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The Cover—Canada has been a pace-setter for the world in
tri-service training of officers. This fine picture of “The Castle” at

Royal Roads, one of Canada’s three services colleges, was entered

in the 1957 RCN Photo Salon by Ldg. Sea. K, F. Buck,

LADY OF THE MONTH

It doesn’t hurt to remind our readers, who
are so frequently confronted with portraits
of the new destroyer escorts, that there are
other smart-looking ships in the Navy. Pre-~
sented here is the new coastal minesweeper,
HMCS Miramichi, which joined the Fleet
on Oclober 29, 1957; at Victoria, B.C., un-
der the command of Lt.-Cdr. M. A. Con-
sidine,

There have been three Miramichis in
the Royal Canadian Navy. The first was
a Bangor minesweeper and coastal escort,
built like the present one on the West Coast,
and commissioned on November 26, 1941.
Her entire Second World War service was
on the Pacific coast,

The second of the name was a wood-and-
aluminum Bay class minesweeper, similar
in design to the present one. She was com-
missioned on the East Coast, at Saint John,
N.B., on July 30, 1954, and, after serving
briefly with the First Canadian Minesweep-
ing Squadron, was transferred to the French
Navy under the Mutual Aid Agreement on
October 1.

The third and present Miramichi is
attached to the Second Canadian Mine-
sweeping Squadron, based at Esquimalt,
(E-43508)

Megative numbers of RCN photographs
reproduced in The Crowsnest are included
with the caption for the benefit of persons
wishing to obtain prints of the photos.

This they may do by sending an order to
the Naval Secretary, Naval Headguarters,
Ottawa, attention Photographic Section, quot-
ing the negative number of the photograph,
giving the size and finish required, and en-
closing a money order for the full amount,
payable to the Receiver General of Canada.

4 x 5 (or smaller) glossy finish only .. $ .10

6% x B4 glossy finish only ............ 40
8 x 10 glossy or matte finish ,......... .50
11 x 14 matte finish only .............. 1.00
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NAUTILUS VENTURES UNDER ARCTIC ICE

Route Across Roof of World Feasible for A-Subs

NEW KIND of voyage of explor-
A ation, made possible only by the
advent of the Atomic Age, was under-
taken during the autumn by the atomic
submarine USS Nautilus when she
steamed to within three degrees of the
North Pole under the Arctic ice pack.
Exploration of the polar regions in
this manner is a century-old dream,
now becomes a reality. The fictional
Nautilus of Jules Verne’s “Twenty
Thousand Leagues Under the Sea”
tackled the Antarctic ice packs was
trapped and almost crushed by icebergs
(“Not an incident—this time an acci-
dent,” said the imperturbable Captain
Nemo to his captive passenger, the pro-
fessor), journeyed under the ice and
emerged at the South Pole, just to make
history. '

Of course, any schoolboy knows to-

day that the Antarctic continent is a
pretty solid mass of rock and ice. Un-
less a submarine had a set of yet-to-
be-invented powerful augers in her
bows, she would find her progress to-
ward the South Pole more than just
impeded.

The Arctic is another kettle of frozen
fish. It has been known for years that
ancient ice islands slowly circulate
about the polar regions. Scientific
bases have been established on several
of them. It was therefore with con-
siderable confidence that the real-life
Nautilus of today set out on her voyage
of exploration under the Arctic ice.

The atomic-powered Nautilus is em-
inently suited for such an undertaking.
She can cruise along submerged at a
speed of over 20 knots. Her longest
underwater run so far has been 3,032
miles, from Panama to San Diego, at
19-1 knots. She can operate for more
than two years without refuelling. Her
first uranium core took her more than
62,500 miles during 26 months of op-
erations.

Some of the findings of the Nautilus’
Arctic cruise were reported by Dr. Wal-
do Lyon, of the Electronics Laboratory,
San Diego, California, at a Pentagon
press conference on November 7. Dr.
Lyon was senior scientist on board the
Nautilus. )

He said (as reported in the Army
Navy Air Force Journal) the trip pro-
vided much data which will be of value
in making weather predictions. At the

same time, the voyage under the ice-

pack confirmed beliefs as to the thick-
ness and strength of the polar ice cap.
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In the past, almost the only informa-
tion available to scientists concerning
the polar regions was that which could
be gathered by aerial photographs.

The Nautilus, commanded by Cdr.
William R. Anderson, travelled about
1,000 miles under the cap at a depth
of from 200 to 250 feet. Dr. Lyon said
the problem of navigation was no more
difficult than if the submarine had been
operating off the east coast of the
United States.” It was simply a matter
of pointing the sonar gear to “look
up”, he said.

The only difficulty experienced was
that as the submarine approached the
North Pole—the Nautilus came within
180 miles of the top of the world—the
gyro-compass became unreliable,

The trip proved that the maximum
thickness of the ice cap beneath the
surface of the water was 45 feet. The
depth of the water beneath the ice cap
is from 1,000 to 2,000 feet and the floor
of the Arctic basin is strewn with un-
derwater mountain ranges.

The longest period of time the Nau-
tilus remained under the ice was 74
hours — more than three days. She
came to the surface at other times in
openings in the ice cap to study the
surface of the ice formations.

FIRST ATTEMPT
HARDLY SUCCESS

In 1931, preceded by loud fanfare, an
ancient and decrepit submarine named
for the occasion “the Nautilus” set out
to accomplish the Northwest Passage
under the pack ice, via the North Pole.
This was the expedition headed by Sir
Hubert Wilkins and Lincoln Ellsworth,
who won enough fame elsewhere never

to have to refer again to the “Wilkins- -

Ellsworth Trans-Arctic Submarine Ex-
pedition”. )

This unworthy bearer of the name
Nautilus, after numerous mechanical
breakdowns, reached Spitsbergen to-
ward the end of August 1931. The ex-~
plorers steamed toward the ice pack,
but did not dare venture beneath it.
The sole fruits of the voyage were three
weeks of oceanographic studies along
the edge of the pack.

The expedition then made its way to
Norway where the tired old submarine
was quietly sunk on November 20, 1931.

One thing they did not find within
the region of the polar ice cap was sea
life, according to Dr. Lyons.

He concluded, on the basis of the
findings of the Nautilus, that it would
be possible for a submarine to make
a submerged journey completely under
the polar ice cap. During the summer
the distance to be traversed would be
from 1,600 to 1,700 miles. The dis~
tances would be greater during the
winter because the fringe of the ice
pack would be extended. ’

Taking leave of Dr. Lyon at his press
briefing in the Pentagon, it is possible
to speculate on a future, undreamed of
before the advent of nuclear power,
for Arctic navigation. Already British
shipbuilders are discussing proposals to
build a nuclear-powered submarine oil
tanker of immense tonnage. Merchant
ships, built to travel underwater on
atomic power could cut thousands of
miles from the voyage between ports
on the coast of North America and
eastern Europe by voyaging beneath the
Arctic ice. The distance between Point
Barrow, Alaska, and Murmansk, near-
est European port across the North Pole
is approximately 2,400 miles. Only
about a thousand miles separates Can-
ada’s most northerly possession Elles-
mere Island and the nearest islands off
the north coast of Siberia.

The practicality of large nuclear sub-
marines may soon be known. The U.S.
Navy has authorized the construction
of a 5,450-ton radar picket submarine,
USS Triton, powered by two nuclear
reactors — an underwater vessel out-
ranking in tonnage any built by France
or Japan. The Surcouf, of 4,300 tons
and largest of her day, is well-remem-
bered by Canadian naval personnel who
served in Halifax during the early part
of the Second World War.

There is food for fantasy here—of
sneak attacks by underwater atomic
fleets and of battles fought beneath the
age-old ice of the Arctic seas, or of rich
new trade routes beneath the roof of
the world.

Whether for good or ill, the Arctic
has shown itself during the past few
years to be not impregnable., Airliners
make regular trans-polar flights; under
the White Ensign the Labrador steams
through the Northwest Passage at will,
and now the Nautilus finds a navigable
ocean beneath the polar ice. Jules

Verne’s false dream of the Antarctic

has become truth in the Arctic of today.







































Ha[il‘)urton

—— A short story by Cd. Engineer H., R. Percy ——

O SPEAK of dead ships, argues a
T certain shameful romanticism; for
it implies a possibilily, at least, of their
having been alive, From there it is but
a step to the suggestion that ships have
souls—and who would dream of such a
thing?

Yet there are dead ships. In most
dockyards in time of peace there is a
corner reserved for them, They lie,
singly or in groups, in remote and stag-
nant backwaters; or in slimy reaches
where it revolts the flesh to go, and
await their ignominious end. The water
in their vicinity is quilted with un-
savoury scum and burdened with every
conceivable kind of refuse, from which
arise unsubtle odours of corruption,
Every assassinated dog, every floating
lifeless thing within miles is drawn into
the lee of these hulks by some strange,
potent affinity between dead and dead.

The ships-themselves are pathetic in
the extreme. They lie silent and for-
bidding as sepulchres, giving back no
ray of response to the merriest sunlight;
for there is no peep of bright-work any-
where. Their paint is lustreless and
unwholesome, with the grey pallor of
dead flesh, and bleeds rust from a
thousand wounds that have long since
proved mortal.

Officially these ships are in a state of
reserve, at some fantastically attenu-
ated notice for sea; but one glance is
sufficient to reveal their soulless con-
dition. Nothing is so completely and
irrevocably dead as one of these. One
can sense it as surely as if a heart-
beat had been stilled and respiration
imperceptibly had ceased. Not ‘all the
skill of the shipbuilder, nor all the stir
and bustle of the merriest crew could
restore the vital essence to a ship thus
doomed. At the thought of going to
sea in one of them, chilly tremors soften
the spine.

Such, in the most distressing degree,
was the Gillieflower. She lay in a ver-
itable back-water of the Styx: her
masts, embalmed in better days by the
incessant smoke of a dockside boiler,
rising cadaverous and black against the
sky. A rotting cover bestrode her
funnel like a great malignant fungus.
Her superstructure was streaked and
smeared like the face of a tearful child,
as if she had departed this life in an
anguish of weeping: as well, to judge
from the extremity of her condition,
she might. For all companionship of
her kind she had but the decaying

skeleton of a wooden schooner lying
unremembered in the mud, its stark
ribs revealed by the ebb like those of
some poor traveller uncovered by des-
ert winds: emerging twice daily to of-
fer, inexorably and with a certain
spectral gusto, frightful intimations of
mortality. And the Gillieflower, tug-
ging forlornly at her moorings on those
days when the wind made ghost-noises
over the marshland and the gulls battled
white against the swooping dark of
clouds, seemed somehow in spite of
her deadness to heed and to under-
stand.

HE UTTER deadness of the Gillie-
flower was in no way alleviated

by the presence of old Haliburton. His
being there tended, indeed, to enhance

the impression: as if the skinny form

that could sometimes be seen moving
insect-like about the decks was that of
some unprolific parasite that thrived
upon the carcass of the ship. God
knows what he did with himself in
the unsavoury hulk for days and weeks
and months on end. Sometimes he
would vanish utterly, only the sickly
smoke from a rusty stove pipe, planted
awry upon the deck as if a burial had
been conducted there with more haste
than piety, testifying to his continued
existence. Then one morning he would
reappear at his favourite post by the

break of the foc’sle, leaning on the -

treacherous guard-rail and staring sea-
ward in a fervour of wistfulness; with,
one would swear, the same hand-furled

cigarette dangling extinet and brownly
moist between his toothless lips,

His dress was always the same, with-
out regard for sun or season: a heavy
woollen undershirt buttoned to the neck
and bursting outl at the elbows, sallow
and aged as if from long and intimate
contact with the flesh beneath; a pair
of seaman’s trousers preserved long be-
yond the limits of sartorial probability .
but always, in contrast with the rest
of his appearance, falling precisely into
the regulation creases; and a pair of
shapeless rope-soled sandals, probably
of his own inexpert manufacture, He
always wore a sailor’s cap, minus its
tally and so incredibly ancient as to be
barely recognizable, at the same half-
quizziecal, half-defiant angle.

No one seemed to know why the
Gillieflower rated a ship-keeper when
so many other ships (and better ships
at that, too) went untended. Old Hali-
burton was there, and it was no more
logical to question his right or to justify
his existence than to query the title of
a sparrow nesting under the eaves, or
the great pensive gulls that blinked
down from the cross-trees.

Haliburton could never be drawn in-
to conversation. Few people passed
that way. Fewer still merited a nod
of his head or a reluctant grunt that
bore some resemblance to a curt “good-
day”. But if anyone approached the
ship, day or night, Haliburton was in-
fallibly and aggressively there. Only
the most authentic and impressive cre-
dentials could gain access to his strong-
hold.

I, on my occasional routine inspec~
tions of the ship’s moribund machinery,
was probably his only regular visitor.
After a time my eniry went more or
less unchallenged, but that was the ex-
tent of his trust. Always the flop and
scuff of his sandals pursued me down
the echoing passages and through the
derelict flats. He was tenacious as the
devil. Once in a fit of annoyance
I tried to outdistance him, striding
through the mess-decks and glissading
down ladders as if T had not a second
to lose. But when at last I stopped
and turned it was to meet the dis-
quieting eye of his accusation.

‘WHENEVER I stopped to make a

routine inspection he stood by
motionless and silently judicial, his
head tilted bird-like to one side. Dur-
ing the most lengthy examination he
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Y SUCH flights of deduction, in
the course of a year or more, I
built up from Haliburton’s cryptic ut-
terances a picture of his past and a
theory concerning his present. About
what was {o happen in the future I
cannot, in this blurred and sober retro-
spect, form even the beginnings of a
hypothesis. Haliburton had served in
the QGillieflower as quartermaster. By
one of those mysterious lapses of the
drafting organization he had remained
in her undisturbed all through the war,
outlasting {hree commanding officers
and a long succession of shipmates;
becoming, one would suppose, quite an
institution. He was, I gathered, pretty
much of a lone wolf: no relatives, no
shoreside friends, no amours. As often
happens to men in his situation, he
found himself imperceptibly trapped in
the toils of his own loneliness. He went
ashore less and less. His horizon be-
came more and more circumscribed un-
til the ship became his whole life. The
world receded until it had lost, for him,
all claim to reality., He was approach-
ing that state of extreme introspection,
that rarified atmosphere of awareness
called, by the unimaginative, madness.
Haliburton and his ship reached to-
gether the term of their combatant use-
fulness. The Gillieflower was paid off
into reserve and Haliburton, discharged
from the service, remained with her
as ship-keeper. 1 had always assumed
that his position was regular and offi-
cially recognized; but my later inquiries
could discover no authority by whom
he had been engaged, no provision un-
der which he might receive payment
and, when it came to the inevitable
issue, no established procedure for his
dismissal. He was, as I said before,
simply and indisputably there. His iso-
lation was now extreme. He began to
lose touch not only with the world, but
with the flight of time. The clock had
stopped, so far as he was concerned,
some itime during the final phase of the
war in the Atlantic. He seemed vaguely
aware that the ship had been along-
side rather longer than was needful for
a boiler clean, even a little puzzled,
perhaps, that both watches should have
gone on leave at the same time; but

these things were no more to him than
{rifling deviations from routine. Time
after all is bul a device for reconciling
the mind to the staggering concept of
eternity: against that concept, by all the
principles of mathematics, an error of
a few years is negligible; by the still
more potent logic of Haliburton’s iso-
lation from events, such error could
not conceivably exist. And by now he
was so conditioned to solitude that the
emptiness of the ship no longer dis-
turbed the order of his world of fan-
tasy; it had become the basis rather
than the object of his speculation.

ND SO, limited only by the laws

of chemical reversion and the
ship’s ability to withstand erosion of
tide and weather, or by Haliburton’s
ability to withstand the erosion of time,
it might have gone on indefinitely. The
Gillieflower had become part of the
landscape. Anyone who saw her moored
there year after year would no more
have dreamed of suggesting her re-
moval, than he would have suggested
the removal of the water in which she
lay. It had to come, like the stroke
of a mysterious and impersonal Fate,
from afar., In an office a thousand
miles away someone one day, in a mo-~
ment of escape from more important
things, made a long overdue acknowl-
edgment of her death and wrote her
obituary. This took the form of an
invitation to tender, sent to the coun-
try’s shipbreakers, for her dilapidated
but still valuable remains.

As is so often the case, Fate worked
swiftly and by stealth, so that the first
we knew of it all was when, one morn-
ing in late November, a tug pushed its
white-bearded way down harbour with
the Gillieflower following, visibly re-
luctant, in its wake. The sky pressed
grey and heavy upon the steeples of
the town. Over the doomed ship the
sea-birds wheeled and keened, their
breasts somehow mournful as they arced
in perpetual whiteness across the sky.
The water was black and turgid, with
here and there tiny wave-crests flitting
like fore-runners of the snow that
threatened overhead. The decks of the
Gillieflower were utterly deserted. She

looked, despite her motion, more com-
pletely dead than ever. Of Haliburton,
no sign. But I saw, or, if you will press
me to the point, perhaps fancied, a
smudge of smoke above the drunken
stove-pipe as, with ghostly finality, the
sea mist moved in to take her,

I have stayed thus far well within the
bounds of truth and certainty, and it
may seem unwise to launch into the
realm of speculation. But when the
truth is unknown, what might have
happened is as valid in the telling as
what, according to the Inscrutable Re-
cord, actually did. The imagination
that dictates the narrative is no more
prone to extravagance than the Imag~
ination that directed the events. Al
that is known with certainty is that late
that afternoon the Gillieflower’s tow-
line parted, and that the ship was never
seen again. But the master of the tug,
if he can be induced to commit himself
to more than a shrug of the shoulders
and a rather shame-faced grin, will tell
you ‘that, after she had broken free,
the derelict behaved in a most unex-
pected manner. Contrary to all the
promptings of an onshore wind and a
making tide, Gillieflower turned her
bow to seaward and began to gather
way. Incredulous, the skipper put
about and pursued her with the ob-
ject of putling another line aboard. But
she was making an improbable speed,
and despite all the tug’s exertions
seemed to remain always a hundred
yards or so ahead of her. And then
(the skipper always colours up and
tries to change the subject when he
comes to this) the outline of the fugi-
tive ship began to soften and blur.
Before his eyes she faded to a mere
shadow, flew before him on the water
like a phantom, and, as he stood there.
grinding the stem of his pipe and curs-
ing impotently, vanished.

rent that took her. Perhaps in
the gathering mist, with the coming on
of night, his eyes deceived him. Per-
haps he is an extraordinarily good liar.
But I like to think of the belligerent
ghost of the Gillieflower, with Hali-
burton at the wheel, carrying on the
war.

PERHAPS it was some wilful cur-
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THE STORY OF THE MALTA SUBMARINES

Tiny Undersea Force Slashed at Axis Supply Line

N THE VAST panorama presented

by historians of the Second World
War, there are certain scenes whose
brilliance and quality not only project
them above the rest but assure them
of a place in history long after others
have faded.

For the most part these scenes por-
tray valiant struggles against great odds,
by men whose deeds vividly remind us
that there is no real limit to human
courage and endurance. Although in-
evitably they involve death and de-
struction, they possess a purity, and
capacity to inspire, that can only be
bought with the highest endeavour and
sacrifice.

Setting for such a scene was the
central Mediterranean, between Janu-
ary 1941 and May 1942.

In North Africa, the Allied and Axis
armies were trading punches, with
neither able to force a decision. It
was evident that more muscles—in the
form of men, weapons, material and
fuel-—would be needed for either to
score a knockout.

The main Axis supply line was from
Italy to Tripoli. Somehow, despite the
Axis’ control of the central Mediter-
ranean, this artery had to be bled. The
task fell mainly upon a handful of Brit-
ish submarines, based on beleaguered
Malta.

The story of how these submarines
accomplished their mission, despite
enormous difficulties and handicaps, is
well told in “Periscope Patrol”, by John
Frayn Turner.. That they were success-
ful is attested to by the statistics—75
enemy vessels, totalling nearly -400,000
tons, sunk by 15 submarines in 16
months. '

But those figures tell only a part of
the story, for not only did the Malta
submarines have to operate in waters
whose surface, and the air above, were
dominated by the enemy, but the base
to which they returned, ostensibly to
refuel, repair and rest, was taking the
worst bombardment the world had
known up. to that time. -

The Malta submarine force had more
than .its quota of heroes.  Conspicuous
among these was Lt.-Cdr. David Wank-
lyn, VC, DSO, whose Upholder was
tragically lost on his 25th patrol — a
patrol that was to have been his last
before returning to the United King-
dom. Wanklyn was a brilliant sub-
marine commander and inspiring leader
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whose example extended far beyond his
own ship’s company.

Commanding the Malta submarines
was an officer who was to become well-
known to many Canadians. He was
Commodore G. W. G. (Shrimp) Simp-
son, who later, as Commodore Lon-
donderry, turned his knowledge of
submarine warfare to the anti-sub-
marine offensive.

BOOKS for the
SAILOR

Like any other tale of achievement

by “our side”, “Periscope Patrol” givés

cause for mental applause.

Then, with the realization of what
an apparently insignificant force of
submarines could do, and still can do,
there comes more sober reflection.—
R.C.H.

PERISCOPE PATROL, by John Frayn Tur=~
ner, published in Canada by Clarke, Irwin
and Company Limited, Toronto; 218 pages,
illustrated; price $3.15.

THE STORY OF SHIPS
~ IN PICTURES

€< PICTURE History of Ships” is
the last in the Hulton picture
stories covering the history of trans-
port. Other volumes have featured
road, rail and the air. The history of
ships has been compiled by C. Hamil-
ton Ellis. :

The book measures 11 by 8 inches, -

has 406 illustrations in black and white
covering the development ‘of commer-
cial liners, warships and other craft. It

also includes drawings and photos of

famous sailors of the world including
Magellan, Nelson, Cunard, Farragut,
Von Spee and Jellicoe.

The author reaches as far back as
Noah’s Ark to begin his story and then
follows with all manner of vessels—
whaling, ships, sailing ships, submarines,
dreadnoughts, ironclads, ocean - liners,
channel steamers, Norse ships and end-
ing with the nuclear-powered Nautilus.
There is an excellent index and it is
easy to locate illustrations of particular
ships and events. It appears the bhook

would be a useful reference book for
the reader wishing quick and easy iden-
tification of ships prominent in the his-
tory of the sea.

The book has a good selection of
ships from ancient times to the First
World War but seems a little weak on
ships now sailing the seas. For in-
stance, the new liner SS United States
shares a single small photo with a stay-
sail schooner. There is no photo of the
new USN aircraft carrier Forrestal.
However, there is a good deal of his-
tory to cover in the book and it ap-
pears “something had to give”.

There should be some mention made
of particular illustrations in the book.
The earliest photo the reviewer found
was one of the sailing vessels HMS
Galatea and HMS Racoon, dressed over-
all, firing a Royal Salute in Simon’s
Bay in 1867. There is an outstanding
photo of the German battleship Goeben,
probably made through a porthole of
an accompanying ship. There is an-
other of a Sopwith plane with skid
undercarriage taking off from a railed
runway in HMS Furious about 1918.

Included in the book is one of the
truly remarkable news pictures of the
century showing the German cruiser
Blucher capsized in 1915 with her side
covered with men scrambling to jump
into the sea. This photo was first pub-
lished in the London Daily Mail and
could well have been enlarged to a full
page in the book rather than the five-
by-three-inch size used.

The author has employed black and
white reproductions of paintings to il-
lustrate many of the great sea actions
of the Second World War such as the
sinkings of the Bismarck and Scharn-
horst, Dunkirk and the capture of the
prison ship Altmark. There are only a
few illustrations, paintings:or photo-
graphs, of anti-submarine battles.

The author has written a lucid and
interesting foreword which runs about
12 pages and the captions used in his
photos and illustrations are informative
and appropriate. They are light when
a light touch is required,-and they are
brief and to the point when the illus-
tration speaks for itself.—A.J.P.

A PICTURE HISTORY OF SHIPS, by C.
Familton Ellis, published by Hulion Press
and distributed in Canada by Clarke, Irwin
and Co., Ltd., Toronto. Over 400 illustra-
tlons. $6.75.
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