
On safari
In August, while we were at Mombasa, many of us were able to go "up
country" to see something of Africa and its wild life. Here is an account
of a safari into Kenya and Tanganyika made by five young officers. They
hired a Volkswagen and went to the Tsavo National Game Park, visiting
Mount Kilimanjaro on the way.

A start was made at four o'clock in the morning and we covered the
seventy-odd miles to the first gate of the Game Reserve by six o'clock.
Petrol was a thing which had to be watched with stations at about eighty
mile intervals. As it was we arrived at the gate with only one gallon, and
thirty miles of dirt track to cover! Luckily an Indian gave us half a
gallon. The roads were not roads at all by English standards, but merely
wide, straight, rutted dust tracks. The technique was to drive as fast as
possible and so leap over a lot of the holes, which is probably why cars
only last about two years in East Africa. Even with the additional half
gallon we were very relieved to arrive at the first filling station, Aruba
Lodge. Here we filled the tank and were able to get a small stock of food
for the day's journey. Not wanting to miss any of the early morning
game, we pressed on quickly down towards the river and Lugard's Falls.

This first reserve was very barren-looking and the scenery was full of
dull greys, greens, reds and browns. The animals merged into the back-
ground and even elephants were hard to spot at first. But nevertheless we
managed to see elephant, rhino, wart hog, jackal, buck, impala and even
a rabbit or two. Photography was difficult and a little dangerous but
these first sightings had wetted our appetites and we determined to come
back the next day.

Before leaving the Park we visited the Game Warden's house and
compound. This was in a very lonely situation, but the Warden made up
for it by having two cars, and anyway the surrounding countryside was
starkly beautiful, and the whole atmosphere was one of all-pervading
peacefulness. On the way we had passed through a small native village
which had this same secluded, quiet feel about it. We managed to get
some good shots of lion and elephant here—in the Game Warden's
compound!

We bade farewell to the Warden and left the Park and made for a
hamlet called Voi, which possessed a hotel catering for tourist traffic.
It was run by a Yorkshireman who gave us a lot of useful tips, but who
scarcely stopped talking! However he provided a. satisfactory meal for us,
for which we were more than ready.

Lunch over, we pressed on and during the afternoon passed out of
Kenya and into Tanganyika, and up to the Kibo Hotel near Mount
Kilimanjaro. The weather had become considerably cooler as we gained

altitude, and for the first time in months we were forced to wear our
sweaters. The joy of it! The air was cool and refreshing, so invigorating.
We booked in, had a clean up and went for a walk before dinner. It was
so different from the reserve, all green and verdant, full of the scents of
wood and flower. Here, in Tanganyika, the natives appeared to have
changed but little, and still wear the local tribal costumes, and live in the
traditional manner in native communities. Moreover it was very notice-
able that they appeared contented, and happy to go about their work, so
unlike the Kenya natives who seemed restless, lawless and sullen.

One of the recommendations of the Yorkshireman at Voi had been to
visit Moshi - a typical multi-racial African town we had been told.
After drinks and a poorly served dinner in the hotel which took ages, we
left for Moshi, thirty miles away. It was a hit of a disappointment really,
the town being very quiet, apparently because of a religious festival, but
an impression was gained nevertheless of the attempt at amalgamating
ancient and modern, civilised and barbarian, educated and illiterate. It
had one street flanked by modern buildings but behind this facade were
native huts and hush. We returned to the. hotel at Kibo for a wonderful
ni ght's sleep with no noise of ship's machinery, and under blankets,
including a coverlet of hydrax skins. Bliss!

Some members of the party were up with the lark next day to try to
see the peak of Kilimanjaro before the clouds covered it, but not all could
bestir themselves. Breakfast was another marathon but was at last
achieved after various difficulties, the hotel being unused to the ways and
appetites of the Navy. We left Kibo at about 9 a.m. and by driving up a
"no entry" road we managed to reach a height of about 8,000 feet on the
slopes of Kilimanjaro, but as time was severely limited, climbing on foot
was ruled out. There were several remarks on the degeneracy of modern
youth, from tourists with more time to spend who were walking up themountain

We descended by the same road and entered the other half of the Game
Reserve. This was of a different character entirely from the half we had
seen. the previous day. It was much greener and more interesting, the
landscape being full of features and contrasts. It was much more like
what we thought a game reserve should be and it was obvious the game
thought so too. There was game everywhere! We saw all kinds, except
li ons, at close quarters, which is said to be rather unusual and lucky.
Many photographs were taken, but in the heat of the moment lots of
errors were made, and although this sounds like the story of "the one
that got away" it is none-the-less true. An exciting and dangerous inter-
lude was provided by a rhinoceros that we stopped close to and up-wind
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Left: "An ostrich kept up with us"
Right: " . . . a giraffe nearly stepped on us . . ."

. . . as others see us . . . "

of. He did not like our scent and decided we were undesirable, and
therefore chargeable, material. As he gathered speed towards us, our
driver wanted to reverse so that he could get a real action picture. He
was quickly over-ruled and we were glad of the Volkswagen's powers of
acceleration. Later on an ostrich kept pace with the car at 30 m.p.h., a
giraffe nearly stepped on us, and it seemed that zebra were continually
trying to ambush us. A gerenook, a beautiful long-necked gazelle, was
so surprised by our appearance that he remained stationary long enough
for a photograph.

We made our way to Mzima Springs to have a late lunch and to look
at the hippo in the pool there. This involved a little detour, which we did
not regret because the country was so lovely, and we eventually arrived
and were shown round by a Game Warden. After we had been there a
little while a car-load of tourists arrived, fully equipped with driver,

guide, etc., in a big, specially reinforced Mercedes. All their parapher-
nalia made us feel that we really were on safari !

On leaving Mzima Springs at about 4 p.m. we suffered a set-back. We
had hoped to leave the Park by the nearest entrance to the main Nairobi-
Mombasa road but found that this was a private road and barred. We
had to double back, and eventually, after a breathlessly exciting day,
we left the Park by the same gate as we had entered and set course for
Mombasa to return to the ship. The road was particularly bad as wind
and rain had corrugated its surface, and this provided the finale. By this
time it was dark, and the road, which had been straight for some consider-
able time, now twisted and turned. The car's lights had been shaken out of
alignment and as we sped down a hill towards a narrow bridge, it was
anybody's guess what lay on the other side. Not knowing which way the
road turned, and going too fast, we skidded on the loose dust and slithered
into the far bank. The bank saved us from turning over, but we were
rather shaken up. So there we were, in the middle of the "bundu" with a
bent half shaft and only wild animals for company.

One of our number was slightly concussed so two remained behind
with him while the other two started to walk to the nearest village which
could be seen as a set of lights on the skyline. Heavy lorries trundled past
our bent car occasionally, and drunken natives greeted us with cries of
"Jambo" or "Uhuru". The former is a Swahili greeting and the latter is
the current catchword and means "Freedom". The light cast by the
moon added to the air of unreality about the whole scene.

The other two reached the village safely and returned to say that they
had managed to contact the ship and also the police at Voi, and that a
truck would be coming out to pick us up. It arrived after about 45
minutes.

After a rough ride over a twisty road, during which we appeared to
supplement the local bus service by giving innumerable lifts, we reached
Voi. The Inspector told us the car would have to be towed to Voi the
same night, otherwise there would be nothing left in the morning. The
locals would have stripped it completely. We spent some time talking to
the local native police, and they seemed a well-disciplined body of men,
who were very interested in England and anythin g connected with it.

We passed the night at the Park Inn, with its talkative landlord and the
next morning, having decided to hitch-hike back to Mombasa, we arranged
for the car to be put on the next train, and set off on the road ourselves.
Having been covered in dust once or twice by passing cars, we were soon
picked up and eventually arrived back on board, tired and travel-stained,
but refreshed and invigorated by such a wonderful two-day break from
ship routine.

B. R. P.
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How to visit New Delhi while serving in a Carrier
(Lt. Somerville-Jones was left behind in Singapore. His subsequent move-
ments before re-joining his ship have been reported with a view to providing
an interesting exercise that could be of value to all personnel. Requests
should be handed in to the Expeds Officer.)

EXERCISE ORDERS
1. DATE: 22nd June-13th July 1961.
2. OBJECT: To exercise initiative and travel the maximum distance

using the minimum of personal money.
3. AREA OF OPERATION: Far and Middle East.
4. COMMUNICATIONS: Virtually non-existent.
5. PLANNING: Go sick in Far East, arrange a disturbance in Middle

East and divert ship.
6. LOGISTIC SUPPORT: Pusser and Barons
7. ADDITIONAL REQUIREMENTS: Two Civil Airlines, R.A.F.

Transport Command and one Gannet.

Lieutenant Somerville-Jones's report:
The planning proved simple enough once 1 had enlisted the help of
General Kassem, an R.A.F. Hastings and an E.N.T. Specialist in Singa-
pore. The latter removed my tonsils and gave me a leave pass and the
R.A.F. provided a slow but successful method of transport to Hong
Kong.

On arrival I signalled "Old Kass" to get cracking and continued my
leave at a friend's house in. complete ignorance of world affairs until
Thursday, 29th June. On this day, while out sailing, we waved good-bye
to two of Her Majesty's Frigates leaving in a hurry. A phone call on.
Friday confirmed that Kass was doing his stuff and my ship had been
diverted some 6,000 miles when nearly in sight the day before. I then
began Phase two of the exercise.

Ten days after arriving in Hong Kong, or one suit plus a rabbit run to
the good, I bade a fond farewell to the Pearl of the Orient as I stepped into
a Cathay Pacific Airways Lockheed Electra and headed south for Singa-
pore. It was at this juncture that I bumped into a delightful young French
girl on her way to Paris from New York, and found myself enjoying civil
flying more than Night Fighter work. She . . . (But I must keep to the
point!)

Singapore was reached and my communication system nearly collapsed
by sheer weight of authority. C. in C.'s Staff seemed in a hurry to move
me towards the West and had me booked into a flight for Monday. This
called for the exercise of a lot of counter-initiative as a party had been
arranged, with me as Guest of Honour , on that day. My arrangements

were successful, and what a party—we both enjoyed it very much, and
particularly afterwards when . . . but on with the report!

Tuesday, 11th July, dawned bright and early with Cathay Pacific yet
again swinging into action and hurling me north to Bangkok. The
cheongsam fitted to the air hostess really fitted and it made one feel
proud to be flying British and she . . . (I must keep to the point, I must
keep to the point). The "World Leader in Jet Travel" took over on arrival
at B. and whisked me away to the city for lunch and the afternoon. No
half-hearted, slap-dash service here! A fully air-conditioned suite, con-
taining double bedroom, sitting room, bathroom and toilet, telephone and
radio was provided in a five star hotel for my use in. the three hours before
returning to the airport. This is how to run an airline at a loss and really
enjoy it.

Off again at 5 p.m. local time in a BOAC Comet 4. How nice it was to
meet such a charming English Rose and a kimono-clad Oriental girl so
high and so far away from home. Such pretty . . . (I must keep to the point,
I must keep to the point). First stop New Delhi, and I had made it! One
thousand miles up the Ganges attached to an aircraft carrier on a General
Service commission! A more frustrating place I have yet to come across.
We were herded through a million-odd locusts into a rather tired-looking
room where an enormous Sikh guarded the door. The bar was open—
Hooray! The tables were laid for a meal — Hooray! A souvenir counter
was open! What could we buy? Nothing! "No rupees? My goodness
me you can only be having water." Not what it was in the old days, Sir.
I mean, who carries rupees when travelling from Tokyo to London, Sir?
Luck, however, was on my side and we were there only 45 minutes,
during which time we had 3 glasses of water and a colour film entitled
"Culture in India" shown by the Indian Tourist Bureau.

Back to our aircraft and airborne heading west again into the night. It
had filled up considerably and opposite me were three little Indian boys
aged about 4, 8 and 10. On opening the throttles on the runway the 10-
year old decided he did not like the supper he had eaten and proceeded to
give it to his 8-year old brother. The 4-year old watched the mopping up
procedure and then came out in sympathy. Peace reigned as soon as they
were asleep and I spent most of the remainder of the flight to Bahrein in
the cockpit, talking to the crew, or in the galley talking to the English
Rose and a sari-clad Indian girl who had replaced the Kimono in New
Delhi. The latter two were enchanting and . . . (I must keep to the point,
I must keep to the point). On touching down at Bahrein the Indian boys
woke up and performed their party trick again so I decided to go no further
by that airline but to transfer to the R.A.F.
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The following day H.M.S. Jufair swung into action and presented me
with a trip in a Beverley of Transport Command, 8 cwt. of stores and a bag
of mail for Vic, with instructions to disappear to Kuwait where Vic would
pick me up. Communications seemed to be slipping up badly again, but
all was well really, as on arrival at Kuwait 1 was told Vic had gone to
Bahrein for the stores and little old me. Would I like a bed for the night
was the next question, and having replied in the affirmative, I was told the
Officers' Mess was "just the place, old boy. Opened up to-day y'know".
I was duly shown the way and at the same time a Chief Petty Officer and
a Leading Airman, who had come to repair a Palouste, were shown to their
respective messes. Five minutes later we all met again in the half-built
Air Terminal, having been shown in through different doors as we were
technically in different messes. The night passed 'uneventfully until the

sun rose at 0400, and an enormous Arab carrying a pile of bricks tripped
over me, muttered imprecations in his beard, and started building.

The exercise was now entering its final stages as there were two Gannets
waiting at the airfield for the Palouste to become serviceable. I was
offered a seat in one of them and seeing little hope of finding an airline
in the area better equipped for the task, I accepted. There were no
hostesses.

LESSONS LEARNT

1. Kass over-played his hand by a fortnight, the time I spent sweating.
2. Communications were excellent and only fell through in Singapore.
3. Rupees should always be carried when travelling up the Ganges.
4. The French girl en route to Paris told me an interesting story about ..

Sarawak Interlude
During the period of the docking at Singapore three officers had the
opportunity of escaping from the ship and exploring the backwaters of
Sarawak, and the coastal waters of North Borneo in a coastal mine-
sweeper.

Since early in the year there had been a marked increase in piracy,
particularly in that stretch of water between the Philippines and British
North Borneo, and the Royal Navy was asked to send suitable ships to
patrol the area and either catch the pirates or scare them off.

Surgeon Commander Penn joined H.M.S. MARYTON, 450 tons, on
the pretext that he needed some sea time, but in reality he considered that
a cruise in a small ship was the ideal recuperative treatment for a work-
weary and noise-stunned doctor. On board also was Sub-Lt. Bunn, but it
was soon obvious that he would not be allowed to adopt cruising stations,
but would have to work his passage. Sub-Lt. Griffiths had already joined
H.M.S. CHAWTON, a sister ship who was to accompany us.

After a smooth crossing from Singapore we arrived off the mouth of the
Rajang river in Sarawak on the morning of 20th May.

The territory of Sarawak on the west coast of Borneo comprises an
area of about 50,000 square miles with a population of about 750,000 of
various races. with Chinese, Malays, and the indigenous Dyaks, I bans,
predominating. It is intersected by many rivers winch are navigable for
a considerable distance inland, the Rajang river as far as Sibu, 60 miles
from its mouth, and for shallow draught vessels as far as Kapit, 160 miles
up. Royal Navy ships had never penetrated as far as Kapit an.d it was the
object of the two Sweepers to get there to show the flag.

Our first stop was Sarikei, where we started a series of sporting fixtures

—soccer, badminton and volley-ball—which were to be continued at every
port of call, but it was only at soccer that we were able to gain any success.
Contests were keen, and at each match some 90 % of the inhabitants turned
out to watch, and follow the play with most critical eyes. Everywhere
we enjoyed clean sport, win or lose.

The following day, Whit Sunday, we sailed for Sibu, the second town of
Sarawak, arriving at 0930, and after the usual games we entered upon an
evening of entertainment and jollity. The next day was the annual
regatta. Regattas are the excuse for great fun and the obvious way to
have it in a land where rivers afford the only means of communication.

From all over the Rajang valley the Ibans had gathered by the river.
Excitement was intense; the stalls selling iced drinks and sweetmeats were
crowded with children of all ages laughing and jostling each other with
gay abandon; betting on the official tote and with the unofficial book-
makers was furious and reckless—but what matter, it only happens once a
year!

Everyone was there. Europeans to enjoy the spectacle, Malay and
Chinese ladies in their gayest and most colourful clothes parading as if at
Ascot, and Ibans in holiday attire all joining together to make a most
exciting scene, and to add to the fun of the fair. The racing was terrific.
Longboats, 16-man up to 65-man, all freshly painted for the occasion, tore
through the water propelled by yelling and straining crews, kneeling and
paddling in perfect unison, each crew encouraged by excited partisan
shouts from the banks. Then the 8-lady prahus, with the paddlers showing:
more of their natural physical attractions than skill at seamanship, added
that essential touch of gaiety.
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SARAWAK INTERLUDE—continued
A memorable day, enjoyed by one and all, for us was followed by an

entertainment at the Island Club where the European Community enter-
tained both ships' companies. Few of us will ever forget the Egg and .Bacon
section presided over by the wife of His Honour the Judge, where the
ship's cook insisted on instructing that lady in the art of breaking eggs
straight into the pan with one hand! Surely it was oriental magic that
caused the frying pan to move from under so frequently!

The next day we sailed to Kanowit, and after the now traditional soccer
game, the officers entertained the people of Kanowit to a cocktail party,
and afterwards all not on watch repaired ashore to a wonderful spread of
local food and beer in the recreational club. The fun was fast and furious,
and the Conga proved a fitting finale to an evening which had begun with
an eightsome reel played by a piper of the Queen's Own Highlanders who
had embarked for the trip. All, especially the Chief of the lbans in his
waist-cloth, and the large audience in various garments watching from
the doorways, showed every sign of having enjoyed a party out of the
ordinary.

With the dawn came a most charming sight. The lban chief of the night
before came on board with his three beautiful daughters. Never before
has an H.M. Ship been wakened to so exciting a scene as three smiling
girls dressed from the waist down only, in gay colours and massive silver
ornaments, under the watchful eye of their father who, by his haughty
mien, looked every inch the aristocrat he was. He shepherded his flock on
a tour of inspection of the ships and the now wide-awake ships' companies,
before departing the most photographed group of the whole trip, laden
with ships crests and other gifts on a 36-hour return journey by longboat
to his longhouse.

Later that day we sailed for Kapit, the home of the Ibans of the Upper
Rajang, a scene of slaughter in by-gone days, and the centre of the most
bloodthirsty head-hunters in history. Here at Fort Sylvia, dating back 100
years we were met once again by an enthusiastic crowd of locals, led this
time by a most colourful figure, the Paramount Chief of the Ibans,
Temenggong Jugal Anak Barieng, O.B.E., Q.M.C., who made a long and
loyal speech of welcome and who entrusted to the Navy a humble address
for transmission to the Queen. Here again spirited football was played
and friendships made.

The following day a representative group was taken in power-driven
longboats further up river as far as the Belagus rapids, and visited the
scene of triumph of the Chief acting as guide for the party, when he showed
us a narrow path where he had personally taken 12 heads of the advancing
Japanese army in 1942.

On the return trip to the ships the party halted at a Longhouse. This
type of building is the typical residence of a tribe of river Ibans subject to

Iban chief and family, Longhouse, KAPIT

a Headman. It consists of a number of rooms, 14 to 100, leading off from
a common verandah, the whole being built on piles to avoid flooding by
the river during the wet season, and to simplify its defence in time of war.
The length varies as the number of families in occupation and may reach
1,000 feet. The common verandah acts as dining- and sitting-room, but
each family leads an independent existence, and join together as a com-
munity only on special occasions.

There is only one entrance ladder to each longhouse, and on arrival
at the top, one is greeted by an age-old ceremony imploring the Gods to
increase the fecundity of the guests, a blessing which, to the best of our
knowledge, has not yet been granted ! Following these rites we split into
parties and were entertained by individual families. Libations were
poured to the Gods of the harvest, and to the spirits of the departed in
twak, a potent rice wine. The food was prepared, and the chief guests
were entertained by the daughters of the house in traditional dress who
sang songs in praise of the glorious sea-battles we had won!

All this took place on the verandah, the uprights supporting the roofs of
which were decorated with the heads of past enemies. We were able to
see the heads taken during the war, and their preparation was of consider-
able interest. Following the acquisition of a head, it was smoked over an
open fire to preserve it, and the eyes, which by this process had shrunk to
nothing, were replaced by sea shells. The head was hung in the part of
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Suspect Pirate Dhow, Celebes Sea

the longhouse occupied by that particular Head-hunter and venerated,
as the belief was held that the power and spirit of the vanquished man
would pass into the conqueror and give him fresh power and vigour in
battle. Great honour was shown the heads, and they shared in the life of
the community, being offered food at all meals and even having lighted
cigarettes placed in their mouths in case they desired to smoke. This
sounds a macabre setting in which to enjoy glamorous girls singing praises
and pressing one to twak, but these trophies were so much a part of the
picture that few, if any, of our party showed horror at the sight.

All good things come to an end, and as evening drew on we re-embarked
in the longboats and returned to the ships where later on a cocktail party
was held for the Chief and notables. There was an interruption towards
the end when a longboat drew alongside with three men and two girls who
stated that they had travelled four days to come and see us, and were
going to see the ship, official party or no ! The fierce looks of the head-
hunters and the winsome glances of their companions won us over, and
inspect the ship and her company they did. Moreover, they afterwards
demonstrated their nearness to civilisation by absorbing a fantastic
quantity of neat whisky without turning a hair, although by the time they
returned to their boat to start the journey home we suspect their accuracy
with a blow pipe had been impaired !

The evening closed with a grand firework display from H.M.S. CHAW-
TON, which was brought to an end by the Temenggong himself firing a
ceremonial signal rocket, which sprayed the nakedness of the other guests
with sparks but which did no more than call forth gasps of awe and
wonderment.

The following day we set sail for the sea and we left the Rajang river
with happy memories, and feeling that the sight of the White Ensign
would remain in the minds of many for years to come.

From Sarawak we went east round the north coast of Borneo to the
Celebes Sea, where we were to undertake anti-piracy patrol. We searched
several suspect vessels but found no pirates. However the local Chamber
of Commerce were delighted at the results of our presence, as trading
vessels had arrived unmolested and the volume of trade had increased
fourfold, with greatly increased profits for the traders. We were rewarded
with a 14 course Chinese dinner given by the trading association, which
lasted well into the night, after which all who had attended were only too
pleased to retire and sleep off the effects.

We left on the Sunday afternoon and, after a short stop at Jesselton,
the capital of British North Borneo, for fuel, we arrived back in Singapore
on the morning of the 9th feeling much rested by the change and ready to
return to our normal duties.

T. C. B.
J. C. G.
E. A. P.
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H.M.S. Victorious was the first carrier to utilize the angle-deck, a Royal
Navy innovation. Pictured on her deck are the all-weather Sea Vixen
Interceptors and the supersonic Scimitars. A group of her men form the

ship's shield, an angel, on her bow.
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To see ourselves as others see us
The following article is reprinted from "The Big T", the monthly magazine published on board U.S.S. TICONDEROGA.

The last week in October, the men of the Ticonderoga had the privilege
of operating  with the British aircraft carrier H.M.S. Victorious. The
modern equipment and aircraft carried within this fine ship speak well
for the Royal Navy and the many British Industrial firms that support it.

The present Victorious, the fourth ship to bear this name, was built
by Vickers Armstrong at Newcastle-on-Tyne. Her  hull was laid in May
1936 and launched on 14th September, 1939. In September 1961, the ship
celebrated the twenty-second anniversary of her launching.

The first Victorious was a third rate ship of 74 guns, launched in 1785.
She saw action at the Cape of Good Hope in 1795 and at Sumatra in
1796. She was broken up at Lisbon in 1803.

The second was also a third rate ship of 74 guns. She was launched in
1808, saw action at Walcheren in 1809 and at Trieste in 1812. She was
broken up in 1863.

Launched in 1895, the third Victorious was a 14,900 ton Battleship. She
was the Flagship of the Second in Command, Channel Fleet from 1904
to 1906 and attached to the third Division of the Reserve Fleet in 1914.
She was fitted as a Dockyard Repair Ship, wearing the Flag of Vice-
Admiral Commanding Orkneys and. Shetlands in 1919. She was broken
up in 1923.

During WW II, the present Victorious operated against the German
Battleships Tirpitz and Bismark, served in Malta and Russian convoys,
and in support of landings in. North Africa. From 1943 to 1945, she served
in the Pacific and Indian Oceans, taking part in strikes against New
Georgia, Sumatra, and Palembang. She was hit by a Japanese Kamikaze
aircraft in May 1945, but was in action after a few hours' repair.

During a seven-year refit, beginning in 1950, the Victorious was com-
pletely rebuilt from the hangar deck up. Her equipment now includes a
fully angled flight deck, steam catapults and mirror landing system. All
three of these innovations, familiar sights to U.S. Navy personnel, were
invented by the British and developed by them after WW II. She is also
equipped with ultra-modern electronic equipment and a long range radar
system which gives simultaneously bearings, ranges and heights of aircraft
further, higher and more accurately than any other operational system.

Aircraft carried include Sea Vixen jet all-weather fighters, Scimitar jet
day interceptor and attack aircraft, Gannet airborne early warning turbo-
prop aircraft and Whirlwind Helicopters for anti-submarine operations.

Spacious electronic kitchens are able to produce up to 1,250 servings
per hour in a cafeteria style dining hall. Aircrews standing by for action

are served in a snack bar fitted with infra-red grills, making possible swift
on-the-spot meals.

The old style hammocks have been replaced by comfortable bunks,
while individual cabins, ranging from comfortable to tiny minicabins, are
designed to give privacy to even the most junior officers and senior petty
officers.

The British sailor no longer washes his own clothes. The ship's laundry,
which is fully mechanised, delivers the bundles pressed and folded. In the
welter of change and modernization, however, the daily tot of rum is still
issued to all ratings.

The Victorious has a displacement of 34,000 tons, a length of 775 feet
and carries a complement of over 2,000 officers and men. She is com-
manded by CAPT. J. M. D. GRAY, 0.B.E., Royal Navy.

Her normal tour of deployment is nineteen months but recently she
received a three month extension.
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On course at Fraser's Hill
While the ship was in dock at Singapore several of the ship's company
were able to go into the Malayan jungle. One method of achieving
this was to volunteer for a course run by the R.A.F. at Fraser's Hill in
the heart of Malaya. It lasted a fortnight and three successive courses
each contained three officers and eleven ratings from VICTORIOUS.
There was an. equal number of R.A.F. personnel with whom we got on
very well.

Fraser's Hill is 4,280 feet above sea level and cool as an English summer.
The village consists almost entirely of a golf course and leave bungalows
which are owned by the Government or large firms. The road leading up
to it is extremely steep and twisting and is "one way", the direction of
flow changing every hour. This cool haven is surrounded by thick jungle
in which the course is held. The R.A.F. Station has only six permanent
staff and very little apart from accommodation for the courses.

On looking at the syllabus we had noticed with horror that most of the
items seemed to be P.T. We took this to mean jumping about flapping
arms, but in fact it turned out to mean trekking through th.e jungle.
There were several variations on the same theme. On one day, for example,
one course laid an ambush for the other; and another day was spent
learning how to make stretchers from sticks and vines. On one occasion
we were taken to a small hill top and told to go to a road we could see a
few hundred yards away. If we didn't get there in. two hours we were told
to "Stop and have a conference because you are lost!" We got lost all
right—even when we could tell the direction in which we should have
been going, the jungle that way was frequently impenetrable!

On one side of the hill there is a cliff 200 feet high and all the walks
seemed to lead finally to the base of this. Thus we would return exhausted
from miles of trekking only to find that we had to climb the cliff to get
home. Moreover during our first week we were usually being jeered at
by the second week course who had a whole week's experience behind
them and felt correspondingly tougher! The climb was not difficult, but
it was extremely hard work and we would collapse in a heap at the top,
only to be led off to play volleyball! Having barely conquered this cliff
in the early stages of the course soon after we arrived, we later found that
we had to carry men up it, half a dozen of us to a stretcher!

There is no night work on the course and we had feared that the
evenings might drag. However we played tombola two nights a week,
saw films on two nights, and every week the departing course gave a
variety show. Also there were knock-out competitions at table tennis,
darts, billiards and snooker, so our evenings were well occupied. In
addition, before the sun sets, games of volleyball are played, and there

. . . with waterfalls every few hundred yards"

are two soccer matches per week. One of the latter serves to pick a team
to play the village, and every Saturday the great game takes place. The
village team consists of Chinese, Malayan. and Indian bungalow-boys
who, although they have only fifteen to choose from, usually win quite
easily. We enjoyed our games with them immensely.

The aim of the course is to get people fit and this is certainly achieved.
The terrain in. the Fraser's Hill district consists of a series of steep hills
and fast-flowing streams, through which we moved at the double some of
the time. Unlike Hollywood jungles, this one was not teeming with
ferocious animals: the only wild life we saw was an occasional monkey
although we were told that someone on an earlier course had had hysterics
when he rested his hand on a snake!

Our fitness was proved in the final walk, known as the TRAS trip after
the river and village of this name to which it led. Although only about
twelve miles on the map, it is in practice a long, winding climb, mainly
down a fair-sized stream, with water-falls every few hundred yards. The
water is waist-deep a lot of the way, but even so it is far easier to follow
the stream than to hack through the jungle and probably get lost. Al-
though this was the hardest part of the course, we enjoyed it the most, in
spite of the leeches we collected, and having done it, we feel we would be
quite confident if left alone in the jungle to work out our own salvation.

J. A. T.
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Old Soldiers Never Die
The ship sailed on and on. There didn't seem to be any reason why it
shouldn't. There had been a time in the first few months when everyone
had thought that it was just a temporary assignment. "Only three weeks",
they had said "and then. old So and So will be coming through the canal
to relieve us." But old So and So had been called away to some other part
of our troubled world and had never arrived. Even then there had been
optimists. "Home by Christmas" was a popular buzz, but when Christmas
came and went the buzz just died. "Christmas next year", someone had
said rather wistfully. Now no one bothered about buzzes, there didn't
seem to be any to bother about anyway.

The supplies still kept coming out, a few months late usually but they
got there in the end. The old oiler had come to the end of her life and a
new one had taken her place, even she was a bit. elderly now. Some of the
older men were beginning to feel their years a bit. A couple of Chiefs
were on their ninth or tenth "five", they couldn't exactly remember which.

Life had been a bit hard on the married men at first but "time is a great
healer" as the Captain had said when he lit the candles on the 50th
Birthday cake. Some people couldn't quite remember if they were married
or not. They had written to the Admiralty to ask but the Admiralty

didn't seem to know and anyway they had rather given up corresponding
with the ship, there didn't seem to be anything to say.

There wasn't very much to spend money on on board but the Supply
Officer was a stickler for routine. Every fortnight each man was served out
with his lolly (it was a good whack as about 90% of it was Long Service
Pay) and the following day it was all collected in via the P.O.S.B. and used
for the next time.

The Captain didn't play volley-ball anymore but he was remarkably
spry for his age, a comparatively young A.B. trundled him around in his
wheel chair with great skill. He used to talk to the Ship's Company regu-
larly, at first it had been once a week but now he did it each. New Year's
Day.

The Navigating Officer calculated that if they stayed in the same area
they would run aground on their own empty beer cans in about December
of the year 2157, so they moved the line the ship steamed up and down on a
hundred yards South South East every year at Michaelmas.

It is difficult to say what happened to the ship. She didn't sink or go
aground and she certainly didn't go home or to any other port. She
became a sort of fairy story and, like the old soldiers, merely faded away.

J. J. R. 0.
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