPS 
hoping it would quickly sort itself out. The dahn buoys hadn’t radar reflectors fitted so we wouldn’t 
be able to pick up the gear if the fog caught up with us. The Decca set wouldn’t settle and kept 
jumping from one reading to another so my only salvation was the GPS which kept flashing “have 
you pressed button A?”  Suddenly I remembered the technician saying if it didn’t work for me to 
talk to the set. Surely I should try and glaring at the set I said in a loud clear voice “NO,” not 
surprisingly nothing happened. So I tried in a louder voice, that didn’t make any difference either!                        
Suddenly the crew stood at the wheelhouse door laughing at my predicament. The Mate entered and 
without a word went over to the GPS and pressed button A. Instantly the set went into auto roll 
mode and started operating correctly. I looked at the Mate and ordered him to get the crew ready for 
hauling; turning my back on him I put the vessel into gear and headed for the 1st dahn. 
Three hours later we had a full fishroom all stowed and iced. 
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For the rest of my time as the skipper of Wave Dancer I was often reminded that I talked to the GPS 
in the hope that it would listen to me and start working. One skipper called me on his radio and 
asked if the GPS knew where the fish were and would it tell me. 
I suppose I must have been a man before my time as they now have a complete system which can 
be operated by talking to it. The story is a standing joke in my family as the Mate always reminds 
his mother that his dad was round the twist because he spoke to the navigation system. 
Happy days 
 

THE FOLLOWING CAME FROM SHIPMATE SAM SHORT . 
 
Sorry not to have contacted you for so long but life has not been very smooth for quite a while. Am 
enclosing a snippet from “Private Eye” magazine- the Malay column may amuse the lads. Also I 
was inspired to write a Sapphie ode – 3 lines of eight syllables and one line of four – after watching 
a scene from the film Crocodile Dundee – hope you like it  All the best Sam. 
“Her hair it was of burnish gold, her face was fairer than the day, I did caress her being bold, My 
God, he’s Gay!” 
Funny old world. “It is perfectly possible for the Devil to have carnal intercourse with a man’s 
wife,” religious leader Datak Abu Hasan told a Syariah court in Malaysia, because the Devil can 
make himself appear to look just like the husband. In this case the, the husband has been regularly 
asking his wife for sex more than ten times a day, which suggests to me that he must be friendly 
with evil forces and practising black magic. It is considered normal for a man to want sex two or 
three times a day, but when the wife is asked more frequently than that it is probably not the 
husband who is asking but the Devil. Hasan was speaking during a hearing in the Syariah Court (as 
Malaysian court that operates under Shariah Law) in which the wife was seeking a fasukh (divorce) 
due to her husbands unusual sex drive. “It all started when he had sex with her seventeen times on 
their wedding night.” The wife’s representative Nazri Md Isa told the court. “The wife did not 
suspect anything at the time because she thought he was merely performing his duty as a husband. 
But the situation persisted day after day she told her mother, who also thought it strange. When the 
wife’s family came one morning to her house to investigate, they found two men hiding in the 
bathroom, both of whom looked exactly like her husband, which struck them as odd because the 
family had seen the husband leaving for work earlier that morning.”  The Star Malaysia (27.7.09) 
 

Reunion 2008 
 

 
 

L-R John Clark, Eddie Summerfold, Lewis Trinder, & Ben Berger 
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Sam Edgar brings in our standard 
 

 
 

Our President John MacKenzie makes his speech  
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Sam Edgar with a very large tot                                                    Sam and our standard 

 
 
 
 
 

 

 
 

Our President and the standard 
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FOUR MEALS A DAY AND A TOT  
 

By Bill Thomas 
 

A month after my initial weeks at H.M.S. Raleigh (and I suppose a lot of us remember that parade 
ground) I was drafted to H.M.S. Belfast which was waiting for me at Singapore. I travelled out 
there in MV Duneva, a British India liner and troopship which ended her days taking schoolchildren 
cruises in the Med. In my case her compliment was made up of 85 percent military, 5 percent Air 
Force and 10 percent naval personnel. In the first few days we crossed the Bay of Biscay. It was not 
that rough but it took its toll of the Army and Air Force, to a man they turned to us matelots and 
said “It’s alright for you, you’re used to it!” Hardly, most of us were at sea for the first time in our 
lives. For a few days we upheld the naval honour but as we cruised past the coast of Portugal the 
landlubbers enjoyed the sunshine, the rails and the heads were crowded with wretched retching 
navy blue. 
We hardly had time to recover when we discovered another difference between the Senior Service 
and others. The catering in the Dunev was in the hands of the military. Army and Air Force recruits 
had signed on for three meals a day, the Navy for four meals and a tot. Strong, very strong 
representations were made and the matelots prevailed. The ship did not carry sufficient rum to pipe 
“Up Spirits” so every man on board was given a bottle of beer in lieu, but the point was made. 
Come to think of it, it was a case of mutiny. We did not hang anybody from the yardarm; cast the 
skipper and officers adrift in a cutter and sail away to found an island colony. On the other hand the 
Duneva was not the bounty and being called up for Post War National Service was not quite the 
same as being taken by the Press Gang. Like Christian Fletcher we had grounds for complaint. We 
got what we had been promised, so did the R.A.F and the Army who benefited from our stand. So, 
far as I know those poor souls are still on three meals days – but whatever happened to our tot?  
 

LINDISFARNE PRIORY  
 

Archdeacon Bill Thomas holds conducted tours of Lindifarne Priory, Holy Island, and 
Northumberland. 
 

Public Tours for English Heritage   Tel: 01289 389200 
 

Private Tours Tel: 01665 574300 
 

“A Rare Treat” 
 

“The Best Ever” 
 

Any Time of the Year 
 
 

THE FROG AND THE OLD SAILOR  
 
One day walking through his local park an old sailor comes across a frog. The frog shouts up to him 
“Give me a kiss and I’ll turn into a beautiful Princess – and you can do anything you want with 
me.” 
“Seems a good idea,” says the sailor and puts the frog in his pocket. The muffled voice of the frog 
shouts,” Don’t you want a beautiful Princess?” 
“Nay, at my age I’d rather have a talking frog!” 
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SHIPMATES HUMOUR  

 
The fifty year old woman phoned her sixty year old husband.” Darling, it’s a miracle, the doctor 
says I’m pregnant, isn’t it wonderful?” 
“That’s great,” the man replied “by the way, who is this speaking?” 
 
At the end of the human biology lesson the lecturer conducted a quick question and answer session 
to check that every student had been paying attention.  
“You over there, the young woman in red, which part of the body becomes ten times its normal size 
under emotional stress?” Flushed with embarrassment she refuses to answer so another student 
volunteers. 
“The pupil of the eye, Sir” 
“Correct” replied the lecturer, turning to the young woman saying “Young lady your refusal to 
answer my question indicates three things, one, you haven’t been listening two, you are obsessed 
with sex and three you are going to be very disappointed!” 
 
A young boy walked into a bar and asked for a bottle of beer and twenty fags. 
“Now, now” smiled the barmaid, wagging her finger,”Do you want to gat me into trouble?” 
“Not at the moment,” he replied, “I just want my beer and fags” 
 
It’s a badminton competition at the local leisure centre and a young man, seeing a girl all on her 
own, decides to go over and ask her if she would like to team up with him for a doubles match. 
Much to his astonishment she yells at the top of her voice “How dare you. No I will not join you for 
a quickie in the back of your car.” 
The room suddenly falls silent and all eyes are turned to the young man who shuffles away totally 
embarrassed and humiliated. Ten minutes later the girl approaches him full of apologies and 
explains she is experimenting with people’s reactions to different situations as part of her thesis on 
human behaviour. As she finishes talking he loudly exclaims “£250, you’ve got to be joking, I can 
get it much cheaper elsewhere!”  
 
At the town hall it was the annual dance and a couple were dancing very close together. After a few 
minutes the girl whispered in his ear,  
“Why don’t we go outside to your car?” 
“Oh I don’t know, he said I like dancing” 
 But the girl continues to coax him and eventually he agrees. When they got outside it was pitch 
dark so the man produced a torch from his pocket. 
“Have you had that torch with you all night?” she asked 
“Yes,” he said 
“Oh well, in that case let’s go back to the dance!” 
 
Three beautiful women walk along the beach and come across a man sunbathing with no arms or 
legs. The first woman goes up to him and asks has he ever been hugged. He shakes his head; she 
bends down and gives him a big hug. The second asks him has he ever been kissed, again he shakes 
his head. She gives him a long lingering kiss. The third asks him has he ever been f…..  
No, no he stammers, his face lighting up with anticipation. 
“Well you have now, she replies, the tide’s coming in!” 
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MISPRINTS FROM CHURCH MAGAZINES  

 
Don’t let worry kill you let the church help. 
 
Thursday at 5 pm there will be a meeting of the Little Mothers Club. All wishing to become little 
mothers, please see the minister in his study. 
 
A meeting will be held in the South and North ends of the church, children will be baptised at both 
ends. 
 
Remember in prayer the many that are sick of our church and community. 
 
The rosebud on the alter this morning is to announce the birth of David Alan Better the sin of Rev 
and Mrs Better. 
 
The ladies of the church have cast off clothing of every kind and they may be seen in the church 
basement on Friday. 
 
At the evening service the sermon topic will be “What is Hell?” Come early and listen to our choir 
practice. 
 
Coming to the high point of his sermon on temperance with great emphasis the minister said, 
“If I had all the beer in the world, I’d take it and pour it into the river.” 
With great emphasis he said, 
“If I had all the wine in the world, I’d take and pour it into the river.” 
Shaking his fist in the air he said, 
“If I had all the whiskey in the world, I’d take it and pour it into the river.” 
Sermon completed the Song Leader stood very cautiously and announced the next, 
”Hymn number 365, - Shall we gather at the river!” 
 
 

ONE FOR THE LADIES  
 
A woman and a baby waited in a doctor’s waiting room for the baby’s first medical examination.  
Eventually the arrived, examined the baby, listened to his heartbeat with his stethoscope, checked 
baby’s weight, and being concerned asked if baby was breast fed or bottle fed? 
“Breast fed,” the lady replied. 
“Well strip down to your waist,” the doctor ordered. 
So she did. For quite a while in a very professional and detailed examination, he pinched her 
nipples, kneaded and rubbed both breasts. Motioning her to get dressed, the doctor said, 
“No wonder this baby is under weight, you don’t have any milk!” 
“I know, she said, I’m his Grandma – but I’m glad I came!” 
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Dinner guests take their seats 
 

. 
 

Stan Oldfield, a hotel receptionist, Sam Edgar and Brian Healey 
 

 
 

Our President, (unknown), Willie Mitchell and Dick Wright 
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Two pints – Alan Percival, Charles Parker and Ted Longstaff 
 

 
 

Sam Short and Harry Armstrong 
 

 
 

John Clark, Eddie Summerfold and Lewis Trinder 
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UNFORTUNATE CIRCUMSTANCES  

 
A sad tale of an R.N.V.R. officer 

In command of a corvette towards the end of the Second World War. 
 

Shortly after the liberation their Lordships of the Admiralty dispatched H.M.S. Havoc to Antwerp. 
Previously Lieutenant Commander Fortune had had an exemplary service including being awarded 
a DSC for his work in supporting the D Day landings.  
Then his luck ran out. The tragedy that events could not have been foreseen to prevent these 
incidents that caused this officer to relate to Their Lordships in written reports of proceedings. 
 
Sir 
 
I hasten to submit this report so that any false or misleading press comments can quickly be refuted, 
especially those of the foreign press. 
On approaching our nominated berth in Antwerp harbour the Yeoman of Signals noticed a newly 
qualified Ordinary Signalman making a signal hoist. He immediately rushed over and grabbed the 
halyard and tried to lower the hoist. Ord. Sig. Bunting refused to release his hold. In a very load 
voice the Yeoman shouted”Let go.”  I would submit that Bunting is a very pleasant and willing 
rating but is not yet familiar with the ships routine. 
Unfortunately, the Yeoman’s voice was clearly heard on the foc’s’le prompting the officer there to 
issue the order “Let go.” The Petty Officer immediately knocked off the Blake slip and the 
starboard anchor dropped. The ship at the time was making ten knots through the water, resulting in 
the chain cable being torn clear of the cable clench, causing considerable damage to the cable locker 
and sparking off a fire in the paint shop. The sudden drag of the anchor caused the ship to veer 
violently to starboard and into the tidal basin where there is a bascule road bridge across the 
entrance. The bridge man acted promptly, immediately raising the bridge to clear the way, but in his 
excitement forgot to stop the road traffic. Consequently a car and a cattle transporter arrived on my 
foc’s’le. There the men were ordered to round up the pigs but the final muster found one pig 
missing. I did notice later that one of the ships cooks was wearing a bloodstained apron. However, 
the loss of one pig was easily explained away by saying it had gone over the side. 
The crash and commotion on the foc’s’le appears to have unnerved Able Seaman Leaver who 
dropped a grenade into the Holman projector which he was disarming prior to the ship berthing. 
This shot the projectile into a barrage balloon being flown by a merchant vessel leaving harbour. 
The balloon came down allowing its mooring wire to foul the propeller. I am informed that the 
Master of that ship is submitting a separate report regarding the sinking of a coaster with which he 
collided 
I ordered the Port anchor to be dropped and simultaneously ordered “Full Astern,” this brought the 
ship to a stop but not before the mast fouled some overhead cables – at about the same time all 
shore and navigation lights went out. Unfortunately I dropped the Port anchor in a forbidden area 
where there were several telegraphy and telephone cables. The fouling of the overhead cables 
caused all radio communication to fail. Because the telephone system was also defunct I had no 
immediate means of contacting the harbour tugs to assist me off the mud. I ordered the Yeoman to 
call up the Port Offices by light but no-one answered. I was informed later that they were unable to 
reply due to lack of power. To further complicate the situation the sentry on the depth charge rail 
lost his balance as we ran aground and inadvertently grabbed the release on the Port rail to steady 
himself. 
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Four depth charges were released and although primed the First Lieutenant assures me they were set 
to safe, As the tide would rise to some twenty eight feet this caused me great concern as I 
understand the safety factor is forty two feet and that will be exceeded at high water due to the 
Spring tides. 
 
I therefore request a diver as a top priority. 
 
The Engineer Officer informed me that apart from damage to the condensers due to mud through 
the intake, two damaged propellers and a bent shaft the ship has no other damage. 
The First Lieutenant, as a matter of priority, has taken the names and addresses and insurance 
particulars of the drivers of the vehicles that landed on the foc’s’le and I submit them in order that 
Their Lordships can institute a claim against them for damage caused to the guard rails and Four 
inch gun mounting. I suspect a new gun barrel will be required. The starboard anchor was not 
buoyed but we think we know where it is as well as the ten shackles of cable. 
I would like to commend Leading Seaman Montague who was cox’n of the sea boat. It was due to 
his skill and diligences that all the crew of the sunken coaster were saved. The Captain of the 
coaster was immediately taken to the sickbay, where he had to be sedated and handcuffed to the 
bunk as he was in a highly emotional state. This perhaps is not surprising as he is not British and 
does not have the same self control one expects from a British seaman. The Harbour Pilot, who was 
embarked, broke his leg when disembarking due to the fact he was totally inebriated. 
 
 

RARE MUSIC  
 

They laughed when I sat down at the piano; I’d forgotten to bring a stool. 
 
“Good morning, I’m the piano tuner.” 
“But I didn’t send for you.” 
“No your neighbours did.” 
 
“Music has certainly given me the opportunity to travel. I’ve played in front of the King of Spain, 
The Queen of Denmark, and the Prince of Wales.” 
“The crown heads of Europe?” 
“No, the pubs in South London.” 
 
“What do you get if you drop a piano down a mine shaft?” 
“A flat minor.” 
 
Modern music isn’t as bad as it sounds. 
 
I play the piano just like Rachmaninov – with both hands. 
 
Will the band play requests? Certainly. Then ask then to play dominoes. 
 
Excuse me, how do I get to the Albert Hall?  Practise, my boy, practise. 
 
.I’m trying to write this drinking song but I can’t get past the first few bars. 
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THE GANGES MAST 
 

Taken from the Daily Mail dated 21st November2008 
Supplied by Alan Percival 

 

Navy’s past masters 
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Did any of the thousands of Boys at HMS Ganges who had to climb the famous mast ever fall off? 
HMS Ganges, built at Bombay, now Mumbai, in1821 and after a long active sea going career was 
moored in1866 at Falmouth where she became a Boys naval training ship remaining there for 33 
years. In 1899 the Admiralty had her towed to Harwich, six years later training facilities moved 
ashore to Shotley, remaining there through two World Wars and finally closing in October 1976. 
In 1905the Royal Navy’s training regulations stipulated that all Boys’ training establishments must 
have a mast to accustom Boys in going aloft. The Ganges mast is made of timber, standing rigging, 
143 feet high. Consisting of the foremast from HMS Cordelia, a corvette paid-off in 1900, and the 
top mast from the ironclad frigate HMS Agincourt sent to the breakers yard 5 years earlier. Once 
the mast was erected and rigged, mast classes were held. At the greatest speed Boys had to climb up 
one side of the ratlings to the half moon platform, two thirds of the way up the mast at 100 feet, 
then down the other side. Most training establishments had similar masts though not as tall as 
Ganges. Her mast remains the one surrounded by a particular aura. The famous mast manning 
consisted of 78 Boys manning the rigging and lining the yardarms with the “Button Boys” standing 
at the salute on the 2ft 6inch wide button right at the top with only the lightening conductor for 
support; on return to the deck he received his reward of the “Captains Shilling.” 
By the 1950’s manning the mast was a regular event for British Gaumount News and BBC 
television, including a 1968 Blue Peter episode. The last Mast Manning occurred on Parents Day 
16th June 1973. 
While there are many stories of Boys either falling or jumping from the mast none seem to be 
substantiated. A famous story is of a physical training instructor who allegedly attempted a 
handstand on the button and is supposed to have over balanced and fallen through the Post Office 
roof 25 yards away. However, a confirmed incident happened at HMS St Vincent at Gosport when 
Boy Henry Mist fell to his death. 
Jim Stock Basingstoke. 
Mrs P Netherton of Plymouth says her husband was a Boy seaman at HMS Ganges in 1947 and fell 
from the platform. He tried to save himself by one of the stays which whipped around his right arm. 
He landed safely but received a rope burn that ran around his right arm. He was put into sickbay 
until his wound healed and he had to be back classed. 
Malcolm Milham of Broadstairs, Kent writes to say he was a Boy seaman training at HMS Ganges 
in 1952. Our class was on Work Ship routine and my duty was as a messenger to the Wardroom 
One day as I doubled across the Quarter Deck I heard a loud shout coming from the direction of the 
mast. Looking up I saw one of the Boys on the mast class had lost his grip coming down over the 
Devils Elbow (ratlings immediately below the main platform) and hanging by only one hand. 
Slowly he twisted around but lost his grip completely and fell rolling down the shrouds. I thought 
the safety net would save him but he fell straight through the gap in the net and struck his head. He 
was rushed away; I was convinced he was either dead or badly injured. Many years later I was 
delighted to see a letter published in the Ganges Association magazine written by him. 
(All this happened before Health and Safety came along Ed.) 
 

ADVENTURER TRISTAN JONES   
 
Born off Tristan de Cunha and brought up in North Wales. An ex Ganges Boy who volunteered in 
1940 for the Royal Navy, was sunk 3 times before the age of eighteen, served on Atlantic and Artic 
convoys, witnessed the sinking of HMS Hood, and the destruction of SMS Scharnhorst. Long after 
naval service he became a small boat owner and set himself the enormous task of sailing in the 
lowest body of water in the world the Dead Sea at 1,250 feet below sea level and the highest Lake 
Titicaca at 12,850 feet high in the Andes mountains. He achieved all this as well as a 6,000 mile 
tortuous trek through the uncharted swamps of the Mato Grosso. His story can be read: - “The 
Incredible Voyage “(1977) and “Heart of Oak” (1984) both published by The Bodley Head Ltd. 
 
. 
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SHIPMATES HUMOUR (TWO)  
 

A husband and wife are having a drink in a tavern, when he says to her “Do you remember fifty 
years ago when we went behind this very tavern when you leaned against a fence and we had sex?” 
“Yes I remember”How about a stroll round the back and we can do it for old time’s sake?” “Oh 
Charlie you old devil it sounds crazy, go on, but we can’t be long.” 
An out of uniform police officer is in the next booth and has overheard their conversation. Having a 
chuckle to himself, he thinks I’ve got to see this; I’ll just keep an eye on them so there’ll be no 
trouble and follows them outside. 
The elderly couple walk slowly leaning on each other for support. Finally they make their way 
around the back to the fence. She lifts her clothing and he drops his trousers and moves her in 
against the fence. Suddenly they erupt into furious activity moaning and collapsing, the like of 
which the policeman has never seen. Finally the pair collapse panting on the ground. Slowly they 
recover and readjust their clothing. The policeman is amazed thinking he has learned something 
about life and old age he didn’t know before. He’s just got to find out their secret. As the couple 
pass by he apologises for any intrusion, you both must have had a fantastic sex life, what is your 
secret?  
“Secret be damned stammers the old gent, barely able to reply, fifty years ago that wasn’t an 
electric fence!” 
 
On a visit to China an American becomes very sexually promiscuous and fails to a condom. Some 
days after arriving back home in the States; he wakes one morning to find his “old man” covered in 
purple spots. Horrified he goes to see his doctor. The doctor never seeing anything like this orders 
some tests and tells the man to return in a couple of days for the results. I’ve got some bad news, 
you have contracted Mongolian VD. It’s very rare and almost unheard of over here. We know so 
very little about it. The man looks perplexed and says “Well give me a shot of something and fix me 
up” 
“I’m sorry says the doctor, there’s no known cure except to amputate your penis” 
“Absolutely not, I want a second opinion” 
“Well it’s your choice go ahead but surgery is your only option” 
The next day he makes an appointment with a Chinese doctor figuring that he’ll know more about 
the disease. 
The Chinese doctor makes an examination and proclaims “Ah yes, Mongolian VD, vely rare 
disease.” 
“Yeah, yeah I know that but what can you do for me. My American doctor wants to operate and 
amputate my penis” 
 The Chinese doctor shakes his head and laughs, “Stupid American doctor, always want to opelate, 
make more money this way, no need to opelate!” 
“Oh thank goodness for that”  
“Yes, yes says the Chinese doctor, put your mind at rest, you no need to worry, wait two weeks and 
thing faw off by itself!” 
 
There are two ways of dealing with the common cold; if you don’t treat it, it lasts six or seven days, 
and if you do treat it it lasts about a week.        
 
  I once finished with a girl because she had a speech impediment, she couldn’t say yes 
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Bill (son of Willie Mitchell), Ruth Harris, Graham Harris, Ron Brooks, Diane,  
And Violet Short 

 

 
 

The 38 Raffle prizes  
 

 
 

John MacKenzie, John Clark, Willie Mitchell, Lewis Trinder, Muriel Healey 
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HMS OPOSSUM ASSOCIATION REUNION 

  
 

 
 
 

Group on the hotel steps – less a few who forgot the photo call.  
 
 

Answers to the quiz. 
 

1. Perth 2. Neva 3.The rum issue 4. United Arab Emirates 5. £100 6. HMS Ark Royal  
7.   Babe 8. Hilda Ogden 9. South Africa. 10. 6,000 miles. 11. 49th. 12. Belonging to or formed 
by rivers. 13.Dolly Parton economics. 14 Between the left thumb and the fore finger. 15. Henry 
Campbell-Bannerman. 16. Bob Monkhouse. 17 “Making a living.” 18. Dumfries. 19 CQD 
(Come quick danger)  20. Douglas, Isle of Man. 21.GIFTED. 22. Colne.  
 

 
 
 


