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Cover Photo—Though they may not look a bit “salty,” there
is no doubt that these two professional models, wearing the new
uniforms of the Women's Royal Canadian Navy (Reserve), add
much to the scenery and atmosphere on this Fairmile’s bridge.

LADY OF THE MONTH

HMCS CRESCENT, sister-ship to HMCS
Crusader and a destroyer well known on both
coasts of Canada, steams at high speed through
the Irish Sea., The photo was taken during the
second of three training cruises made to the
United Kingdom last summer by the La Hulloise,
Crescent and Swansea, For more about the
Crescent, see page 21, (LAH-174).
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With this issue, The Crowsnest begins its
fourth year of publication, It is an occasion we
do not think should go unnoticed.

Quite frankly, we cannot help but be
pleasantly surprised by the realization that The
Crowsnest produced its first 36 issues in as
many months, As we have mentioned before,
The Crowsnest does not draw on full-time
Erofessional editors and writers for, its material,

ut on a corps of voluntary contributors who
receive nothing for their efforts and who, in
practically all cases, remain anonymous,

It is they who have enabled the magazine to
meet its monthly deadlines and who have made it
possible for it to fulfill, at least in part, the
mission for which it was created,

The Crowsnest is the Navy's magazine. It is
intended for all ranks, from ordinary seaman to
admiral, and has been privileged to number all
ranks among its contributors.

It has served as a link between ships and
establishments, and the personnel borne therein,
reminding them that they are, one and all,
members of the same force, separated though
they may be by a continent or more.

The Crowsnest has endeavored, too, to
maintain and fortify the connection between the
Service and those who formerly wore its uniform,
keeping the latter informed of naval happenings
and reminding them that in spirit, if not in fact,
they still belong to the naval family.

Whatever success The Crowsnest may have
achieved in these endeavors is due to those
whose efforts have made it live these past three
years, To its regular correspondents. . . to
those' who contribute less frequently but with
obvious inspiration ... to the photographers

.whose pictures have graced its pages. . . to

the artists and cartoonists . . . to its civilian
supporters, ex-Navy and otherwise . . . and to
all ‘those others who have helped pen its
pages . . . The Crowsnest expresses its thanks
and pays deserved tribute.

The Editors

* Kk %

A limited number of copies are available of
the drawing, ‘‘Royal Canadian Navy 1951,
which appeared on pages 16 and 17 of the
October issue. Persons wishing to obtain a
copy may do so by writing to The Editor, The
Crowsnest, Naval Headquarters, Ottawa.
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THE RORQUAL

:IILDIFE appeared good to the Admiral
at that moment. He stood on the
veranda of his official residence and
surveyed the harbour of Trincomalee.
A breeze played across the three
miles of water and kept the ships
windrode and the flags flying; it
was not always as pleasant as this
seven degrees north of the equator.
The harbour was virtually empty
compared with a few months before,
when the war with Japan had been in
full swing; there were a couple of

by WALTER BAZLEY
in the Trinity University Review -

cruisers, half a flotilla of destroyers
and the usual collection of smaller
ships—frigates, minesweepers, tugs,
boomships and landing craft.

A flotilla of minesweepers was
weighing anchor.

“Lysander requesting permission
to proceed, sir,” said the flag
lieutenant.

“Proceed. Add good-bye and good
luck.” The chief yeoman wrote it
down and gave it to a signalman who

-ran up to the tower and began to tap

it out.

The Lysander passed the boom
with the other seven ships in line
astern of her, and her bows dipped
as she met the first roller of the
Indian Ocean. She was making a
signal — “Whale blowing ahead of
me.l?

“Extraordinary to be so close in,”

- said Flags as he read it. Jason, the

half leader, turned at the boom and
signalled — ““Large whale on my port
hand. Appears to be entering har-
bour.”
minesweeper was standing for sea,

- and at that moment a huge black

form broke surface and blew about
two cables from the Admiral’s veranda.

“Good Lord,” said the flag lieut-
enant. “Shall I make a general signal
for ships to recall their boats ?”’

“General recall. Ships clear the
water of swimming parties.”

““Aye aye, sir,”’ said Flags.

Ten minutes later the last

Meanwhile, in His Majesty’s Fleet
Minesweeper Jaseur, lying at anchor,
the Captain was just descending into
the cutter in response to an invitation
for a discussion about the next
minesweeping operation from the
Captain of the Minstrel. He observed
that the officer of the day was not
saluting him and the side boy was
not piping the side. Any remark
which he had been about to make
was cut short by the noise of com- -
pressed air and water being shot to
the height of the Jaseur's mast at a
distance of thirty yards or so from
the ship’s side. The Captain climbed
back on board.

That thing's a bloody menace,”
he said.

“Shall 1 make a signal about it?”
asked the officer of the day. The
whale shot another half ton of water
into the air.

“To Admiral Commanding, re-
peated all ships present: Whale in
harbour. Consider it a rorqual. Now
you'd better hoist the boat!”

“What the devil’'s a rorqual?”
said the Admiral. Flags said he would
find out and added helpfully, “Would
it be a good idea, sir, if we called up
the boom defence officer and told him
not to let any more come in ?”’

““If he closes the boom then this
brute will never get out. Good Lord,
the blasted thing won't be here for
long. It's probably just got lost.”

The flag lieutenant signalled Jaseur



and got the information that a rorqual
is a giant blue whale. Comumon in the
Indian Ocean. Harmless,

A signal came from Minstrel —
“Whale upset my cutter returning
to ship. Crew lescued Three tons
victualling stores lost.”

“Flags, make a signal to the Motor
Torpedo Boat flotilla to come  to
immediate notlce, and if it isn't out
of the harbour in half an hour they

can chase it out!”

The MTBs spent an
afternoon. All the ships’

amusing
companies

turned out on the upper decks to

watch them and offer encouragement.
The officers made chatty signals to
their friends on the bridges of the
nearby ships. Loud hailers and talkie-
talkies were turned on.

The Admiral was in personal charge
of the operation in his blue and gold
power boat. The MTBs weaved
afound the harbour at 33 knots in
accordance with the Admiral’s pre-
dictions of the future movements of
the whale. But the whale appeared
to be enjoying it. He would watch
the MTBs racing toward him,
then snort a couple of times, throw
his tail into the air and dive, or
“sound,’ as it is called, Then minutes
later he would break surface a mile
or two away, and the performance
would be repeated. After four and a
half hours the Admiral called it off.

Meanwhile the life of the harbour
was paralysed. Boats could not go
inshore with libertymen until the
Admiral saw fit to cancel his order of
general recall. The beer in the Fleet
Club remained undrunk. The ice
cubes in the officers’ bar were melting.

“Where has it gone now ¢’ asked
the Admiral as he emerged from a
shower.

“Minstrel reports that it’s in
shallow water near the seaplane base,”
replied Flags.

“Do you think whales sleep
soundly ?”
Flags said he didn't know. The

Admiral frowned. In the Royal Navy
one never doesn't know. One will
find out. That is the way to lose
seniority.

“Tell a couple of fleet tugs to raise
steam and when they have passed a
rope round its tail they can tow it
out to sea.” The Admiral sank into a
comfortable chair. “It won't be diffi-
cult now, since we've got it completely
worn out. It’ll probably die anyway.”

By three in the morning, after
incredible difficulties, the fleet tugs
passed a slip rope round the whale's
tail. By five they had towed it out

to sea andslipped it. By ten past
five the Admiral had got to sleep, and
at six he was wakened by the chief
yeoman with a signal from Minstrel
to say that the whale was back in
shallow water by the seaplane base,
The fleet tugs made a long report.
The whale was in good condition,
They estimated his length to be
165 feet. At one stage he had been
towing both the tugs.

“Healthy — ," remarked the
signalman who wrote it down,

Later
was talking to the surgeon lieutenant-
commander from the hospital, Talk
got around to the whale,

“Whales are mammals and suckle
their young,” said the doctor. "“Pro-
bably this one came here to deliver
its young, just as the salmon goes up a
stream for the same reason,”

“In that case,” said the Admiral,
““you are in charge of delivery.”

Jaseur made a signal a little later
suggesting that the way to get rid
of the whale was to use hand gre-
nades. The idea upset the Admiral.

“Make a signal, Flags. General,
Consider whale pregnant. Not to be
molested.”

The whale spent a comfortable
day basking in shallow water. During
the first dog watch she swam slowly
round the harbour eyeing each of the
ships with her small black eye and
thinking her own thoughts. She took
a long look at the Jaseur, but she
disregarded the school of friendly
dolphins that live by the libertymen’s
jetty. Then she went back to the
seaplane base.

That evening the fleet sat down to
write home about the whale. Betting
was rife both as to the time of arrival
and the number of baby whales.
Everyone started to get very senti-
mental and talked aboutit in whispers,
except for the surgeon lieutenant-

.commander, who was provided with

a MTB so that he could be on
the spot the moment he was needed.
Jaseur offered him two dozen tins of
condensed milk and some K-rations.
Minstrel offered him nothing at all.
People who laughed it off were
considered heartless.

At first light in the morning the
decks were crowded.. The seaplane
base started to  signal. Everyone
read it. “Delivery commenced 0200.
Completed 0300. One baby whale —
(a good many hearts sank, only one ?)
— Mother and child doing well.
Taking {requent nourishment,”

The surgeon lieutenant-comman-
der's MTB shot out from the

that forenoon the Admiral

jetty, but the seaplane base was
signalling again. ‘“Whale and baby
whale proceeding toward the boom.
Formation line ahead in sequence

of fleet numbers, Speed 10 knots.”

The MTB stopped engines and
watched them pass in the clear water,
Then the surgeon lieutenant-com-
mander made a signal to the Admiral
repeated all ships present: — “‘Con-
sider term baby whale misleading.
Estimated length 45 feet, Weight 20
tons,”

Mother and child passed the boom
and when they smelt the fresh
monsoon air of the Indian Ocean
they flung their tails up together and
sounded.

The Fleet in
itself again.

TRAFALGAR
(October 21, 1805)

The smoke drifts clear; there’s a mighty
cheer,
The din of the fray has passed,
Why is our Flagship mutely hushed?
Why is her flag half-mast?
Nelson lies on his quarterdeck;
Hardy kneels by his side.
“How read ye the flags, good SIgna/
man?”’
“They signal that Nelson . .

Trincomalee was

. died"".

Bonaparte met us at Waterloo,

Boney had cause to rue it,

Took stern rebuke from the lron Duke,

But, mark ye! They both lived through it.

But, through the march of unbroken
years,

Faithful as time and tide,

The sailor salutes his quarter-deck,

That's where a Hero . . . died.

"Twas a bitter fight, and a g/orlou.v one,

That day, in eighteen-five,

What would they think; those old sea-
ghosts,

Were they to return, alive?

(Their-Victory's decks were of hewn oak,

We have armored steel, from Clyde)

Yet still we salute our quarter-deck,

The deck where their Admiral died.,

Herman Lordly.
(Courtesy The University Press)

Editor's Note:— The author was aware
that the practice of saluting the quarterdeck,
where in olden ships a crucifix was mounted,
began long before Nelson’s time but penned
this under the unwritten terms of reference
which allow all poets a margin of {reedom
from fact).
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_ capturing Constantinople in 1453, Domingo. She was wrecked in 1808 off

Looking Astern

Thirteenth Of The

MCS Crescent, one of two
destroyers whose ownership was
transfcrred to Canada by the British
Government in September (the other
was the Crusader), carries a name
which has appeared in just about
every major war since the 16th
century, when the first Crescent saw
action against the Spanish Armada.
The Crescent of today — the 13th
naval ship to bear the name —is a
far cry from the first one, a 140-ton
coaster built in 1588, The first Cres-
cent saw plenty of action, however,
as a unit of the Lord High Admiral’s
Squadron — part of the fleet which
dispersed the Spanish Armada. Inci-
dentally, she was hased at Dartmouth,
England, and the modern Crescent
makes her base at Halifax, across
the harbor from Dartmouth, N.S.
Since the first .Crescent was built
nearly 400 years ago, ships bearing
the name have participated in the
Civil War in England, the Dutch
War, the War of the lLeague of
Augsburg, the Mautine War, the
Wars of the French Revolution, the
Napoleonic Wars and the First World
War.

Technically speaking, there was
no Crescent around for the Second
World War, but a ship which had
once borne the name did see war
service with the Royal Canadian
Navy. She was HMCS Fraser, whose
name had been HMS Crescent hefore
her transfer to the RCN in 1937,
The Fraser was lost in a collision
while taking part in the evacuation
of France in 1940,

The first known usage of Crescent
as a name, incidentally, was as a
symbol of Byzantium, or Constanti-
nople. The Turkish Empire adopted
the crescent as its emblem. after

To commemorate the event, the
sultan proclaimed an Order of the
Crescent. :

The second British ship to take
the name Crescent was purchased
for use in the fleet in 1642 and saw
action six vyears later during the
Civil War. The 150-ton vessel was
one of 11 under Sir William Batten
which rebelled against Cromwell and
joined the Royalist fleet. She was re-
taken the following year, and soon after
was wreckedand_lost off Guernsey.

HMCS Crescent Bears Name

Handed Down Since
Armada Times

Crescent number three, a ship
of 326 tons and 28 guns, took part
in action against the Dutch off
Plymouth in 1652 and again the
next year — serving under Blake,
The following year saw her in action
at the Battle of Gabbard, after which
she was returned to her owners, the
Levant Company.

About 30 years later HMS Dover
captured a French ship, which was
renamed Crescent and later took
part in the Battle of La Hague. She
was sold in 1698,

The next Crescent was originally a
French privateer, the Rostan, which
was captured by HM Ships Torbay
and Chichester in 1758. The next
year she captured the French Berkely
and in 1762 took part in the capture
of Martinique under Rodncy.

Built at Bristol, the sixth Crescent
was launched in 1779 and saw action
during the latter part of the Mautine
War. She aided in the capture of two
French cutters in the English channel,
was captured in turn by a Dutch
frigate off Ceuta in 1781, was later
recaptured by HMS Flora, and ended
her career three weeks later when
taken by a French ship.

The seventh Crescent took part
in the French Revolution and in
1793 captured a 36-gun French ship
off Guernsey. Her commanding officer
was knighted for this action. Three
years later she was present at the
surrender of a Dutch squadron of
nine vessels at Saldanha Bay. Months
later, with two other British ships,
she destroyed the French settlement
at Foul DPoint, Madagascar, and
captured five merchantmen. Before
the end of her colorful career, she
captured the Spanish Galgs off Cuba
and the French Diligeiite off San

Line

The tenth Crescent — a twin screw
cruiser of 7,700 tons — was built at
Portsmouth in 1892, She served with
the Home Fleet and was flagship
of the 10th Cruiser Squadron in 1914,
From 1916 to 1920 she was flagship
of the Commander-in-Chief, Coast of
Scotland. She was sold in 1921,

In 1931 the 12th Crescent was
commesisioned at Barrow-in-Furness.
A 1375-ton destroyer, she served with
the Royal Navy until 1937, when
she was transferred to the RCN and
re-named HMCS Fraser.

On August 31, 1939, the Fraser was
in Vancouver. Seventeen days later
she was escorting the first ‘““fast”
convoy to sail out of Halifax in the
war, the Fraser and HMCS St.
Laurent having made the passage
from west to east in a record 15 days,
Subsequently, she was part of the
force which screened, on the first
leg of their crossing, the transports
that carried the First Canadian Di-
vision overseas.

The Fraser was one of four Cana-
dian destroyers sent to the United
Kingdom in May 1940 to assist in
the evacuation of France and help
meet the threat of invasion. She had
taken part in a successful evacuation
of troops from Saint Jean de Lug,
France, and was on her way back to
the U.K. when, on the night of June
25, she was sunk in a collision with
the British cruiser Calcutta.

The present Crescent was laid
down as the leader of the 14th
Emergency Flotilla in 1943 at Glas-
gow, was launched in 1944, and,
having been transferred on loan to
Canada, was commissioned by the
RCN in September 1945, After official
visits to the islands of Jersey and
Guernsey, she sailed for Esquimalt

Jutland.

In 1810, the eighth Crescent was
cominissioned at Woolwich Dockyard,
and before being sold in 1854 saw
service during the Napoleonic Wars
and as a receiving ship at Rio de
Janeiro.

The ninth Crescent was a steam
paddle vessel of a mere 90 tons and
50 horsepower which served as a flcet
auxiliary in the Black Sea from 1854
to 1856, after which she was sold by
the Royal Navy at Constantinople.

Since then she has travelled well over
200,000 miles and has visited more
than 100 ports, from China to the
North Sea.

Her officers and men are well
aware of the proud name she carries
and the traditions which have .been
handed down to their safe keeping.
It is their honored duty to ensure
that she occupies a prominent place
among those Crescents which have
gone Dbefore and those which may
follow. - S S
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Ring of Responsibility

AMES NIELSON, newly Com-
missioned Bosn, RCN, moved
restlessly about the destroyer's
bridge. Subsconsciously he realized
that his movements were distracting
not only the first officer-of-the~-watch
but also the lookouts in the wings of
the bridge,
Mr. Nielson was troubled, For two
months now he had been an Acting

Commissioned Bos'n, after more than

twelve years on the lower deck. In
truth, he admitted to himself, those
two months had been a weird mixture
of helplessness and unhappiness, Un-
easily he wondered if he would not
rather be sitting quietly in the Chiefs’
and POs’ mess at this moment,
spinning yarns, playing cards, free of
all this new responsibility. His rise
from the ranks had suddenly soured
and with a sense of inadequacy he
felt he was about to make another
faux pas.

A cry from the starboard lookout
brought his mind back to his present
duties. ‘‘Bearing dead ahead, a dead-
head!”

Mr. Nielson swung around, looking
to the 1st OOW for direction, then
recalled that he had gone below to
plot a fix. That made it his pigeon.

Racing to the voice-pipe, he flung
it open and roared down, “Hard
A-Port"!

No answer greeted him and he
flushed with the realization that the
wheelhouse voice-pipe was next to
the one he was using. By the time he
had passed the requisite orders and
the ship began to answer her helm, a
terrific metallic crash reverberated
throughout the thin steel hull. Seconds
later the bridge and upper deck were
filled with excited officers and men,
all wondering what had happened.

A high-pitched voice floated up
from the iron declk, ‘“Nielson must be
on the bridge again’.

Although there was no damage,
beyond a slightly dented plate, the
unfortunate Mr. Nielson underwent a
lengthy grilling and an embarrassing
dressing down at the capable hands of
the commanding officer. He knew,
too, that he would be in for much
friendly, and acid, banter in the ward-
room. He wondered what the mess-
decks were saying.

“You'd think it was my {fault”,
growled Mr. Nielson to himself later.
He kicked his cabin door shut vi-
ciously. “How was I to know I had
the wrong voice-pipe. Dammitt, yes-

by L.W.T.

terday I louse up Captain’s defaulters,
the day before I'm accused of sculling
in my cabin, last week I'm allowing
old friends to become too familiar, the
week before my mess bill is too high,
Can’t I do anything right aboard this
tub ?"" He paced to and {ro for a few
moments and then with another curse
headed for the upper deck,

Up on deck the tropical breeze was
{reshening and clouds scudded across
the face of the moon. Mr., Nielson
stood in the shadow of “X" gun flash
screen and reflected grimly on the
unfairness of human nature and the
tough life of a one-ringer.

“Here am I"”, he fumed. “From top
dog on the lower deck, I go to the
lowest form of life in the wardroom,
Why couldn’t I have been smart
enough to stick out my time as a
chief ?” _

This train of thought was rudely
interrupted by voices immediately
above him. He glanced up. On “X"
gun deck were two chiefs, both old
friends. They were talking about him,
unaware of his presence.

“But I tell you, Dave, Jim Nielson
ne’eds our help and it's up to us to give
it.”

Birthday Present
for the Commodore

Commodore K, F. Adams, com-
manding officer of the Magnificent,
received during the Mediterranean
cruise a belated but unique birthday
present from HMCS Micmac, the
destroyer which served as the carrier’s
faithful plane guard.

The Micmac was looking one day to
see if any fish had been brought to the
surface by a practice pattern of depth
charges, when someone sighted a large
cea turtle that apparently had been
stunned by the blast. A motor cutter
was sent away and after a merry chase
the “‘monster” was captured and
brought inboard.

It was then suggested that although
the Commodore's birthday had oc-
curred the week previous, it would be
a nice gesture if Terry the Turtle were
sent to him as a present.

Without {urther ado, Terry was
strapped in a bosn's chair and for-
warded via jackstay to the ‘“Maggie,”
complete with tie of brilliant red and a
cigarette in his jaws.

A short while later there came a
signal [rom the Commodore: ‘“The
thing is walking around my sea cabin
and has forced me to vacate. Does a
hook of instructions come with it ? Are
goldfish contemplated? Nevertheless,
I am grateful but not sure what for as
yet.”

“Baloney”, growled the one called
Dave, “Jim has his commission and
he's satisfied to be able to lord it over
us. You should have seen the look on
his face this morning when I called
him Jim and the First Lieutenant was
right behind me,”

“Look, Dave"”, broke in the other,
“We three went through school to-
gether, we joined together and we spent
many years as shipmates during the
war. Jim was always first to be rated
anything. He's smart, but unless we
give him our support we're queering
his chances aboard this ship. Your
attitude toward him is being picked
up by every ‘jack’ in the ship, and
yvou, Dave, are worse than the young
‘jacks’ because you should know
better."” :

“Why should I call him ‘Sir’ "’ put
in Dave, hotly, “He doesn’t know any
more than I do. If I wanted to be a
Bos'n I could pass tomorrow."”

“I don't doubt you for a moment,
Dave, but the point is that you aren't
a Bos'n. You're still only a chief,
while Jim is the Bos'n. Whether you
like it or not, Jim has the jump on us.
From now on Jim is no longer our
buddy. He can just be a good friend
and then only at times. It won't be
easy for him to check us up if we make
a mistake. Another thing, Dave, see
that destroyer ahead of us? She
carries a commander we went to
school with. He became a cadet when -
we were ODs and boys. I've yet to
see you call him by his first name or
try to make him look foolish. He
wouldn't stand for it but he's still a
first class all-around guy, isn't he ?"

“That’'s true', admitted Dave,
grudgingly.

“No, Dave”, resumed the first
chief, after a pause, “Jim has enough
troubles getting used to his commis-
sion without us, who should know
better, adding to them. It's our duty
to check insubordination, not condone
it, and see that all marks of respect
are paid where due. You don't allow a
leading seaman to address you by
your first name, do you? Of course,
that doesn't absolve Jim from doing
his duty in that respect, but he's in a
funny position,

“He still doesn’t want to cut loose
from his lower deck friends and he’s
probably having a tough time getting
friends among the officers. He really
hasn't made any mistakes yet, His
judgment may have been rather poor
at times, but that's probably due to
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over-trying. Besides, Dave, the Old
Man is more than likely riding Jim to
see if he can take it. However, he's as
entitled to his new privileges as we
are to our privileges and starting
tomorrow you and I will see there's a
different attitude aboard this ship.”

“Agreed”, Dave returned quietly.
“In fact, starting tomorrow I'm going
to try for my commission. Jim is too
nicea guy not to have for a friend any
more and besides, if the truth be
known, I'm a bit jealous.”

The voices of the two chiefs receded
and were finally drowned out by the
clatter of boots on a steel ladder. Mr.
Nielson stared thoughtfully at the
brilliant path of the moon on the
ocean and then, after a moment,
turned and headed for his cabin.

In his sea cabin, the Captain lay on
his bunk and stared unseeingly at the
deckhead. Finally he smiled to him-
self. “Poor Nielson'’, he thought,
“It hasn’'t dawned on him yet that I
came up from the lower deck and
experienced the same sort of grief
myself. Took me nearly a year to
become accustomed to the new type
of life. Almost like joining the navy
over again. It's a tough row to hoe,
climbing up. the ladder, and it doesn’t
get any easier the higher one climbs.
But Nielson will learn. He’ ll make a
smart officer, that Nielson."”

There were smiles on the faces of
four men that night as they turned on
their sides and fell asleep to the gentle
roll of a destroyer slipping through
tropical waters.

FRANK (PADDY) PLUMMER,
EX-LIEUTENANT, DIES

The death occurred in Queen Mary
Veterans’ Hospital, Montreal, Sep-
tember 4 of Frank (Paddy) Plummer,
ex-Lieutenant, RCN.

Lieut. Plummer entered the Navy
at the outbreak of the Second World
War and was attached for a time to
the boom defence service at Halifax.
Later he was appointed Dockyard
Bos’'n at Halifax, then went to
Sydney for duties in connection with
the building of the new Point Edward
Naval Base. His promotion to lieu-
tenant took place at this time.

Lieut. Plummer subsequently
served at sea in the Canadian-manned
escort carrier, HMS Puncher, as
hangar control officer. He was in-
valided out of the Service in 1945..

Surviving are his wife, one son,
four daughters and  four. grand-
children.
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]IE\LAG signalling, considered by
many as having surrendered com-
pletely to the tubes, antenna and
microphones of modern communica-
tions, has taken a new lease on life
as a result of frequent and successful
use among United Nations task
groups operating off the coast of
Korea.

In carrier forces, particularly, there
has been a marked increase in the
employment of flags for passing sig-
nals, it having been found that under
certain circumstances this supposedly
anachronistic system is still the most
efficient and secure.

The return to popularity of flag-
hoisting has had a further result, in
that it enabled a Canadian destroyer,
HMCS IHuron, to acquire for herself
an enviable reputation for perform-
ance of the art.

The Huron served warning that
her flag-deck party was ‘‘on the bit"”
the day she reached Pearl Harbor on
her voyage out to Korea. Her arrival
coincided with an American anniver-
sary and ships in harbor were dressed
over-all with flags. As her first lines
went ashore, the Huron's flags sud-
denly broke out, and within a minute
and a half she became dressed over-all.
An appreciative audience of USN
officers and men accorded this display
their outspoken admiration.

The Huron added to her reputation
during subsequent operations with
the UN fleet. Working with the
British carriers Theseus and Glory,
the Canadian destroyer' on several
occasions was congratualted on her
flag-hoisting efficiency.

One message to her read:

“Your alert reaction to signals 1is
most gratifying.”

On another occasion the Glory's
captain signalled:

“May I congratulate you on your
standard of signalling, particularly
during your period as screen com-
mander.”

When Huron was not screen com-
mander, the screen commander was
plompted to signal:

“I consider that a high standar(l of
flag-hoisting was maintained through-
out the day. Well done.”

Naturally, all thisapprobation being
directed to one ship was bound to
arouse the fighting spirit of her
sisters, and at dawn one morning

FLAG SIGNALLING FAR FROM ‘DEAD’

- Huron’s ‘Bunting-Tossers’
Excelled During Far
East Service

the Australian destroyer Bataan
challenged the screen to a flag hoisting
competition, based on the speed at
which the Glory's signals were an-
swered.

The race was extremely close and
at noon, according to the Bataan,
who was keeping score, the Huron
and Bataan were dead level. However,
by 8.15 p.m., when the final —and
55th — flag hoist came down, the
Canadian destroyer was three points
ahead.

Later, just before she left Korean
waters for home, the Huron embarked
Rear-Admiral A. K. Scott-Moncrieff,
commanding the Commonwealth fleet,
for a trip of inspection to the Han
river area. On leaving the ship,
Admiral Scott-Moncrieff sent her a
message in which he made particular
mention of her communications staff.
It said:

“I was honored to fly my flag in
such an excellent ship and I was
particularly impressed- by the appear-
ance of the ship and the ship's spirit.
You have done all that was-asked of
you 1in this command with success.
Please thank your communications
department_for their good work whilst
flying my flag. Good-bye, good luck
and a happy homecoming.”

The high standard of flag hoisting
achieved in the Huron was credited
by the ship’s communications officer,
Lieut. F. J. Dunbar, to the fact that
his = “bhunting-tossers’” were ‘‘dead
keen'” and weren't satisfied with
anything less than perfection.

The news of the Huron's success in
the flag-hoisting field was warmly
received by the Director of Naval
Communications, at Naval Head-
quarters in Ottawa, who remarked
that ‘““those who predicted flag sig-
nalling was dead or dying and those
who contended: that Canadian com-
municators were below standard
should pause and reconsider, and
those who took the opposite view may
take heart” from the destroyer’s
report.

“We congratulate the Huron on
her fine performance. Fifty-five flag
hoists in a single day is a pretty
stiff ration — the more so when in
competition starting at dawn. It is

"clear that strong exertions will be

required from the Furon’s successors
if this reputation is to be maintained.”



Love Finds A Way

@’FLAHERTY was lying on a
mess-bench, legs aloft, his feet
hooked to the pocket of a greatcoat
hanging nearby. The bounding Irish-
man was for once at rest, diligently
studying “How to Win Friends and
Influence People.”” He was mentally
considering a bright, glad-hand ap-
proach for use at his next visit to
Captain’s Defaulters; it had possi-
bilities.

A small, frightened-looking ordi-
nary seaman stole in and started
shedding his clothes, O'Ilaherty
studied on ... lean across the Cap-
lain's table, shake hands, and ask
aboul the Old Man's wife and children ?
No. Too awkward, he'd be holding
his cap in his right hand,

The little fellow spoke,
Irish ?”

“OI!” O'Flaherty jumped and tore
the pocket out of the greatcoat.
“Oh, Sneaks, ye stealthy hound, Oi
didn’t hear ye come in."

“Sorry, Irish. Uh,..listen.,,I
was wonderin’, Do you know anything
about women ?"

“Wimmin ?"" he beamed, ‘“My boy,
ye've come to one of the hoighest
authorities on the subject — namely
meself, You see, this is one of the
toimes whin the Padre, God bless
'im, is out o' his territory. It'd be
loike askin' a teetotaler how to cure
a hangover, if ve folla me? Now
jist you begin at the beginnin' and
we'll see what's what.”

“Well, there's nothin’ to it much,”
Sneakes said evasively, “I was just
wonderin’ about a few things.”

“Exactly, and boi a handsome
bit o' luck ye've found the roight
advoiser. Now, Oi'm a married man,
but that was me only false step.
In me bachelor days Oi was a bhit
of a Don Juan. Me experience was
broad and Oi've learned many a
lesson from the confusin’ darlin's,
Confusin’ to most, d'yve see, but
not to meself.”

“Well, now, say you was goin,
out with a girl,”” Sneaks began.
We're just supposin’, see; this ain't
necessarily me, This girl is all right.
You take her to a show or somethin’.
You take her home and she gives
you a cup of coffee ... "

“Foine! Foine! That's a capital
start.”

“It would be a capital start,”
Sneaks grumbled, ‘but it doesn’'t

“Uh ...

by J. L. W,

happen that way. I take her to a
show and she won't take me into
the house. The old lady won't let
her have guys in, The old lady says
all men are snakes, Now it looks
like T could take her out for ten
years and never get to first Dbase,
What if I wanted to marry the girl 7"’

“Hmm", O'Flaherty scratched his
head. ““This has all the makin's of
a stalemate, It brings to moind me
lovely South American sweetheart —
Oi won her whoile foighting similar
resistance. Her mother wuz the proud
daughter of a Spanish grandee and
had no use for men in general and
seafarers in particular.

“The first p'int—ye've got to
be aggressive, boy. Ye've got to take
charge. Now, whin this olive-skinned
beauty — Lucia was her name —
whin she tells me about the old
lady, Oi seen roight away what has
to be done. Oi goes up to the hacienda
—- about the soize of Naval Head-
quarters, it wuz — to partake of an
afternoon snifter, resolved to face
the music. Oi busts roight in, hands

me lid to the door flunkey and an-
nounces meself in a loud, GI tone
o' voice. Lucia is waitin' and her
uspally sunny face is worried and
pale., However, Oi knows we had
to git on with it, so Oi presses her
hand quick-loike — always remember,
boi the way, that women loves to
have their hand squeezed in toime
o' stress—and we proceeds to the
receivin' room to meet the hag,

“Herself is standin’ there loike a
queen preparin’ to off wid somebody’s
head. A strikin' woman she wuz;
you could see she’d been a bit of a
posh wan in her day, a leetle on the
plump soide tho'. Her face was
hard, and she wuz jist waitin’ fer
me to open me trap. So natcherly
Oi does.

“Lucia interdooces me and Oi
wheels into me act. With wan sweepin’
motion Oi'm down on me roight
knee, grabbin' her hand and smackin’
a big wet kiss on it—all hefore
she could utter a ‘how d'ye do.
Oh, it waz famous. It put her right
off and Oi started in talkin' {ast,

“With wan sweeping motion Oi'm down on me roight knee . . ."”
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