Errand of Mercy
SUNDAY, 21ST AUGUST, 1960
It was a sunny Sunday afternoon, and the aircraft
carrier H.M.S. Albion was steaming leisurely along
about ninety miles from Hong Kong, everyone onboard relaxing except for those necessary to con the
ship. Flying had finished for the day, no exercises to
worry about, and the only diversion was the refuelling
to be carried out later on in the evening from the
accompanying R.F.A.
On the flight deck a vigorous game of deck hockey
was being fought out for the inter-divisional deck
hockey cup, whilst below decks the men off duty
were snoring lustily on their bunks, replete with rum
and the large helping or two of roast pork and all
the trimmings. In the bridge wireless office, the nerve
centre of the ship, all was as peaceful as it ever could
be with the ship at sea under normal cruising conditions. In one corner of the office the teleprinter
machine recording the Ratt broadcast was chattering
blithely away to itself, and the Petty Officer of the
Watch (P.O.O.W.) was congratulating himself on
how quiet it was and telling his assistant of his
amatory conquests of his last run ashore in Singapore.
This atmosphere of slumbrous quietness Was suddenly and rudely shattered by the radio operator,
who, seated in one corner scribbling away on a
message pad, handed the following signal to the
P.O.O.W.

TWINHORSE

A few minutes later a further signal was made by
the carrier saying, "I am closing you at twenty knots,
my aircraft are now searching for you and a helicopter
will put my doctor onboard you. Steer 090 degrees.
Helicopter should arrive at about 0830."
In order to help the searching aircraft to recognise
her, Twinhorse informed Albion that she had a black
hull, a buff superstructure with the Union Jack below
the bridge, and that she was hoisting all flags to aid
identification.
At 0728 GMT Albion w as able to inform Com.
Hong Kong that she had located the cargo vessel
and that the helicopter with medical officer was on
its way. Two helicopters were flown off on the errand
of mercy, one to land the doctor onboard the ship,
and the other to lower the stretcher to remove the
patient to Albion for surgical treatment.
Albion w as by this time within half a mile of Twinhorse , and so the air trip of the patient, Mr. Lam
Ka Ling, w as short and sweet, and within minutes
a local anaesthetic had been administered in Albion's
modern surgery and sutures applied to the muscles
and skin of the lower leg. Being unfit to return to
his parent ship, he was carried in Albion to Hong
Kong and delivered in good medical condition into
the doctor's care ashore on 23rd August.
In all over twenty signals were exchanged between
H.M.S. Albion, S.S. Twinhorse and Com. Hong
Kong, and the final one from Twinhorse said, "Many
thanks for your assistance nice to know you are only
just over the horizon stop WE THINK THE NAVY IS
WONDERFUL " = master Twinhorse.
Albion's modest reply simply said, "Thank you it
was a pleasure."
So ended happily another saga of "DANGER ON
THE HIGH SEAS."
A. K. (L.R.O.)

To Albion
Fm. Hong Kong Wireless Station.
The following received on 500 kcs. (See NOTE 2).
To all ships from S.S. Twinhorse = Ship with
doctor = position at 0430 GMT 2127 north 114 1 3
east. Have Chinese boy with leg badly cut to bone
below knee doubtful can stitch due to other lacerations stop blood pumping out stop request assistance
= master Twinhorse.
This was almost immediately followed by the signal,
Fm. Commodore Hong Kong
To Albion
= S.S. Twinhorse requires immediate medical aid.
Can you render assistance and if so give Estimated
Time of Arrival (ETA) Twinhorse.
It was estimated that Twinhorse was about sixty
miles from Albion's present position, and her captain,
Captain Torrens-Spence, D.S.O., D.S.C., A.F.C.,
R.N., decided to give the British cargo vessel Twinhorse the required aid, and immediately notified her
of his intentions as follows o n 500 kcs.

NOTE.-(t) Each year the Royal Navy receives and answers
dozens o£ calls for help, and no monetary charges are ever made
in these cases. Distress on the high seas is of universal concern,
and all countries unite in rendering aid if possible, for on the
high seas all men are brothers, and it is the Royal Navy's pledge
to aid, protect, comfort, and uphold the rights of all those who
go about their lawful occasions upon the high seas.
(2) 500 kcs is the international commercial and distress
calling frequency.

Fm. British Aircraft Carrier Albion
To S.S. Twinhorse.
Am closing your 0430 GMT position. What is
your course and speed. Call me on 484 kcs.
When in touch with Twinhorse on 484 kcs., Albion
told her to steer 135 degrees in order to close her.
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Philippines

MANILA

"HOT MUSIC" FROM A " COOL BAND"

ONE HAND FROM EACH PART OF SHIP
JEEPNEY

A Short Visit to Subic Bay
WHEN TOLD WE WERE TO VISIT the U.S. Naval Base
at Subic Bay, even the more erudite reached to their
shelves for their atlas. Even then there was a puzzled
frown on most people's faces: who had ever heard
of a large ship going to Subic ?
We arrived on a fine Wednesday morning and
berthed alongside the passenger terminal jetty.
Awaiting us on the jetty was a strong team of U.S.
naval personnel and a red-uniformed band of the
Base Fire Brigade. Talk about fires - the music that
band played was "red hot." Anyone who had no
ideas about Subic before did not need much time to
find out. As we have come to learn this commission,
the U.S. Navy have a massive welcoming authority
which puts itself at every man's disposal and all other
welcomes in the shade.

AT SUBIC BAY

For the sportsman there was a magnificent 18-hole
golf course five minutes from the jetty, tennis and
softball, and who was the fan who said "The Yanks
didn't play football" (played with "foot" - soccer).

have a rest and rehabilitation centre; after two days
of American hospitality, rest and rehabilitation were
needed, but only thirty-eight were invited.

For the more adventurous who wanted to venture
farther than the base clubs there was the Filipinos
town of Olongapo. This town did not exist before
the Americans came, and almost certainly will cease
to exist when they leave. It sprang up overnight
inside the base compound, but the Americans, probably the most embarrassed colonists the world has
seen, campaigned to return the town to the Philippines' jurisdiction. So Olongapo is there catering for
those who like entertainment of a livelier sort, but
will thrive so long as Jack and Uncle Sam are there.

The airstrip at John Hay Airforce Base, Baguio, is
short and narrow, situated in a valley in the mountains 4,500 feet above sea-level; at one end is a steep
slope and at the far end a precipice. All aircraft
make their approach up the winding valley. The rest
camp is built in the surrounding mountain tops, and
a magnificent golf course wends its way through the
ravines. The air is most invigorating, and everyone
enjoyed some English summer weather, long walks,
good food, and in the evening hot baths, roaring log
fires, and the strange pleasure of sleeping under
blankets again. It ended all too quickly.

Among the more enterprising expeditions were two
parties which went to Baguio, where the U.S. Forces

"COUPLE OF DAYS LIGHT DUTY WILL DO HIM
GOOD

"OF COURSE, I APPRECIATE YOUR ENTHUSIASM,
BUT HE WAS ONLY TWO MINUTES ADRIFT"
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Children's Parties
THE EVER-POPULAR FEATURE of any H.M. ship's visit
is a children's party. Those onboard H.M.S. Albion
have been no exception, and there is little doubt that
they have been enjoyed by children and ship's
company alike.
Although a large number of children had been
shown round the ship, it was not until our visit to
Yokohama that we tried our hand at a party. We
invited 450 Japanese children, who were soon scampering around the flight deck trying out the swings,
aircraft glide, train ride, and slide. The pirates' cave,
guarded by the boatswain and his bloodthirsty but
warm-hearted assistants, was a great success, par-

NOT
REALLY
MINE

ticularly when it became known that, after a skull
and crossbones tattoo on your arm, you were given
a bag of sweets.
At the end of August we visited Hong Kong for
the last time this commission, and it was decided to
mark the visit with a party for 400 Chinese children.
We were much impressed by their orderlinessindeed, it took a little time before the pirates were
able to break down their rigid discipline and
encourage the children to have a go.
Our final effort before this goes to press was a
party at Subic Bay, in the Philippines, for 400
American and Filipino children. Visions were
conjured up of unruly American children, but in the
event it was a great success since the children were
impressed that a carrier should carry around swings
and slides just for their entertainment. "Why don't
our carriers do this ?" was a frequent question. From
all accounts the pirate, who said he was the Admiral
and then proceeded down the slide, made a deep
i mpression. Who knows-this may become a tradition for children's parties in the U.S.N. at some
future date.
If praise must go to all departments for entertaining
the children, so must it to Chief Petty Officer (Cook)
Fowler and his experts, who delighted our guests
with a magnificent spread: not only to eat onboard,
but sufficient to take ashore as well.
The following letter to the Captain from the
Director of Social Welfare, Hong Kong, which is
typical of many, provided us with all the reward we
require
"On behalf of the 400 children who were fortunate
to have been invited to the party last Monday, I wish
to express my hearty thanks and appreciation to you
and the ship's company for their kind thoughts and
generosity.
"I need hardly say how much the children enjoyed
themselves, and it was such a change for them to
have the break from their usual drab surroundings.
"Thank you all once again for bringing some
happiness to some of Hong Kong's poorest children."

PIRATES' CAVE

HAVING FUN

ANOTHER SUCCESSFUL LANDING
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"

" C'MON THEN, MOVE OVER, YOU'RE AIR
CONDITIONED ENOUGH. "

THIS MUST BE THE FUSE, CHIEF . . ."

" MAN UNDER PUNISHMENT, CHIEF SENT ME TO
HELP IN THE GALLEY, BUT I DON'T KNOW
ANYTHING ABOUT COOKING . . ."

"SOMETIMES I THINK ERIC OVERDOES IT. "

"IT MUST ' VE COME IN THROUGH THE
STRAINER, SIR."

" WHY DO YOU KEEP SHOUTING TIME? I ' VE TOLD
YOU THREE TIMES IT ' S JUST GONE TEN !"
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DIVISIONAL NOTES
Gunnery
The Over-all Direction

spare gear, ageing aircrew, general stores and the
chapel organ.
The three men of the lower quarters had one of
the most interesting jobs in the division. Their main
task was to ensure that sufficient ammunition was on
or around the mountings for a shoot, and then to
stow it away when the shoot had been cancelled.
The O.A.'s claim to fame, apart from keeping the
armament 100 per cent. efficient (with the assistance
of the Green Empire), was that they lifted the Bofors
Mark 6 so many times that a drill movement was
evolved for this operation. So good at it did they
become that they held the fastest time cup east of
Suez.
During the course of the commission many
applications were made by other parts of ship to join
the division. This may have been encouraged by
the good promotion prospects. At one stage it was
thought that there would be more chief petty officers
in the division than able seamen.
At the supreme head of the division sat the
Gunnery Officer, who dealt with policy decisions
such as whether to allow the O.E. to lift S2 mounting
for the fifth time and whether quite so much time
should be spent on designing a drip tray to prevent
oil leaking from a director into the Operations
Officer's right-hand top drawer of his cabin.
When the Gunnery Officer first arrived an air of
doubt spread over the badgemen of the division; it
had been rumoured that he was hot from a field gun
appointment. This was quickly confirmed by those
with good eyesight who managed to spot the small
and subtle tell-tale badge on his blazer. Anyway,
the fears were unfounded; he was never seen to do
P.T. at 0600 in the morning or toss cabers for fun.
It might be asked, "What did the Ship's Weapons
Division achieve during the commission ?" The
answer would be, "It succeeded in retaining a sense
of humour and obtained a working knowledge of the
Fleet Air Arm." Oh yes, come to think of it, they
also kept eighteen Bofors guns operational nearly all
the time, and even used to fire them occasionally.

"I'D LIKE THE Two of You to produce an article for
the ship's magazine." "Aye, aye, sir."
"It must be funny." "Aye, aye, Sir."
"At least one joke every three lines." "Aye, aye,
Sir."
"No hurry as long as I have it by tomorrow."
"Aye, aye, sir."
And so now you know how to do my job. It's
quite simple really, but the results are sometimes a
little surprising.
W. B. D.

The Steam Variety
IT HAS BEEN PROVED AT LAST. Water and oil does
mix. The Ship's Weapons Division was a combined
and closely knitted body of men consisting of O.As,
and seamen. The Divisional Officer was actually an
engineer, but please keep quiet because Nelson
hasn't been told yet, and the First Lieutenant just
doesn't like to think about it. Regardless of this
considerable drawback, the achievements of the
division have been many. The main armament on
03 deck gave many brilliant performances under the
expert control of the Master Gunner. The highlight
of the commission was the firing of 127 gun salutes
in one day. Since that date an A. and A. has been
raised to have the 3-pounders fitted with water
cooling.
The Master Gunner being a young officer absolutely crammed full of new ideas had his watch
marked off in guns, hence asking him the time often
produced peculiar replies such as, "Five guns past
commence."
Of all the equipment associated with the main
armament of Albion, perhaps the bomb lift proved
itself to be of the most strategic value. Why it was
called a bomb lift was never discovered. Bombs were
moved by it on occasions such as general drill days
and Exercise "Shop Window," but the main payload
of the lift normally consisted of beer, ice, engine room
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T A.S. GROUP

THE R.P.s
SHIP'S ARMAMENT DIVISION

THE A.C.R. and HANGAR CREWS

QUARTER DECK DIVISION

BOATSWAIN'S DIVISION

DINING HALL PARTY

the gloves has earned him a healthy respect. We
have also supplied the founder and tutor of the
Albion Judo Club, Shipwright Gainey, otherwise
known as "Black Dan." We provided the leading
light in the cricket world, joiner Gadd, supported in
this field by other members of the staff. We started
with a representative in the Rugby XV, but alas!
Shipwright Sloane's waistline became too much for
him. Last but not least we have an undefeated darts
team, probably unique inasmuch as it represented
the Navy in Greece to win a resounding victory over
the British Residents of Athens.
Finally, we would like to wish our former shipmate
Shipwright Thorne, who is still in hospital having
been invalided off the station, a speedy return to
health and active service.
To all departments, thanks for your co-operation.
We shall surely meet some of you again. Good-bye
and good luck.
CHIPPIES' LOT.

Chippies' Chat
WITH OUR BOSS LIEUTENANT FORREST, Chief Shipwright
Brushwood and Senior Shipwright Wooden, not to
mention Shipwrights Thorne and Hazel, it was clear
that the Admiralty had decided to endow Albion
with a real "Forestry Commission" for her fourth
tour of duty.
Ours is the oldest technical branch in the Navy,
and as members of it we are inordinately proud of
the fact. The versatility of the Chippie Chap has
been thoroughly put to the test in Albion on many
occasions, be it boats, Larne targets, children's parties, flight deck frolics, blocked heads, concert stages,
etc. We feel that we haven't let you down.
Despite the deluge of "rabbits," planned maintenance was ever with us under the watchful eye of
Chief Shipwright Maynard. This weird and strange
routine is not, as some think, a Court order by the
local magistrate, well thought out, but a method to
forestall officers and men ringing 241 to say, "Please,
so-and-so won't move."
Our workshop, conveniently situated for the
tropics, is the only one in the ship that can boast a
water-cooling system, providing the ship is heading
into the wind as it invariably has been. From this
headquarters we surprisingly enough have had to
cope with numerous "pusser" jobs, and the service
of cleaning heads and scuppers has never ceased. We
headed the popularity poll for reduction of shower
sprays, but must record our thanks to Commander
( F) for the honour. Under our new Head of Department, not forgetting we started the commission under
Commander (X), thankfully we have suffered no
sweeping changes, all due praise to the boss who has
skilfully dealt with both. Our best customers have
undoubtedly been the air boys. It has been rumoured
that their insatiable demand for Larne targets has
kept the Shipwright OffIcer in drinks for weeks on
end; every target shot away costing the guilty pilot a
week's drinks in the wardroom. The more efficient
the pilots became the more delighted became our
boss. Running very close second to our best customers have been the coxswains, who persisted in
returning to the ship "stemless," only to find that
they are not a rate book item. Roll on fibre glass
boats and do it yourself kits for coxswains!
Of course, there must be a lighter side to our
chores, and many a chuckle could be heard coming
forth from the hole below a hole at the far end of
the cable deck, where our painter has valiantly
strived to cope with all requests. Amongst others
and in order of incredulity he has been asked to
"surely" yellow crowmite, red admire, bitchamastic,
brushwash, mustard paynt, french blue, pill-box red,
adma and abnar, the latter to be applied with "long
tombs." No wonder we have had to ring the changes
so often with the side party.
Despite the size of our division, one of the smallest
in the ship, we have been fairly well represented in
the sporting field, apart from the Hong Kong variety.
Lieutenant Forrest was the early organiser and
selector of football elevens, and also holds the record
for the flight deck 50-yard sprint (arrester wire
assisted). Shipwright Pugh's skill and courage with

Our Island
This is our Island in the Sun,
Where seamen have worked since Albion begun;
The highest Division in the ship,
Where things are done at a very fast clip.
Any buckets and scrubbers, others tried to hide,
Are usually found on the starboard side;
Somewhere between Chinese Mess and the boats.
We have characters large and characters small,
Stocker so wide and Jones so tall;
There's Dai with his beard so black and fierce,
And an Irish chap by the name of Pearce.
Terry, the hand with a voice so gruff,
Controls his work in a manner tough;
Albert drives motor-boat but never grounds,
Cutler wins cake every messdeck rounds.
Our lockerman is an AB named Shady,
He would even scrounge buckets from a lady;
Warr is a stalwart working man,
While young Lomas goes just as fast as he can.
Fuelling at sea comes twice a week,
When sensible people are usually asleep;
At least one joint will spring a leak,
And over fresh paintwork the oil does seep.
When Admirals come there is a big rush,
To clear his bridge, then paint with brush;
I' m told to nip away and have it done,
But when hands are mustered, I'm left with none.
Our starboard ladder is not a big hit,
With so many pieces difficult to fit;
If we carefully plan and place to no avail,
Then brute force and ignorance often prevail.
How things are achieved leave many in wonder,
As the D.O. cometh from "down under,"
But we certainly set to and do our job,
Because above us all there stands Black Bob!
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EVER SINCE WE JOINED ALBION in Portsmouth we have
been clearing it away from the weather decks and
sponsons. During the refit we filled dozens of railway
trucks full of it, and, though it does not accumulate
quite so quickly now, no doubt the tempo will speed
up again later on as we reduce and pay off. I should
think that Hercules must have been a part of ship
hand - he would certainly have been the right
material, because each part of ship has its own
Augean Stables to clean. The foc'slemen struggle to
contain the mountains of spuds which every couple
of weeks suddenly appear and envelop them, roll
over the deck, block the scuppers, give off unpleasant
smells, and are a general nuisance. I'm sure we eat
too many potatoes, anyway! The islanders have had
to stop growing tomatoes and orchids on the
Admiral's Bridge, and now spend most of their time
hunting for the lone ranger who continues to get
finger marks all over the windows, and take the
polish off the deck five minutes before the Admiral
decides to use it. The Topmen have the leasehold
of a most sought after property known as P.2 sponson;
and here they collect empty ammunition boxes,
aircraft jury struts, lashings and chocks, arrestor
wires, horizontal watch-keepers off watch, electricians, gash bins, paint stages, cargo nets, etc.- in
fact, it has needed a firm stand to prevent the Topmen being eased out of P.2 altogether! The Quarterdeckmen have laboured long and hard to keep the
V.I.P. passage, the quarterdeck and their ladders
spotless against the opposition of endless traffic to
and fro, and a very good job they have done, too.
Likewise the Boat Party have worked to keep the
starboard boat deck and Captain's motor-boat neat
and tidy to give a good impression to visitors as they
step on board, and their "Forth Bridge job" is
keeping the life rafts maintained and the covers
squared off and clean in spite of the ravages of avcat,
rust from safety nets, oil, jet blast, debris from the
flight deck, and just plain dirt!
We have done most of the seamanship drills both
large and small - towed for'ard, fuelled consorts,
made rafts, flown kites, rigged sheerlegs, pointed
ship - and sent away seaboats, streamed splash targets, done jackstay transfers, and replenished at sea
more times than we can remember. But for the most
part life for the part of ship hands has consisted of
the routine jobs of securing the ship in harbour,
running boats, keeping the side and weather decks
clean and providing the watch-keepers, quartermasters, bosun's mates, lifebuoy sentries, lookouts,
helmsmen, telegraphsmen, seaboat's crews, and so on.
Every three or four months all hands have dug
out to paint over-all. The aircraft carrier version of
this nautical ritual, with which none of us was
familiar when we first commissioned, is now done
with (almost) consummate ease. We certainly learned
a lot from our first attempts at Portsmouth about
rigging nets (and convincing people that they would
be quite safe in them!). The buffers' attempts to
"borrow" a Simon platform from the dockyard on a
long-term loan met with less success than they
deserved, and we have been missing it ever since.
However, we have got the drill weighed off now
(I think), and we have worked out the best way to
get at all the erstwhile inaccessible corners - we have

The Upper Deck

"FISH-HEADS OR MONKEYS"

FLYING FISH - - - !
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THE UPPER DECK - continued

also discovered, quite by accident, the quickest way
from the top of the island to the flight deck. We do
not recommend anyone to try and simulate either
Clayton's Crash or Hardy's Hop. We must not
forget at this point to thank the airmen and communicators who have always helped us so much
during these painting sprees ; their co-operation has
been very much appreciated.
A red-letter day for all the seamen was the occasion
of providing a Royal Guard for the visit of King Paul
of the Hellenes, who is also an Honorary Admiral
(Seamen) in the Royal Navy. This was given to us
at very short notice, and training had to be fitted in
with getting the ship clean and smart after a lengthy
and arduous work-up period. However, the guard
performed with distinction and to the great praise of'
all who saw them, and all credit is due to those who
formed the guard, trained it or helped prepare the
equipment.
From all this you will gather that life on the Upper
Deck is one long coal ship devoted almost entirely to

cleaning up other people's mess and repairing the
ravages of the sea and the weather. This is absolutely
true, but by dint of a bit of overtime here and there
and giving the First Lieutenant a bigger cat-o-ninetails, we have managed to catch up enough to let
the part of ship hands have an occasional run ashore
to study the flora and fauna or take part in an
educational tour. Confronted invariably the next
morning at both watches by a greater or smaller
selection of black eyes, new tattoos of all descriptions.
hangovers, jaded palates and other battle honours, a
certain officer has been heard to wonder aloud that
he couldn't think what the seamen get up to on these
occasions. Somehow I doubt if there will be an
article in this magazine to explain to him.
In a short article it is not possible to list all our
achievements or mention everyone by name, so in
our usual modest way we will say no more. By the
way, when you have finished with this magazine
please don't throw it down on the Upper Deck. Put
it in one of those railway trucks on the jetty.

Replenishment at Sea
REPLENISHMENT AT SEA has maintained the interest of
a great many of our ship's company, usually at 0530
or at 1800 on Sunday. We have now completed
over forty replenishments of oil, provisions, naval and
air stores, plus numerous light jackstay transfers of
personnel.
Oil transfers have usually been made by the abeam
method to our for'ard and aft fuelling positions, with
great rivalry between the two teams. It is said that
the for'ard team are improving and will be the equal
of the aft team by the end of the next commission.
Contrary to general belief, we have R.A.S.'d other
things besides spuds, and in our first six months at
sea we have taken on over 500 tons of dry and fresh
provisions plus over sixty tons of beer. Once on
board, the major part of the stores disappear down
a small hatch in "A" hangar or aft into D.E.S.S.,
the stores then being distributed to one of the
nineteen store rooms.
Early in the commission we pursued the policy of
"the body is mightier than the machine" and had
large gangs of sailors racing madly up and down the
flight deck to the "encouragement" of certain officers
in charge (see picture). Later it was found (some say
due to Eastern hospitality!) that tractors could do
the same job, and the flight deck once again became
"peaceful and quiet."
The R.A.S. cake awarded to the hardest and
fastest working team throughout an R.A.S. was won
at various times by most departments. One keen
offIcer (who shall be nameless) promised his Royals
"a case," not a cake, if they worked faster, but
history relates that they only received the cake.

LIGHT JACKSTAY TRANSFER

NOT UNDER COMMAND

SUMMARY OF FIRST SIX MONTHS R.A.S-ing
Fuelling, 30. Storing, 7. Ammunitioning, 2 .
Largest transfer, 117 tons with Fort Duquesne. Best
time, one load every 1 minute 2 secs. with Fort
Charlotte.
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Communications

THE COMMUNICATIONS DANCE, which was held at the
Phoenicia Hotel, Malta, on 4th March gave the
commission a good start. Probably this was the uplift
which was needed after leaving U.K. All of the staff
attended this dance, except those kept away by duty,
and from all accounts the Albion communicators left
their mark on the minds of the communicators of the
Med Fleet as well as giving a remarkable display of
"marching manoeuvres" on the ball-room floor. A
sure sign of a good run ashore is the noise level in a
wireless or signal office the next morning, and on the
morning following the "Communications Ball" it was
so quiet one could almost hear a pin drop in any of
our offices on the ship.
The enemy of all communicators has been the
"Exercise," and most members of the department
have inherited a fear of this unseen foe.. The comparatively serene atmosphere of the wireless office
was shattered by the very mention of the word on
more than one occasion this commission. Nevertheless, no matter what form an exercise takes, communications are always required. The people most
affected by the Exercise "Epidemic" were the senior
rates, who at times appeared to walk around in a
state of hypnosis, and the only way to release them
from such a trance was to inform them that the ship
was back to normal once again.
Apart from exercises and general communications,
the department soon realised that its requirements
also extended to the "Air Department": this was
something of a shock to a number of communicators,
who were under the impression that all air communications were provided by the "Bird Man Wing"
of the Fleet Air Arm. On discovering the error of
their ways, such believers were somewhat relieved,
as it gave them more time to attend to another kind
of "bird."
During the Fleet visit to Pulau Tioman in August

several of the staff had the task of setting up a shore
wireless station on the beach. This necessitated the
transportation of a transmitter-receiver outfit; the
equipment would be easier to carry in a three-ton
truck, but it is classified as transportable. The group
of volunteers managed to get the equipment into the
boat without much difficulty, and as ordered proceeded to the beach. However, while unloading the
gear it appears that the complete outfit was given
an unofficial "float test," and it fell rather unceremoniously on to the back of one of our noble radio
supervisors, who promptly sank to the bottom, fully
booted and spurred, rising seconds later feeling none
the worse for his experience.
The most popular place for recreation has been
the flag deck, the territory of the "bunting bird,"
which is noted for its peculiar mating habit, the
flapping of its arms to other "bunting birds" nesting
on ships in company. Sometimes the flag deck was
a very hostile place, and the "lesser bunting birds"
could be seen leaving their nests and hoisting various
pieces of coloured nesting material up the mast. On
one occasion a "sparker" was silly enough to fall
asleep on this dangerous area; he awoke only just in
time to save himself being shackled to a halyard and
hoisted up the mast as part of the "greater bunting
bird's" mating signal.
The communications facilities which have been
available to the ship's company seem to have been
used to the utmost. Quite a number of people have
received and sent telegrams. There have been complaints, as there always are in any circumstances,
but in most cases all telegrams transmitted from
Albion have been received by the addressee. Understandably at times there has been difficulty in passing
telegrams from the ship to the appropriate shore
station. Propagation conditions have not always
been suitable, or the staff has been kept busy with
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COMMUNICATIONS - continued

came to find a girls' camp in the heart of a huge
National Park should make quite a story on its own;
some say it was by accident, and others remain
reticent about the whole incident. However, it cannot be denied that chicken and turkey in the company
of an American W.A.A.F. is much more pleasant
than corned beef in the company of a bearded
L.R.O.
The arrival of F.O.2 F.E.S. and his staff indubitably affected the communications department in
more ways than one, the most notable of which was
the increase in the number of communicators plus
the increase in signal traffic. According to our
statisticians, the total expenditure of Rear-Admirals'
flags during our time as flagship of the Far East
Station was thirty. Our thanks for this large number
go to the stokers and their soot blowing, an act they
never fail to perform on mornings when a new flag
is broken.
The emergency crypto team has not been forgotten
during our tour in the Far East, and on several
occasions they were disturbed from their various
cabooses and mustered in the "crypto office" in order
to keep them on their toes. Jack Dusty's and Scribes
should particularly note this phenomenon, as this
duty may well befall them at some other time in
their Service career.
Some of the staff were sorry to leave the Far East,
for to people like L.R.O. F. O. Lee and his contemporaries it was like leaving home, but for most of us
the return to the United Kingdom and home will
be none too soon. One other member of the staff is
eagerly awaiting a return to his native home before
we arrive in England - no names, but it is said that
he belongs to the "Bengal Lancers." As we go on
our different ways we will all be able to look back
with both happy and sad memories of this the Fourth
Commission of H.M.S. Albion.
"MORZYANKA," ALIAS "FLAGS."

priority traffic of a service nature. All such things
delay the delivery of telegrams, but we hope that
most of the customers have been given satisfaction
(N.B. - No profit). During the course of the commission the ship has receIved some 300 incoming
telegrams.
Over the past seven months, at the time of writing,
the ship has been operating with many navies of
different nationalities. Naturally such operations
lead to all kinds of difficulties, especially concerning
communications. For instance, it is comparatively
easy to order a British or an American ship to set
watch on a voice circuit, but when operating with
ships of the Pakistan or Indian Navy the circumstances are slightly more complicated. Fortunately,
most of the SEATO forces speak English. However,
there is always that element of doubt in an operator's
mind when in answer to a manoeuvring signal a voice
is heard to say, "Roger, turning one eight zero now,
I am thinking." Nevertheless, these incidents are far
better than having to send one of our operators on
to a Pakistan ship to live on curry and rice for two
weeks.
"Expeds" seem to have been in favour with most
of the ship's company during the commission, and
the communicators have not been lacking in this
respect. On several occasions during stays at Japan,
Singapore and Pulau Tioman a group of the hardier
members of the branch were seen leaving the ship.
No doubt many departments organised expeditions
while the ship was in Yokosuka, but we believe that
the communicators are the only members of the
ship's company who went on an expedition and
stayed on an American Women's Army Camp. The
members who went on the trip will bear witness that
American compo rations are far superior to British
rations. Of course, the company kept while eating
probably took their minds off the food. How a
shower of out-of-work "sparkers" and "buntings"

The Flight Deck

4,000 fixed wing aircraft and recover almost as many.
Helicopter activity has been such that the directors
have lost count of the numbers of red and green flags
they have worn out.
The average flight deck man is a chap who likes
to be stripped to the waist as long as possible so that
he can show off his average of four tattoos, but who
disappears like a shot at the first hint of rain (in case
his tattoos wash off). He is a man who knows more
ways yet invented than anyone of getting out of
work, but who, if finally forced to admit that all his
dodges have failed, works like a Trojan.
The flight deck party have scored a number of
notable firsts. Always the first to secure in harbour,
first to go on banyans, first in the grog, dinner and
pay queues, and two members hold the distinction
of being the first ashore every day in Japan. Despite
all this, a lot of work has been achieved both at sea
and in harbour. In one of his rasher and more
unguarded moments the Flight Deck Officer was
heard to remark that "Really, they're not a bad
bunch at all. In fact, they are a very good lot, and
I am grateful to them all for all their hard work and
continuing support."

LIEUTENANT-COMMANDER P. J. LYNN,
R.N., F.D.O.
LIEUTENANT D. C. REDMOND, R.N.
LIEUTENANT J. L. BAILLIE, R.N., M.C.O.
ON TOP OF THE SHIP is a large flat area some 700 feet
by 90. This is used for replenishment at sea, jackstay
transfers, divisions, cocktail parties, both watches,
and deck hockey. Occasionally it is used for flying,
and it is then that the flight deck party have their
brief moments of glory.
It is usual in giving some account of a division's
activities to present some statistics. Our research
department has gone into this very carefully and has
come up with some surprising figures. During the
commission, it is estimated, the flight deck party has
walked 163,247 miles, pushed 4,169 aeroplanes,
broken 27 deck hockey sticks, lost 63 pucks over the
side, eaten 5,200 night flying suppers, and drunk
2,100 gallons of tea whilst at flying stations. Between
whiles they have found time to help launch well over
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Royal Marines

THE ROYAL MARINES DETACHMENT for duties in H.M.S.
Albion's Fourth Commission formed up in Royal
Marines Barracks, Eastney, for pre-embarkation
training on 21st August, 1959, under the command
of Captain J. A. Hewitt, R.M. Strength: I coloursergeant, 2 sergeants, 3 corporals, 26 marines, 2
buglers. The syllabus consisted of the following
subjects: Seamanship training, Damage control and
fire fighting, Naval gunnery, Administration, Internal
security, Range courses, Drill.
Quite an extensive programme to fit into six weeks.
The field firing took place on the ranges at Aldershot,
which meant being away for one week, and the
clothing issue and medical documentation were
spread over the six-week period. The fruits of our
labours were demonstrated to Captain F. M. A.
Torrens-Spence, D.S.O., D.S.C., A.F.C., R.N., the
Captain, in the form of a drill display followed by a
short demonstration of company weapons and an
internal security "funny." It is of interest that this
carrier detachment were the first to be issued with
the self-loading rifle (7.62 mm.).
We joined the ship on 5th October in Portsmouth
Dockyard and soon settled into (29 Mess) the Royal
Marine Barracks. The first visitor of V.I.P. status
was greeted in an unusual manner. The Flag Officer
Aircraft Carriers inspected a guard of honour on the
jetty amongst cranes, maties, boilers, steam engines
and gash buckets. After Christmas leave and with
hobnailed boots and cigarette lighters stowed away
we sailed from Portsmouth to collect the squadrons
and to be introduced to the noise of jet engines,
constant fuel dangers, and soon learned that the
flight deck was neither a parade ground nor a
recreation space.
Our trip through the Mediterranean opened the
eyes of many young members of the detachment,
who soon learned the do's and don'ts of runs ashore.
The "gut" wasn't quite up to the standard of the
picture which the old soldiers in barracks had painted.
Our journeys round the ports of the Med and Far
East proved that the "Royals" were still expected to
show their powers at drill displays. In Korea we put
on a twenty-minute display at R.O.K., Marine
H.Q. and again in Seoul for the public. In return

the Korean Marines gave a most unusual show of
rifle drill, where they did everything but stand on
their heads. Our trip into the jungles of Malaya,
carrying out operational patrols with the 1st Australian Regiment near the Thailand border, proved
more exciting than we had expected when we left
the ship in Singapore. Although we failed to bag
any terrorists, a great deal of experience was gained
during our stay up country, and we were glad to get
back in one piece, shave off our beards, burn off the
leeches, and race back down the seventy miles of
twisty roads to Kuala Kangsar and catch the train
back to Singapore.
Hong Kong, Manila, Yokohama, Yokosuka, Inchon and Subic Bay will be memories in the Far
East. Many places will be visited between the time
this article goes to print and the final entry into
Portsmouth Harbour. But with three months to go,
like everyone else we look forward to Christmas at
home and wait till later to relate detailed stories of
all that happened in these familiar ports of call. To
those who have not had much to do with the "Royals"
during the commission, the barracks have been ably
corporalled by one Sam Jones, who will no doubt
remember his trip on Albion for some years to come.
Another to mention in the barracks is Marine Hughie
Stobbs, who taught the diggers how to play crib:
our butchers Watts, Blake, Prin, who have kept the
rum and steaks constantly flowing through the
ship.
The Horsebox (no straw) or Sergeants' Mess (for
those land crabs) has been majored by one Sam
Weaver, Colour-Sergeant R.M., and those who dared
to cross the threshold during the commission will no
doubt be met with much abuse, cups of tea, etc.
from either Mac, Mic O'Hare, Posty, Salmon Bateman, Bandy Hutton, and not forgetting Eric Revitt,
the canteen manager, who has been a tower of
strength as an honorary member and often makes a
good speech about Her Majesty's jollies.
To conclude, we would like to thank every department of the ship's company for their co-operation to
us "sea soldiers" during the cruise, hoping you all
get bigger and better ships. We may even see some
of you again.
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67 C.B.G.L. Section
IT IS A RELIEF TO KNOW that a well-written document
on the functions and organisation of C.B.G.L. Sections has at last appeared in the British Army Review

of April, 1960. A more concise article appeared in
the Albion magazine last year.
From time to time during the present commission,
usually at official functions or cocktail parties, the
"Seaball" officer has been approached and before
being able to size up the "talent" is invariably asked
one of two questions: "What on earth is the Army
doing on a naval carrier?" or "Are you a Royal
Marine ? I didn't know they wore trews!" Now this
question usually comes just when the officer has
managed to corner a "baron," or is about to engage
some young and charming female in a little light
conversation, and since the questioner is a guest his
query must be dealt with first. Having thus wasted
valuable drinking time and satisfied the customer,
the unfortunate "Seaball" would then turn towards
his original objective to find that the "lovely creature"
would either be surrounded by young and hotblooded aviators or not so young but just as avid
"two-and-a-halves," and that all available "barons"
have been strangled by his other dark-blue brother
officers! Such was our lot until 1960. However, there
is now hope that on future commissions the wise
"Seaball" will have available a sheaf of hand-outs
which will explain to any interested layman just what
the soldier does on board a carrier at such a function
as described!
section the O.C. and his
C.B.G.L. section
Usually in a C.B.G.L.
"winger" are from different arms of the Service and
naturally have different forms of dress and evening
mess kit which are of a striking contrast. Major
Compton-Bishop and Captain Cameron are no exception to the rule and like to imagine themselves as
the envy of the wardroom. Some of the comments
have been quite gratifying, others from a jealous few
not so (Jeez! Is that a uniform).
However, on one occasion earlier on in the commission some of their aplomb was removed when they
found that not all the opposite sex wanted to stroke
that "fine french grey waistcoat" or whatever part
of the mess kit caught the eye.
At one of the first official parties, a somewhat
sticky affair, the majority of officers were finding
conversation difficult, and a certain naval officer,
who shall be nameless, had been heavily engaged in
conversation with a not unattractive lady whose
English was unfortunately somewhat limited, as was
the officer's knowledge of the country's language.
He had come to the end of his small talk when he
spotted the C.O. and Captain Cameron standing
nearby. In desperation, he offered to introduce her
to "our two Army officers" on board. Having taken
a quick look in the direction indicated, the lady
hurriedly excused herself and rejoined her husband.
It would seem that either the complicated mixture

of highland rig (no doubt the result of the amalgamation of two famous Scottish regiments) worn by
Captain Cameron, or the simpler (but no less
fetching) outfit worn by our cavalry C.O., Major
Compton-Bishop, rather spoiled the good lady's
evening. Future C.B.G.L. glamour boys, beware!
Should their lordships, in conjunction with the
War Office, decide to reduce the establishment of a
C.B.G.L. section, carriers would be very loathe to
lose the Army Land-Rover and driver. Their views
about the rest of the section remaining or not would
possibly fill several pages which would no doubt have
to be heavily censored!
Contrary to popular belief, the Army does not pay
our fare for the cruise.
Staff-Sergeant Perkins, apart from sun bathing,
goofing and getting his head down, surfaced long
enough to help out at the Junior Seamen's Camp in
. Japan, and, in spite of one plea to "ban all `Seaball'
N.C.Os.", it turned out to be a rather successful
camp. The loss of one party for some hours has been
omitted, but not forgotten, in order that "Expeds"
will have something to write about.
Corporal Jackson (he got his second stripe on
board) has earned popular acclaim for his brews of
coffee and "limers," plus his willingness to tear up
the odd "I.O.U." offered in payment by some who
shall be nameless.
His typing of programmes for "Ops," whilst not
duplicated in a shade of green or pink, made welcome
reading, nevertheless.
His most disappointing day was when he was
playing cricket for the ship's 2nd XI and was run
out by the Commander!
Driver Fytche has spent long hours in the seat of
his vehicle and driven many miles "in the support
of naval requests." From taking the Captain to an
official party, the Commander and O.C.R.M. fishing,
to driving naval "expeds" to Mount Etna (Sicily)
and Mount Fuji San (Japan).
The hand-out must be good, as he has volunteered
for further service with this group, and while the
majority of the ship's company are "roughing" it in
U.K. he will be enjoying yet another Far East cruise
in the Centaur .
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