Is the Jungle
Neutral ?

HAVE WE ALL GOT A MAD STREAK IN us ? This question
must have been asked by the gangway staff and
many others as they saw a crowd of self-styled Pongos
( Pussers incognito) embark in a motor cutter destined
for the upper reaches of the Johore River and the
dreaded jungle. They were seven strong with members of the Captain's office staff and a representative
of the Naval Stores and Victualling worlds. Somehow a seaman wangled his way into this select bunch
of dedicated (demented ?) men of the Supply and
Secretariat fraternisation. Men who desired a new
experience, not to mention a day or two of fresh air,
normally strictly rationed below decks. Oh., yes. A
Sub-Lieutenant who prefers to remain anonymous
was dragged out of bed to go with them. The drama
began at 1030 on a Saturday morning, hours after it
should have done due to the usual exped delays;
negative transport. The directive said that the
Pussers were to go twenty miles up the Johore River,
land and blindly bash their way through the Ulu to
the corner of a specified plantation, where they
should meet an overland party of Waffoos. 815
Squadron in disguise had left the ship by lorry earlier
in the day. The cruise up river lasted four hours, and
the volunteer crew who were to bring the cutter back
after they had dropped us were just as disappointed
in the weather as we were. What was to have been
a sunny banyan for them turned out to be a dank
drag in the drizzle. As we were stripped for sun
worshipping, we stayed that way and were cold for
the first time since we left the Mediterranean. When
we arrived at the pier near (censored for security
reasons), we struggled into our jungle rig - modified
No. 8's negative medals - thanked the captain of the
transport, and trudged off into the unknown. The
first few miles were easy sloshing along bright yellow
streams that were once paths in a rubber plantation.
The rain poured off our capes and the sweat soaked
us from underneath. Before long an endless wall of
tightly packed trees and undergrowth challenged us.

We left the path and approached with caution; what
weird beast might be waiting in that twilight demesne
- or were there armies of leeches waiting to feed on
us before penetrating the first few yards ? An 8-foot
barbed wire fence greeted us instead and impeded
the advance for a short time. These fences are put
up to prevent the jungle from encroaching on to the
plantations. With machetes and knives flaying we
entered and came to a grinding halt. There was no
path, nothing to head for; just endless tracts of
undergrowth, dripping trees, vines and giant ferns.
Out came the compass (Army model). "This way,"
vaguely murmured the pilot, pointing to the nearest
tree.
We had entered this maze at 1600 and were
determined to get out before it became dark. After
two hours of blindly bashing forwards and seemingly
getting nowhere we came across a trail. Not having
sufficient faith in our instrument of guidance, the
trail was followed even though it appeared to be
going the wrong way. Twenty minutes later a road
hove in sight. We promptly sat down in the middle
of this road and noisily attacked our water-bottles
with a sense of profound relief. We wanted to get
to our destination before it became too dark to set
up camp, so hoisting our tired bodies into a vertical
position we stumbled off down the road. Half an
hour and several blisters later we entered the plantation, overgrown to our disgust with those wretched
ferns. It was dark by the time a site had been
selected, so no further move to find the other party
was made that day. In no time at all we had a fire
going and tins of meat and veg (unspecified) were
being heated up. Those with a destructive nature
crashed into the jungle, and the night air already
troubled with strange noises was rent asunder by a
heavy barrage of machete blows on wood and the
cries of "Timber." The construction section of the
party knocked up a shelter, but unfortunately we
could not all fit in; lying in a row seven long, the
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two end men were exposed. Since it had stopped
raining these two bodies ceased their dripping in a
relatively short time.
We were horrified to find that we had got up so
early - why, breakfast had been finished soon after
six, a time when all good Pussers should still be
turned in. Spirals of smoke were rising from farther
down the plantation, so the bossman set off to
i nvestigate. Sub-Lieutenant Curtis and his henchmen were just polishing off the last of their baked
bean breakfast. After the usual Dr. Livingstone
routine, it was decreed that the two tribes should
carry out some exercises in the Ulu later in the
morning. Back at Camp Pusair things were going
with a swing. The hut was being rebuilt in case
it rained, trees were coming down with monotonous regularity, and a clothes line was being
rigged to air some overripe garments. The exercise
conducted before lunch was more like a stampede of
cattle than a test of how quietly one could move in
the jungle. However, the theatre of action embraced
a stream, and the amateur chemists in our midst
juggled with blue and white pills and water-bottles
to get a mouthful of pure water. Lunch (or dinner,
whichever you prefer) was a grand affair with a
menu to suit the occasion: Potage de Turtles (Mock);
Encore de Stek a la tin; Pud de la Confiture avec milk
condense. Wine: Vintage Chateau Pap de l'eau puree.
We let that settle for a while, and then with many
rumblings we hoisted ourselves from the ground and
tramped off to Tai Tak.

and, because the weather precluded a wood fire, two
mess tins of water were brewed up for tea. Lunch
consisted of soup (cold), stew (Irish and cold), and
tinned peaches (two each). Perhaps it should be
mentioned here that all the canned food was intended
to be eaten hot or cold according to the weather and
circumstances.
There being no tracks from then on, it was necessary to march through primary, secondary and
sometimes what might almost be described as university standard jungle; crossing (and recrossing)
boggy streams and occasionally having to stop while
someone in front picked himself up off his face in
eloquent silence, or carved a particularly recalcitrant
thorn or creeper out of the way. The compass was
consulted frequently, though with some legitimate
suspicion by the leader of the party, whose squadron
duty it was to check the accuracy of such instruments.
But his fears were not to be realised, since teatime
coincided with the arrival at the long-sought-after
plantation. At this point the rain stopped as well,
and tea was sacrificed in an attempt to reach the
corner of the plantation, where it had been agreed
to rendezvous with another party coming from the
river that evening. The spot was found, and as it
was growing dark it was decided to build a ten-man
shelter as soon as possible before the evening meal.
Four suitably spaced trees were duly notched, and
the hut was constructed so as to give some protection
from the local insects and any curious animals or
snakes in the area. The floor was built clear of the
ground, and the roof was made as water and leechproof as time would allow. Completed in an hour
and a half with some effort after a hard day, the hut
gave adequate shelter to the whole party and was
enough to merit suitable inscriptions from the
more artistic minded.
Sunday dawned bright and clear as far as could
be judged through the opaque covering of trees, for
the hut had been built just inside the jungle proper.
After breakfast the other party, under the aegis of
Sub-Lieutenant Stopford, put in an appearance,
having camped the previous night some four hundred
yards farther up the plantation without locating any
other signs of activity because of the density of the
undergrowth. Having compared notes, it was decided
to cross the plantation to the north-east and conduct
an experiment to discover how far away one could
move undetected in a fairly dense jungle.
The success of this experiment lay in its futility,
since it was found to be impossible to penetrate within
more than thirty yards of a given position without
giving the game away.
Manoeuvres completed, lunch break was called
and the remainder of the canned food was eaten,
only a few tins of sweets and tea-making necessities
being retained since the route now lay through the
rubber plantation itself to the main road and a village
where transport was to meet us that afternoon.
Water-purifying tablets were used to treat some
stream water which had replenished the empty water
bottles. The health of the party remained good,
despite forebodings about leech bites, mosquitoes,
and other less elementary inhabitants of the Malayan
jungle.

The Jungle is Neutral
WHEN A THREE-TONNER, conspicuously labelled R.N.,
disgorged nine rather piratically attired members of
815 Squadron (Motto "Strike Deep") b y the side of
the Kota Tinggi road one Saturday morning, any
disinterested spectator must have wondered what the
Navy was doing so far out of its element. Curiosity
must have mounted when the expedition (for that is
what it was) promptly vanished into the jungle by
the roadside to disappear with much crashing and
invective some moments later. Excitement must
have reached fever pitch when an hour later the
same party, somewhat dishevelled, reappeared on the
road half a mile farther on.
Considerable speculation must have arisen if the
same spectators had been present some fifty minutes
later and a mile farther down the road, when the
expedition reappeared again and went into a huddle
over their map (found serviceable) and the compass
( Woolworth's issue), for which several modifications
not normally catalogued and for the most part
unprintable were suggested.
After plodding along a track (sic) for an hour or
so, stopping frequently to consult the compass (mainly
for the look of the thing, although it seemed to have
settled down by then), the track began to peter out
and actually disappeared as the rain appeared in
some volume. Lunch stop was called at this juncture,
and everyone except those with lumberjack leanings
or an axe to grind clustered under the groundsheets
for something to keep body and soul together. It was
decided to economise on the solid fuel for the stove,
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of his own agility. This was not done for effect,
merely to get past the hall porter without being
stopped. They entered the air-conditioned bar like
a patrol of U.S. cavalry, but thereafter their strength
invariably was spent. After a meal they could only
muster sufficient energy to make a seat alongside the
swimming pool, there to read Joad's Guide to Modern
Wickedness and watch the passing show.
Of course, the great proportion of Albion's "Hon.
Mems." did not fall into either the old or young
category. One might describe them as the Intermediate Bulk. The casual observer at the swimming
pool might opine that bulk was an aptly chosen
word. However, although most could not be subdivided into types, there was, of course, the clubman. "My dear fellah, I can't think what the place
is coming to. Women everywhere. Clubs not the
place for them. Look at that one there. Pretty little
thing - nice figure, too. But most distracting in a
club; most distracting. Shouldn't be allowed, you
know. Glad you agree. Do you think she's married?
Seems to be alone. That's what I mean, you see.
Not right, not right. Poor little thing looks rather
lost. Excuse me, old boy. Think I'll ask her to
dance."
There was no equivalent to the lounge lizard, but
there was the type which Their Lordships might well
call the user/maintainer. He used every facility
provided by the Club a great deal, but always
maintained that he only did so because the place
really needed his support.
But the guy who really enjoyed the place was the
"Mitchcorn" type. He was always there with a
cheery smile; a glass in one hand and a blonde in the
other, looking as though he owned the joint. By the
end of the Singapore stay he practically did! One
thought after a while it was for him that the place
had been designed. It made one's evening to go
there and watch him revelling in the joys of fraternisation. The eager attention he paid to his food and
partner and the obvious pleasure he derived from
both. He displayed an air that one would hardly
credit in anyone from Albion. One would not believe
that the same character, immaculate in his white
tuxedo upon whom two wide-set blue eyes looked
adoringly, was the same man you saw eating fish and
chips on Portsmouth Hard in January. Yet there he
was at ease in those surroundings, the head waiter
and the band leader in his pocket, and to hell with
his bank manager in Upper Tooting or his maiden
aunt in Cheltenham! He was having himself a
ball.
I suppose there were other places worth visiting
in Singapore. If there were, I didn't find them!

Singapore
and Wardroom Four
THERE ARE CERTAIN FIRMS (one might almost call
them institutions!) with which officers and men are
associated which lend a new meaning to the phrase
"credit squeeze." Because we in navy blue are
considered, in their eyes at least, stalwart and steady
citizens, they give credit where they consider credit
is due. This is not done through any sense of misplaced kindness - they're in this for the money - hence
the squeeze that follows subsequently. To what
extent the directors of those houses may be considered
gentlemen is dictated by the degree of pressure
exerted. Properly used, these institutions have their
place in limited sea-borne society, but they are rarely,
if ever, met east of Suez.
Figure, then, with what delight the wardroom
discovered on arrival in Singapore that a certain
club, with the reputation of being one of the most
exclusive in the East, extended both honorary membership and credit to naval officers. As one of the
wardroom was heard to remark in the popular
vernacular of the time on his first visit, "Oh, my
goodness, what a lovely club!" - or words to that
effect.
Over the months it has been quite an interesting
study to watch the various officers' approach to the
club. One must, of course, accept the fact that before
any officer used the place he was either broke or as
near to it as made no difference. The younger
element tended to attempt to overcome the embarrassment at their arrival by a display of heartiness almost
nauseating. They treated carpet-bay steaks like
carpet bags: squirting juice into the eyes of bystanding
waiters as they flayed the air with their knives. (For
some time it worried me that some of our young
bachelors became engaged to any of the "sweet
young things" who accompanied them to the club.
On reflection I can understand why!) The approach
of the older element was completely different. This
is the more peculiar because it was not intended to
be! They usually arrived at the club in some original
type of vehicle - say a London taxi. (A London taxi
in Singapore - ridiculous!) From this they decarted
themselves, and while one of their members sought
the parking lot, the rest stood around as though
preparing for a bank raid. On the return of their
leader they dashed up the stairs, each to the extent
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Singapore

WE'VE SPENT SOME TIME IN SINGAPORE, also known as
the "Lion City," but what do you know about the
place ? Its vital statistics: 27 miles long by 14 broad,
area 217 square miles, highest point 520 feet, grows
durain mangosteen and rubber.
In 1819 Sir Stamford Raffles started the city as a
base for the East Indies Company, using the site of
the ancient town of Johore. The island was eventually bought in 1824 for £12,500 and a life rent of
£5,000. In 1830 it superseded Penang as the capital
of what was known as the Straits Settlements. Most
of Malaya's output of rubber and tin is exported
through Singapore, and the volume of traffic increases
as the standard of living in the area rises.
One of the major events (1923) was the opening
of the causeway to the state of Johore. This causeway
was blown up and partially destroyed during the
Japanese advance, Singapore surrendering on 15th
February, 1 942. This was also the last port of call
of H.M.S. Prince of Wales and Repulse before being
sunk. This, combined with the loss of the port, was
one of the major tragedies of the last war.
Singapore had one of the most notorious Japanese
prison camps, Changi, still being used as a civil
prison. Thousands died there, many Australians
among them. To honour these, R.A.N. ships' companies stand to attention as they pass en route to and
from the dockyard.
Do you recall the swimming pools in Tennen and
the "Brit" Club, the sports fields and base cinema,
the bars, not in the same class as Hong Kong or
Japan, but at "J.B." the three rings, Amyo and the
ABC to emulate them. The J.B. Hotel has a splendid
Chinese chow - and their prawns well out of this
world. Then, of course, there's the Half-way House
on the island. The prettiest hostesses anywhere, I
think. You didn't go ? That's your hard luck - try
it next time you go back. There's Sembawang
Village, which has more Japanese toys and goods
than Temosuko, and very similar in price. The
difference - the radio amplifiers turned up 2 notches
more, the combination of smells under flaring pressure lamps, the men walking hand in hand, the
thousands of children and chickens underfoot, the
heat and humidity. While we were there the establishments were generous in their hospitality, especially whilst we were in dry dock, allowing Albions to
use mess facilities, bowling alleys, bars, the lot. We
are grateful.
Remembering this, those of you who do one of
these days return will miss a familiar sight. To
preserve the dignity of the human race, the ricksha
boys have gone, never again to wear the roads out
with their bare feet. While we are on the subject,
anyone want to buy an old ricksha? They are going
cheap; use them down the Old Kent Road to flog
fruit from.

LITTLE SUSIE !

SNAKE CHARMERS OUTSIDE THE BRITANNIA
CLUB.

CRICKET ON THE GREEN !
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Hong Kong

" FRED"

ALBION VISITED HONG KONG three ti mes during the
commission, from 21st May to 26th May, 2nd July
to 8th July, and finally a ten-day run from 23rd August
until 1st September, 1960.
Hong Kong is one of the most notorious places in
the world, and, though none of us discovered dope
dens or diamond-smuggling circles (at least I don't
think so!), I think we all agree it was one of the
most interesting and unusual places we visited during
our tour of duty and second only as a "run ashore"
to fabulous Japan.
The first and second visits to the colony were
somewhat subdued, as they came before and after
our bank account-breaking visit to the Land of the
Rising Sun. However, after a period of recuperation
at Singapore (a somewhat dank place) and participating for fourteen days in Exercise "Fotex," we were
ripe, ready and thoroughly raring to go when our
final trip to Hong Kong was arranged, and I think
it was this third visit which remains the most vivid
of our memories of the colony.
We arrived at Hong Kong for the third and last
time at about 1800 on 23rd August, and those
hundreds of us lining the flight deck were once again
tremendously impressed by the seaward view of the
harbour (see photo overleaf). To the starboard side,
as we approached, lay Kowloon and the New
Territories, and to port lay North Point on the actual
island of Hong Kong. As we turned into the harbour
the fantastically rich area on the right-hand side of
the island came into view. This section is swarming
with skyscrapers and miniature efforts gradually
sloping upwards, and looks like a small model of
New York. Then in the centre, and largest of all, is
Wanchai, adjacent to which are the huge cranes and
gantries o f the Naval Dockyard. To the left of
Wanchai is junk Bay, although the view of the
thousands of junks cannot be fully appreciated from
sea-level.

Towering above all the Hong Kong side are
various large hills, the highest of which is called the
Peak. It is a very healthy and coveted place to live,
and only the richest can afford to reside on it. Facing
the actual island of Hong Kong is Kowloon and the
New Territories, which are actually on the Chinese
mainland and leased to the United Kingdom on a
ninety-nine-year lease from the Chinese. It is on that
side that the principal R.A.F. and Army bases are
located. (Perhaps it is better that the Navy is on
the other side!)
Once the Albion was secured alongside, it was time
to "hit the town," and after walking through the
large dockyard, now undergoing extensive alterations,
one is immediately the object of attention for dozens
of rickshaw boys. It is sad to note that this traditionally Chinese form of transportation is fast dying out,
and red and grey taxis far outnumber them. However, quite a few sailors still patronise the rickshaws,
and the "boys" (some are very old) with battered,
circular straw hats, ragged vests and shorts, and large
"pongo-type" feet, rely on us almost entirely for their
daily rice.
As soon as the journey to the "run-ashore area" Wanchai - starts, the presence of great numbers of
vehicles is evident. Most numerous are the H.K.
$1.50 taxis, then fleets of private cars, almost exclusively American, and surprisingly driven largely by
Chinese. Crossing the roads is a hazardous affair,
and best undertaken after being heartened by a few
jugs of San Mig. The threat of being run down is
heightened by the large green trams, which hurry
along in the centre of the road.
The next impression gained is that Hong Kong is
99.9 per cent. Chinese. Only a few yards from the
main roads one never sees a white face, and might
as well be in Peking. The only race difference is that
most of the population comes from either Shanghai
or Canton (both in Communist China).
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The central point of sailors in Wanchai is the
China Fleet Club on the waterfront. This five-storey
building is probably the best British naval ratings'
club in the world. Cabins, relaxation, meals, games,
and, above all, beer are in plentiful supply at the
Fleet Club, and it boasts five bars all selling the local
beer - San Miguel - at 1 s. 3d. (one Hong Kong
dollar) a pint, the cheapest in Hong Kong.
By the time one was wined and dined in the China
Fleet Club it is time to take in the local bars, and
these are conveniently placed in three main roads
just around the corner!
After dusk has fallen the scene in the streets
changes, as the Chinese "turn in," many on the
pavements, reminding us that we are in the most
crowded city in the world. Rice and rice dishes like
"chow-fan" are hashed up over open fires, and the
night life comes into full swing. Neon lights blaze
everywhere, bars abound, all beckoning you in!
Probably the most popular bars were the Mermaid,
83, Magpie, Top Hat, United, Plaza, Carrie and, of
course, Suzy Wong's bar Luk Kwok, to mention but
a few. These places all laid on the usual entertainment: beer, girls, juke box, soft lights, soft seats, and
more beer and more girls. However, we all found
that the second and latter items had voracious thirsts,
and with their drinks costing as much as 6s. a time,
some of us stuck to item one alone (or did we?).
A striking feature of the bars are the large numbers
of beautiful Chinese girls employed as hostesses, and
mostly clad in that wonderful Chinese garment, a
cheong-sam. This high-necked number greatly added
to the girls' already considerable allure!
Another pleasing feature of the clubs is that
"Kwong ping pong" ("Time, gentlemen, please!"
back home) is at 2 a.m. ! Coupled with our all-night
leave, it was an amicable arrangement! Thus was
the run ashore in "Honkers" definitely a close second
to Japan.
Quite a few of us took the opportunity to travel
around a bit whilst we were in for ten days, and
among the places visited were Kowloon, Aberdeen
and the Peak. A lot of us bought "rabbits" in
Kowloon, but it didn't seem much cheaper than the
Hong Kong side. Aberdeen (how a Chinese town
got a name like that I'll never know!) was the centre
of the fishing junks and floating fish restaurants. The
latter were large junks which contained tanks of fish,
and the diner picks his own fish whilst it's swimming
around! The Peak was reached via a tramway car,
and the view from the top was really magnificent.
One could see the whole of Hong Kong, including
Albion tied up alongside, and farther along the
thousands of junks packed together like sardines in
junk Bay.
The locals say that Hong Kong (Chinese for
sweet-smelling harbour) only exists because it is a
rich source of revenue to the Communists, and travel
to the mainland is a simple matter - if you are a
Chink! I am sure we all hope that the great port
continues to flourish for many years - at least until
our next foreign!

HARBOUR

TYPHOON ANCHORAGE

JENNY BIDS US FAREWELL

WRITER R. WILLIAMS.
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Amazing how early cold concrete makes one rise.
We had breakfasted, cleaned the place up and were
ready to leave by 0730. This particular breakfast was
our first venture in cooking, and, although in a Girl
Guide area, the Boy Scouts were not in our party.
The teapot, purloined from some mess or other, soon
lost its handle in the blazing fire. How does one lift
a teapot from a barbecue when only the spout is
available ? Somebody solved that one, and the firstaid box made its appearance. The frying pan full of
beans, ginger pudding and eggs survived its first
ordeal with nothing more than a burnt bottom. No
further frying was attempted after this; all food was
stewed.
And so away along the lakeside for more miles.
Wooded country, mountains, tumbling streams,
stumbling leader, and at noon a halt at Sengokubara.
Here Anglanese failed, and only by pointing to the
bottles on the shelves could we make the proprietor
see our need for solid food.
Here the story must become personal. The party
were ten young, virile communications ratings, their
chosen leader just look at the photograph (Photo 2).
The object over which the leader is bending is not,
I repeat, a beer can. Needless to say, I was dragged,
pushed and carried up to the top of HakoneYama-Dake, but as I was carrying two crates of
beer, the "C" rations and the frying pan, I deserved
some little help - end of personal section.
At the summit a Japanese teahouse. After the
climb even green tea was palatable. We had a few
minutes' rest for an hour or two, nearly losing a
member who thought he could see Fuji just over the
top of the crest and the next crest - small defaulters'
session, then away.
We were now in country unfrequented by Girl
Guides; this was real virgin bush (photo 1). A compass
was produced, and off we went following the map
kindly supplied by the 67 C.B.G.L.S. Now, bless
our friends the Pongoes for many things but an
Admiralty pattern compass cannot be incorrect, so
the map obviously must have been. Instead of hiking
fourteen miles that Saturday, we hiked thirty to a
place called Sekimoto. And every minute was enjoyable. For ten miles we met no one. We were
following a faint path which meandered down the
valley, crossing and recrossing the stream which
dashed its way along occasionally forming rocky pools
where we swam. An abandoned hut looked ideal for
a night's stay, but the mosquitoes drove us away.
The last hour was tiring. The friendly hills lay
behind us, and we were in amongst paddy fields with
little hope of finding a camping site for a party
without tents. It was late, after 2300, when we finally
arrived at Sekimoto. Nobody could understand us,
and we tramped through the town looking for a hotel.
We found a place which may or may not have been
a hotel, but certainly they had a bath, clean beds,
Japanese style, and freshly laundered kimonos. If it
was not a hotel, we were too tired, anyway!
Sunday was very much a rest day. Blisters and
aching backs were skillfully treated! A pool, a few
miles up in the hills, soothed our wounds and it was
with reluctance that we made our way to the railway
station to return to Yokosuka .

2

Expedition
THERE HAVE BEEN so many "expeds" and "banyans"
that it would be impossible in the magazine to cover
all of them. Before I tell the story of my particular
expedition, however, I would like to thank Lieutenant
Samler, Lieutenant Stopford and P.O. Moore for
providing the necessary gear; the Commander for
giving his blessing to "expeds" in general and his
bounty to this one in particular; the Commander(S)
for finding so many surplus "C" rations; the S.M.O.
for producing Paludrin by the pound and Elastoplast
by the yard, and all the people on board whose lives
have been made miserable by the cry, "I wonder if
I could borrow--?"
We left the ship in Yokosuka by U.S. naval transport for the railway station, where we had one first
venture in Anglanese, "Doso, ticket Odawara, how
much payee. . . . Oh, you ask him, why can't the
b--s speak English ?" But, of course, they can!
We were soon on our way by electric train, punctual
to the minute; a quick change at Ofuna and across
country alternately paddy and factory to Odawara,
a coastal town about fifty miles from Yokosuka. The
journey was made more interesting by the Yankee
sailors' hats produced by the party; these were not
popular with our fellow travellers who were at the
time deciding whether to remain partners with our
American friends. When they heard our Anglanese,
all was well. There is a quaint custom on the trains
of bringing round liquor supplies, and soon the
compartment took on a festive air. We arrived!
A bus for Hakone was waiting, and we boarded
with our only cooking utensil, a wardroom frying pan
at the short trail, beer at the ready. This was a lovely
drive through lovely wooded, mountainous country
to Lake Ashino-Ko.
We visited a Shinto shrine, then hiked along the
lake shore on an old timber trail for a few miles.
Why we suddenly decided to follow a little path
running up the hillside to nowhere only St. Christopher can tell. In amongst the bush was an American
Girl Guides' camp, but only the duty mothers were
around. And have they got "C" rations! Half a
chicken, steak, a really rugged exped. meal. That
night our shelter was the washhouse-cum-barbecue,
as all the tents on board were being used by the
juniors huddled together on the top of Fuji.
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Lost on 12,388 feet of Sacred Japanese Lava

MOUNT FUJI.

MY FIRST VIEW of MOUNT FUJI came as the climax to
an afternoon's climb to an observatory overlooking
Lake Ashino-ko. The snow-capped peak appeared
to be suspended above the clouds, towering majestically over the surrounding landscape. Little did I
think, as I stared in wonder, that I would ever stand
upon the summit of that sacred mountain.
Life in the Service, however, is full of surprises,
and less than a week later I was driving along a
bumpy mountain road, casting clouds of dust over
the paddy fields which flank the route to the foot of
Fuji. I was on my way to the camp for junior seamen
that had been established on the shores of Lake
Yamanaka.
A number of parties had set out from this camp to
climb the mountain, but none had yet succeeded.
The day after arriving I got my chance to have a
crack at this vast mound of lava.
Soon after seven o'clock on Sunday morning I set
out from the camp in charge of a party of six equally
enthusiastic juniors. For the first hour we were
driven along the rough mountain toll road in the
Land-Rover, winding our way up through the clouds
that drifted around the lower slopes. At 4,000 feet,
just below the tree line, the toll road petered out.
From here it would have to be all "shanks's pony."
Leaving the Land-Rover, we set off along the path
full of determination. Unfortunately, owing partly
to the presence of low cloud and partly to a certain
l ack of observation, we failed to notice the line of

stations which marks the route up the mountain.
Instead we followed the remnants of the road, but,
realising that we were getting nowhere fast, branched
off along a smaller path which at last led upwards.
Our new track soon emerged from the trees on to a
large expanse of barren lava that towered above us
in an uninterrupted scree right up to the snow. At
least there was no chance of getting lost between
here and the top!
For the first thousand-odd feet the going was dusty
and rather tiring. We were climbing over loose lava
that slid from under us, sending up a cloud of fine
dust. A long way ahead we caught sight of another
group of climbers, which we assumed to be the party
led by Sub-Lieutenant Boland that had started out
a couple of hours before us.
As we left the trees way beneath us the gradient
became steeper and the air rarer, until we were
forced to stop for a rest every few minutes. There
was a cold wind blowing, and the effect of the altitude
was beginning to tell. Every time we stopped it
required a concerted effort to start moving again.
There was an almost eerie feeling of loneliness as we
staggered up like drunken flies on a giant slag heap.
Our efforts were rewarded on reaching the snow line
by a refreshing cold drink of snow, and just before
midday we stopped to consume our bully beef
sandwiches.
A short rest after lunch helped to acclimatise us,
but it was not long before we were again out of
25

LOST ON 12,388 FEET OF SACRED JAPANESE LAVA - Continued

breath, and the pace slowed down considerably. Two
of the juniors wanted to turn back, but as this meant
robbing the others of success I persuaded them to
carry on.
It was very difficult to estimate just how far we
were from the summit, as one could only see as far
as the next rise. At about half-past one, however,
when spirits were beginning to droop, we came in
sight of what we considered was undoubtedly our
goal.
From the tracks which were now clearly visible in
the snow it was obvious that we had been following
a group of well-equipped mountaineers, and not
Sub-Lieutenant Boland.
The pace had become painfully slow, and like
pieces in a game of chess we took it in turns to move.
Much of our original determination had returned,
however, and as we dug our toes in and slowly
progressed on all fours, all eyes were turned towards
the next rise - the last rise ? From there it would be
all down hill. Cold wisps of cloud enveloped us,
otherwise we were very much alone with a Japanese
mountain at our feet, and nothing but space around
and above us.
Not far from the top we had to cross a narrow
ridge only partly covered with snow. On one side
was a steep scree, on the other a snow-covered slope
stretching down to the lava, where it changed colour
and continued in an uninterrupted line into the
clouds.
The sound of weary feet and breathless, panting
lungs was suddenly broken by a sound that sent all
our hearts pounding even faster than they had been.
None more so than that of the fellow whose foot had
found a loose rock and was now clutching madly at
the mountainside, which was slowly giving way
beneath him. Fortunately, he managed to check his
movement before he slid out of reach, and with the
aid of a firm hand he was soon back astride the ridge.
Silently we watched the rocks gathering speed. Down
and down they bounced collecting others on their
way. Unimpeded they raced on, leaving a trail of
dust hanging in seething clouds, until only the
occasional puff indicated their progress as they
plunged out of sight thousands of feet below.
"Blimey, scouse, that might have been you!"
remarked one of the others, breaking the silence.
Not until we reached the summit did we regain
our confidence. Even then our moment of triumph
was short-lived. The cold wind that screamed across
the summit cut through our clothing, filling us with
a longing to take our fill of that wondrous spectacle
and then get back to camp for a hot drink and a
good night's sleep.
Looking back the way we had come, I felt that
there must surely be a safer way down. One slip on
that snow, and you would probably hit the lava
doing 6o m.p.h. on your backside, and that would
only be the beginning of your troubles. We had
reached the summit just after two on the northern

side, and now set out eastwards to walk round it
looking for a safe way down.
To our right lay the now dormant crater, lined
with snow where molten lava had once erupted to
form the very mountain we were standing upon. To
the left we could gaze out across the clouds to catch
a glimpse of the coast through a break in the woolly
blanket that lay impaled upon the distant mountain
peaks.
The east face appeared even worse than the north,
but the southern side was considerably better. However, there was little point in descending the opposite
side to the camp, so we carried on up to what was
the highest point on the western edge.
A thick cloud unexpectedly swept down on us, and
one could sense a wave of fear spreading through
our little party. We now stood triumphant but
strangely bewildered, cold and wet, looking for a way
to escape from the very position we had struggled
to achieve.
We were now only a few hundred yards from the
spot at which we had reached the top three-quarters
of an hour earlier. As the clouds lifted we could see
that the way down was now open, for, although
steep, it was free from snow and looked reasonably
safe. Once clear of the snow, we could bear round
to the north and continue the way we had come up.
Spirits soared as we left the windswept peak astern.
The lava was loose but not dangerously so, and we
were able to make good progress. Soon the summit
was again towering above us, and the time had come
to start bearing right. What had appeared to be a
ridge surprisingly turned out to be the side of a very
deep gorge, and we now saw the source of a rumbling
noise that had been puzzling us for some time.
Down the centre of this great gash in the mountain
poured an intermittent series of landslides. Although
approximately half a mile wide and 500 feet deep,
it was not marked on the map. The sides, which
were partly covered with snow, fell away almost
vertically. Even if we could get down, there appeared
little chance of getting up the other side. Determined,
however, to make an effort to reach our rendezvous
with the Land-Rover on time, I decided to have a
closer look. Cautiously I jumped down on to a piece
of frozen snow, digging my heels in to prevent myself
sliding. As I had feared, it was clearly out of the
question to descend this way. On turning to get
back, an over-eager junior landed on the ice just
behind me and started to slide. Reaching out to
grab him, I too lost my footing, and together we
slithered down the ice frantically digging with our
heels. Slowly we came to rest, and with the aid of
a rope were soon back on firm ground again. Another
yard, and our next chance of stopping would probably have been when we reached the bottom, by
which time we would hardly have worried whether
we stopped or not.
A little farther down the chances looked rather
more favourable, so we hurried on with one eye on
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the time and the other keeping a wary eye open for
falling rocks. Loud cries of "Look out below!"
brought many a halt to our descent as those below
anxiously dodged the falling rocks dislodged by the
tailenders. It became increasingly dangerous as the
fine lava gave way to larger lumps of rock, especially
as in places it was only possible to descend in single
file. Turning in response to the now familiar warning,
I saw a rock about the size of a football that was
gathering way directly above me. As it bounced and
jinked its way down I moved to avoid it, but it
seemed to be homing on to me. My movement on
the loose lava was slow, and catching me in mid air
it swept my legs from under me. Fortunately, it did
no permanent damage, but it gave a vivid indication
of what might easily happen.
The gorge appeared to be diverging from our
intended path, and by the time we reached the tree
line it was clear that we would be unable to reach
the Land-Rover by half-past five. Stopping for a
rest, we finished off the remainder of our bagged
meals. Although extremely tired, the effect of the
altitude had worn off, leaving us feeling much better.
We were now completely without water, as we had
long since left the last patch of snow way above us.
During our whole time on the mountain we had not
come across a single stream; even the melting snow
was immediately soaked up by the lava, which acted
like a gigantic sponge. As we set off again, however,
it began to snow, lightly at first, but it soon turned
to sleet, and before long we were forcing our way
through dripping wet undergrowth. The large leaves
brushed against us, discharging their cold water on
to our clothes, which soon clung to the skin, cold
and heavy. If we had to spend the night in the forest,
it would certainly be better to get down as far as
possible before night fell, as it was still very cold.
Yet another attempt to cross the seemingly endless
gorge almost ended in disaster. The sides at this
point were less steep, and, although there were obvious
signs of recent landslides, the prospects seemed much
more hopeful. Taking the rope, I cautiously tested
the ground. Immediately loose rubble started to
slide, and before I had gone far everything was
sliding from beneath me. Turning back, I saw the
side where the others were standing slowly being
undermined and on the point of giving way. For a
moment I had visions of us all being buried alive,
but fortunately they managed to get clear in time.
With every movement more and more rubble started
on its way down, and by the time I had scrambled
back there was quite a respectable landslide.
A little farther on the sides became tree covered,
offering an ideal means of descent. It was almost
dusk as we reached the bottom, and after being
completely exposed on the bleak mountainside the
towering cliffs on either side loomed over us, giving
an oppressive feeling of being shut in. Again our
spirits were dashed, for not only was there no possible
chance of getting up the other side, but a short way

from where we had reached the bottom the gorge
disappeared over a precipice. Cautiously we edged
our way forward over the smooth black rock, made
slippery by the rain, and peered over the edge. It
would have made an easier parachute jump than a
climb, for we could see nothing of the cliff but merely
the bottom continuing on its way hundreds of feet
beneath. Reluctantly we turned to retrace our steps,
having achieved precisely nothing.
Whilst the others began to climb back up, I looked
around for a puddle large enough for a drink, for
even in the bottom of this great valley we could find
no more than a drop of rainwater.
"Look! A wolf," cried one of the juniors.
Turning, I saw a shaggy white animal peering
from behind a rock. Before I could stop him, one
of them had hurled a stone at the thing, which
rapidly retreated out of sight. Feeling rather lonely,
I hurriedly made my way up to join the others.
Again this animal, which looked canine enough in
the half-light to convince us that it was, in fact, a
wolf, came out to have another look at us, only to
be met by yet another piece of flying rock. This time
it did not have the desired effect, and to our horror
we were faced with a wolf bounding up towards us.
It disappeared about 25 feet below, and as we stood,
rocks in hand, awaiting its reappearance, there was
a good deal of anxiety as to its capability as a maneater. The next we saw of it, it was leaping away up
the other side, obviously as anxious to be clear of us
as we were of it. We later learnt that wolves have
not been seen in the Fuji area for over thirty years but you never know!
Finally, giving the gorge up as a bad job, we
headed away to the west. Even the sight of a recently
felled tree was enough to fill us with hope, and soon
after we found yet another sign of life when we
luckily stumbled across a path. Even in our weary
state we realised that paths usually lead somewhere,
and we soon felt that we had at last been saved from
the discomfort of a night in the forest. Unanimously
we turned away from the gorge, but after a short
distance soon realised that we were heading in the
wrong direction, as the last thing we wanted to do
was to go back up to the top. Turning about, we
retraced our steps for about half an hour. Emerging
from the forest, we found ourselves on an outcrop of
rock overlooking our old friend the gorge. A typical
Japanese archway had been erected there, but apart
from being an ideal place for committing suicide it
seemed to serve little other useful purpose. Had we
been of the correct faith, we might well have turned
east and asked for help, but as it was now quite
dark the less we had to do with supernatural the
better.
Rather puzzled by this abrupt termination of our
road to safety, we reluctantly plunged back into the
forest. It was still raining, and the only way to keep
warm was to keep moving. Fortunately, we had
brought three torches with us, but as our eyes had
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gradually grown accustomed to the darkness we
could see quite well without them.
Suddenly the silence was broken by a whistle that
stopped us dead. We waited silently, hardly daring
to believe our ears. Then it went again, just like a
policeman's whistle. Could someone be looking for
us already. Whether they were or not, we intended
to let them know we were there. A great chorus of
whistles and shouts went up. There it was again, but
it seemed to make no response to our reply. Yet they
must have heard us. As we rushed towards the
sound, stumbling over fallen branches and scrambling
through bushes, the sound appeared to be receding.
Another whistle from behind us brought our excited
rush to a halt, and the truth slowly dawned. Feeling
rather foolish, we had to face the fact that we had
been shouting at a bird, but it was the best imitation
of a man-made whistle that I have ever heard.
At about half-past ten, having lost all sense of
direction and will to go on, we started to look for
somewhere to shelter for the night. Scanning the
undergrowth with a torch, we moved on, making
slow progress, as it was now completely dark.
In our search for shelter we almost walked straight
over another path without noticing it. After our
previous experience with paths we were less enthusiastic, but the discovery of footprints in the mud soon
changed our attitude. As the footprints went in both
directions, it was mere guesswork to decide which
way to go. We started by going left, but soon lost
the path crossing a dried up river-bed. However, we
found large puddles of rainwater, and all drank
thirstily, as it was our first drink for many hours.
Returning the way we bad come, we followed the
footprints for nearly an hour. Two or three times
we thought we saw a light following us. Then not
just one of us, but all of us, could see it, and it was
moving in our direction, presumably along the path.
We shouted and flashed our torches, but the light
gave no reply and soon went out altogether. Anxiously
we looked for it, but it did not reappear, and although
t wo of us hurried back we saw no more of it.
Continuing for no more than fifty yards, we found
that for no apparent reason the footprints turned
round and went back the way they had come, leaving
us at the end of the trail - the wrong end!
Exhausted, we stopped beneath the upturned roots
of an old tree which gave an impression of a shelter,
even if' they failed miserably to live up to it. With
the aid of a candle and all but the relevant portion
of the map, we eventually lit a fire, which produced
vast quantities of smoke that swirled around us,
getting into our eyes and making us choke. However,
it was warm, and with careful attention gradually
grew in size throughout the night. Around the fire
lay numerous seething mounds, some squatting
beneath the tree, others just crashed in the mud with
the rain still pouring down upon them.

By two in the morning it had stopped raining, and
by first light I had managed to get a reasonably
large fire going. Having dried out, we started to
retrace our steps once more.
Two hours later we were still following that path
and its footprints without any signs of it leading
anywhere. It neither went down nor up, so leaving
it we headed down through the trees again. We were
beginning to wonder whether this forest went on for
ever, and had given up all hope of breakfast, when
we walked straight out on to a road. Rough though
it was, it was a road, and we were going to stick
to it.
For over two hours the only sign of life was a
lorry load of workmen going in the wrong direction.
Later we met a couple of old men, who with the aid
of the map indicated that a bus would pass this way
and take us to Fujinomiya. Much relieved by this
information, we sat down on the roadside to wait.
The sun was bright and warm, making us feel very
sleepy. Whether a bus passed or not I do not know,
for the sun was quite high in the sky when we
eventually awoke, so once more we started off down
the road on foot.
Fortunately, a lorry soon picked us up and drove
us into Fujinomiya. The ride was long and bumpy,
but it would have taken us almost another day to do
it on foot. Having thanked the most popular lorry
driver in the world, we attempted to find the police
station to inform them that we were still alive. After
a fruitless search, we settled down to wait for a bus.
Two bottles of beer were about all our monetary
resources could afford, but they seemed to go down
quite well between the seven of us.
Negotiating a cash-on-delivery arrangement with
a Japanese bus conductress was by no means the least
of our troubles. Obviously we looked most untrustworthy with the lava dust encrusted on our skin,
which was beginning to peel rather from exposure
than from the sun.
At half-past three we arrived at Fujiyoshida, and
were very surprised to be met by Sub-Lieutenant
Boland and a battery of newspaper reporters. After
giving a humble explanation to the chief of police,
whose men had been out looking for us, we were
kindly offered a lift back to the camp in a reporters'
van.
On the way back we met Major Compton-Bishop
coming the other way in the Land-Rover. Having
thanked the reporter for his help, the Major decided
to go on to thank the chief of police as well. Driving
off, he left us miles from anywhere, staring blankly
at the Land-Rover as it disappeared in the inevitable
cloud of dust.
I couldn't help feeling as we turned to trudge
wearily back to camp that this walking gambit was
getting me down.
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