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            FOREWORD

            ADMIRAL LORD WEST GCB DSC PC

         

         William Carne was typical of a generation of naval officers that manned the Royal Navy through the German Wars of the first half of the 20th century. It is no exaggeration to say that without the Royal Navy the United Kingdom could not have survived and emerged victorious. We owe these men a huge debt of gratitude for the quiet way in which they did their duty.

         What leaps out is the youth of many involved. Carne left Dartmouth to take up his first war appointment in 1914 aged sixteen, a callow youth who had to learn so much on the job in war conditions.

         His account of the Battle of Jutland is understated and completely gripping. Aged only eighteen he was in a highly exposed position in the battlecruiser HMS New Zealand. His photograph of HMS Indefaticable blowing up is iconic. He clearly shows the feelings of elation after the battle which he felt they had won, and then the despondency when the nation held the fleet responsible for what seemed an abysmal result.

         The men in the fleet however were correct. Germany never challenged the Royal Naval battle fleet again. The victory at Jutland ensured the winning of the First World War. Germany, in desperation, resorted to unconditional U-boat war which brought the US in on the Allied side. By 1918 Germany was starving, its industries faltering and there was revolution on the streets due to our iron-hard naval blockade.

         We glean another fascinating insight into the rather amateurish behaviour of many of the more minor and multitudinous craft that had been manned for a total war. This is well illustrated during Carne’s service on HMS Asphodel in the Mediterranean. He highlights the almost complete lack of anti-submarine warfare training or expertise – even late in WWI – but also shows how quickly lessons were being learnt. One can understand how the U-boats nearly succeeded in starving Britain into submission.

         As with so many of his Dartmouth contemporaries, Carne was a battle hardened highly professional officer by the outbreak of WWII. Despite some 7setbacks, this cadre of professional officers helps account for the exemplary performance of the Navy throughout almost six years of war. Carne held a key position in the fleet staff during the crucial maritime battles in the Eastern Mediterranean and then as a cruiser captain in the desperate battle for Crete.

         An intriguing aspect of his achievements was the use of airborne torpedoes particularly in shallow water, enabling the hugely successful attack on Taranto emulated by the Japanese some months later at Pearl Harbor.

         The Navy had rescued our army from Dunkirk, kept our supply lines open and returned a war-winning force to the Continent on D-day. With the European war almost won, the Navy shifted its focus to the Pacific. Carne was promoted to Commodore in charge of the 30th Aircraft Carrier Squadron (the RN had fifty-four aircraft carriers in 1945) with which he supported our Fleet carriers in helping the USN in their operations against Japan.

         Captain W. P. Carne CBE RN retired from the Navy in 1950 and there is a wonderful photograph of him with his four sons all Navy lieutenants at one of their weddings. He was a proud man and a classic naval officer of the old school; one of a breed that did so much for the nation they loved. This book is not only a testament to the man but a whole generation of naval officers.

         
             

         

         Admiral the Right Honourable Lord West of Spithead GCB DSC PC

      

   


   
      
         
            INTRODUCTION

         

         My grandfather died when I was eighteen, and I realise now that I did not know him well. I didn’t know, for example, that his nickname in the Navy had been ‘Silent William’, although he was certainly a taciturn man in later life. Like most of his generation, he didn’t speak of the wars that he had fought in. Instead, he lived a gentle retired life in Cornwall, far removed from the events in his Naval career.

         Fortunately, in the 1960s, he did take the considerable trouble to write down his experiences in the First World War. I remember as a small boy finding a typed copy of these memoirs in a dusty file in the attic, and asking my grandmother about them. She told me that there had been no interest in publishing them at the time as, ‘there wasn’t enough love interest’.

         Some fifty years later these files were rediscovered and, on further searching, exercise books, typed pages filled with memories from the Second World War, letters, photographs and newspaper cuttings were found in an old wooden box. This book is, therefore, a compilation of stories that were never intended to appear together. I have therefore edited this book in distinct parts, each covering a different period and each with inevitably different styles reflecting the material available. Where I found contemporary letters, newspaper cuttings etc., I have included these as I think they provide a different insight into both his personality, and the way in which his loved ones at home found out about his life. Let us remember that they also lived through extraordinary times and endured great hardships.

         While the stories may be short in love interest, I hope the reader will agree with me that they represent a fascinating insight into the life of a naval officer during one of the most critical times in our history. Those times may now be history, but I remember my grandparents very well, and I am glad that we now have the opportunity to tell a part of their story.

         
             

         

         Mark Carne CBE

July 2021

      

   


   
      
         
9
            PART ONE

            THE FIRST WORLD WAR
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11
            CHAPTER 1

            FROM DARTMOUTH TO WAR

         

         Victoria Station was chaotic. We six naval cadets had arrived from Portsmouth together with our sea chests, with orders to go to South Queensferry to join our ship HMS Sappho. The time was late evening on the 4th August 1914 and, somehow, we had to catch the night train from King’s Cross to Edinburgh. But how to get our sea chests across to King’s Cross? The station was crowded with army and navy reservists, all more than a little bewildered. Eventually, one of us ran down someone in authority, one of those Railway Transport Officers or RTOs who later became such a familiar feature of all large railway stations. This official produced a horse-drawn waggonette into which we piled our sea chests and, as there was no room in the waggonette for us, we sat perched on the sea chests.

         In this manner we started our slow journey to King’s Cross. It must have been between 8 and 9pm that we emerged into the area in front of Buckingham Palace, which was filled with a large crowd, quite silent, waiting for the fateful news that the ultimatum to Germany had expired.

         Through this crowd the police were keeping open a narrow gangway for the traffic, which, it must be remembered, was still largely horse-drawn. Our waggonette went clip-clop through the silent crowd. Just as we got to the far side a voice at the back called out, ‘Up the Navy’, and the whole crowd started to clap and cheer.

         It was not perhaps astonishing that at this emotional moment, while the fate of the ultimatum was in the balance, that the crowd should have indulged in this hysterical cheering. What was astonishing was that six small boys, we were only sixteen, should have thought it quite natural that at this time of emergency, the crowd should turn to them for help and protection. During our two years at Osborne and one at Dartmouth, the fact that the Navy was the sure shield of the country had been so indoctrinated into us that we naturally thought that, in this moment of tension and danger, the people of England would turn to us despite our youth and inexperience and 12put their trust in us. Thus, I do not think it was so much pride that supported us on our way to King’s Cross, as satisfaction that a self-evident fact had at last been realised.

         The events that led up to this scene before Buckingham Palace had started during the previous week when one evening the Captain of Dartmouth addressed the whole college and informed us that in the event of war we should all be mobilised and that when we went to our dormitories we should find lists showing to which ships we had been allocated. He further added that he had informed the Admiralty that he expected to have cleared the college in eight hours from receiving the executive telegram. Not unnaturally this information created a considerable stir amongst the cadets though I think there were few who really believed that it might happen.

         The cynics were, however, proved wrong when on Saturday afternoon the telegram arrived ordering the college to mobilise. We were hastily rounded up from the various playing fields and instructed to get into uniform, pack our sea chests and assist in getting the chests out of the dormitories onto the terrace in front of the college. In the meantime, every form of cart, waggon or lorry in Dartmouth had been assembled into which we loaded our sea chests for transport across the Dart to Kingswear, where three special trains had arrived, one to go to each Home Port of Portsmouth, Chatham and Devonport. All my term were to go to Portsmouth and we started our journey about 9pm in a very crowded train, which proceeded with many stops until we reached Salisbury where, to our intense disappointment, the train was turned round and we went back arriving about 7am on Sunday morning. This was a very great disappointment, more particularly as the two trains to Chatham and Devonport had gone on to their destinations. We all went to bed to make up for some of the lost sleep during the previous night.

         Most of the officers had left the College to take up their war appointments and nobody knew what to do with us. During the afternoon our sea chests were brought back from Kingswear and we rather languidly got them back into our dormitories.

         In the evening the music master put on an organ recital in the Chapel. I can’t remember why there was no evening service, I suppose the chaplain had already gone to his war appointment. In the middle of the recital a further telegram arrived for us to proceed to Portsmouth forthwith. Immediately all 13was excitement, noise and activity. Once more we had to get our chests out of the dormitories and load them on the transport which once more arrived in good time. We were getting rather good at getting our chests down the stairs from the dormitories. Each chest was hauled to the top of the stairs and given a gentle push. Gravity did the rest and if a few banisters were carried away or the paintwork damaged, who cared? Weren’t we going to war?

         This time our train went right through to Portsmouth and we were accommodated in the Officers’ Mess in the Naval Barracks. As there were no cabins available for us, we were each given a mattress from a sailor’s hammock and a blanket and told to doss down in the library. Here we remained throughout Monday. On Tuesday various detachments departed to ships in Portsmouth and after lunch we got our orders to join HMS Sappho at Queensferry. It was not long before we were on a train to London and, as I have already described, making our way to King’s Cross to catch a train to Edinburgh.

         While at Portsmouth I drew from the library a book whose title was I think “Rasplata” which was a personal account by a Russian Naval Officer of the destruction of the Russian fleet by the Japanese at the battle of Tsushima. As I was quite certain a similar fate awaited the German fleet, I was not particularly perturbed, it was quite inconceivable that the British fleet could suffer a similar disaster.

         We duly made our way to Edinburgh and thence to South Queensferry. Sometime during the night, we heard that the ultimatum had expired and that therefore we were at war.
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            CHAPTER 2

            HMS SAPPHO

         

         We joined Sappho just before lunch, to find that the ship had recently arrived from Scapa having brought Admiral Callaghan, who had just been relieved as Commander-in-Chief by Admiral Jellicoe. Almost as we stepped aboard, we were informed that we were going to coal ship that afternoon and that we had better dig out some overalls from our sea chests.

         The next few hours were very confused. Nobody knew what to do with six naval cadets in a ship with no gunroom. Eventually we were put into a small mess down aft, that had been the Admiral’s stewards’ mess. It was a small space, curtained off from the after-cabin flat, eighty percent occupied by a mess table with a bench running around the outboard and after side. Our chests were stowed in the cabin flat, and two marines told off to draw hammocks for us. We were to be fed from the Wardroom as there was no other organisation.

         In the meantime, we were best getting into our oldest clothes, as we should be required to assist with the coaling. The ship had a much-reduced ship’s company, as in peacetime she had been employed as a sort of Admiral’s yacht. Until her complement was completed by reservists, it was hoped a number would arrive during the day; the assistance of six cadets to help with coaling would be welcome. The ship was to sail again at 5am the next morning for Scapa.

         I don’t remember much about the rest of that day, except that I was more tired than I had ever been before. We started coaling about 4pm and continued long after dark on that fine summer evening. The coal was hoisted in hundredweight bags, each bag lifted onto a trolley and rolled away to a chute down which the bag was emptied. My job was to collect the empty bags, drag them back to the gangway, and from there throw them back on to the deck of the collier. The bags were of heavy reinforced canvas with steel gromets, through which the hoisting strops were rove.

         The bags had been used many times before and were impregnated with coal dust, and consequently both heavy and awkward to throw. I soon grew 15weary, and I fear more than one bag went into the sea between the two ships instead of on to the collier’s deck.

         One of the hazards of coaling ship was caused by the chutes, which were holes in the deck about eighteen inches in diameter. After a few bags had been emptied down a chute, the whole deck was covered in loose coal and, particularly in the dark, the hole in the deck was not easy to see. Many sailors struggling with a heavy bag of coal have put their leg down a chute and ended up with a broken leg. Late at night, when dragging a pile of sacks back to the gangway, I put my leg down a chute. However, my lucky star, who has looked after me on many occasions, was working full speed that night and I put my leg down a chute that was choked with coal only about a foot below the surface of the deck, so I came to no harm.

         Soon we were black with coal dust, black faces and black clothes with coal dust in our eyes, up our noses and caked around our mouths. Being inexperienced we had not tied scarves tightly around our necks, so that soon the dust was working down under our clothes. There was coal everywhere, inches deep on the deck, and everything one touched was covered in coal dust. As the light failed, yardarm groups, large brass reflectors, each with half a dozen lamps, were switched on. Each illuminated part, but only a part, of the deck so that the figures of the working men passed alternately from darkness to light. Any clothes were permissible for coaling ship, so that as a reaction to the uniform the sailors were required to wear every day, many of the men were inclined to adopt somewhat bizarre garments, but very soon they were all a uniform black colour from the all-pervading coal dust.

         After interminable hours, the bunkers were all reported to be filled and the collier cast off. The last of the coal dust on the decks was swept down the chutes, the deck plates replaced, and a hose rigged from every rising main in the ship. Each armed with a broom, the tired sailors proceeded to scrub the decks while the petty officers directed the hoses and made sure no part of the deck was left unscrubbed. At this late hour no attempt was made to deal with the paintwork, boats, equipment etc. Of course, everything required washing, but this was left for the next day.

         In this water picnic we cadets were rather lost, not knowing what to do. Fortunately, the First Lieutenant came along and saw that we were merely in the way, and dismissed us to get clean and turn in. In the after cabin flat, a 16tired and dirty marine produced two cabin baths, tin dishes about three feet in diameter and six inches deep, and a couple of cans of warm water. Each can held enough to produce a depth of about one inch of water in each bath. In this meagre supply of water, we endeavoured, without complete success, to rid ourselves of our coating of coal dust and then to climb into our hammocks, which had also been slung in the cabin flat.

         We had no difficulty in getting to sleep that night, nor did the sound of the ship getting underway at 5am disturb us, although the cabin flat was immediately over the propellers, and was a very noisy place at sea. The marines told to look after us called us about 7 am, and we made a further effort to remove the traces of coal from our bodies in the inadequate baths. By this time there was a little motion on the ship, and the water in the baths was slopping out onto the cabin flat deck. However, that did nothing to curb our appetites for breakfast.
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         The ship was now well clear of the Firth of Forth and heading for Scapa. Immediately after breakfast the ship went to action stations. I found myself posted to the starboard waist, where there was a battery of three 4.7-inch guns. I felt completely lost and did not know what was happening. However, after about an hour the hands fell out from action stations and got back to their interrupted work of cleaning the ship, and the First Lieutenant directed 17a Chief Petty Officer, who combined the duties of Chief Bosun Mate and Chief Gunner’s Mate, to show us around the ship. This Chief Petty Officer, whose name was Cotton, combined the qualities of a good petty officer with the manners and methods of a good old-fashioned nanny, being quite respectful to us in our capacity as junior officers, but at the same time being quite firm and allowing no skylarking.

         Under his tutelage we learnt that the Sappho was an old-fashioned, out-of-date second-class cruiser whose armament consisted of two 6-inch guns mounted on the fo’c’sle and poop respectively and six 4.7-inch guns, three in each waist. The high poop on which the after 6-inch gun was mounted allowed comparatively capacious cabins to be built under it. It was largely due to the fact that the ship had these good cabins that she had been retained as a tender to the fleet flagship as a sort of yacht for the benefit of the Commander-in-Chief. The 6-inch guns were very ancient pieces trained by two trainers, one either side, laid by another man while the actual gunlayer stood in rear of the gun and laid it over open sights, giving verbal orders to the trainers and layer respectively. The gun was actually fired by the gunlayer, who carried a pistol switch on a long wandering lead, the power being supplied by a battery of Leclanché cells. At a later date we did some gun practice, firing at a barrel supporting a short flagpole with a red flag. Practice was carried out at a range seldom exceeding half a mile as we steamed around the target. The fo’c’sle 6-inch gun resisted all attempts to fire, as we had had heavy weather a few days previously and the box containing the Lechanché battery had not resisted the onset of the saltwater. The after 6-inch succeeded in getting off two rounds, neither of which pitched even approximately close to the target.

         But our main strength was in the 4.7-inch guns in the waists which actually had telescopic sights; though, it is true, they still had three motion breech blocks. But they were the same type of gun as had been taken to Ladysmith during the Boer War, where they had rendered good service, so why shouldn’t they do just as well against the Germans? During gun practice, each gun fired two rounds separately and there was tremendous competition between the various gunlayers as to who should obtain a direct hit. There was no attempt to fire salvoes, each gunlayer banged off in turn judging his own range and deflection. 18

         Between the sponsons of each 4.7-inch gun, the ship was fitted with high bulwarks so that seen from outboard the ship appeared to be flush decked from fo’c’sle to poop. In each bulwark was fitted the hammock nettings. As the gun sponsons were by no means watertight, in heavy weather the deck of the waists was awash and the air filled with spray, so that a man getting his hammock out of the netting was almost certain to get it wet before he could get it down to a messdeck and sling it. Above each waist were stowed the boats, we were each told off to a boat and I found myself midshipman of the Captain’s galley, a six-oared gig of which I was very proud. Cotton showed us how each boat was hoisted and secured while at sea, and where its gear was kept.

         We completed the passage to Scapa in fine weather and on arrival were directed to anchor as a guard ship for Holm Sound, as at that time there were no defences to Scapa Flow. That night I kept my first night watch as a lookout on the After Bridge. I had absolutely nothing to do or anyone to speak to except stare into the darkness. I found the hours quite interminable and the effort to keep my eyes open almost unbearable. On the other hand, if anyone had suggested that I should be much better off if I went back to Dartmouth and was tucked up nice and comfortable in my bed in a dormitory, I should have been most indignant and would have replied that the naval life was just what I wanted, and under no circumstances would I change it.

         During the next two months we spent most of our time in or around Scapa Flow, acting as guard ship at night and occasionally patrolling outside. The summer of 1914 was a very lovely one, and Scapa Flow, which in after years I learnt could be a very unpleasant place as regards weather, treated us royally. The First Lieutenant, who thought that the ship was likely to be used for commerce protection duties and would therefore have to be proficient at boarding merchant ships at sea, was very insistent in getting the boats’ crews thoroughly efficient. Thus, we cadets found that we spent a lot of time away in our boats, which was excellent training both in handling boats and in taking charge of sailors.

         During this time a number of reservists joined the ship to bring her up to war complement. Included amongst these were two RNR lieutenants, good seamen but as ignorant of anything to do with guns as we cadets. But they relieved 19the officer situation considerably as previously the only executive officers in the Wardroom had been the First Lieutenant and Navigating Officer. On the outbreak of war these two officers were extremely busy and could spare no time for half a dozen cadets, but with the arrival of the RNR lieutenants they began to give us a little desultory instruction, but of course our real instructor was the active service conditions under which we were living.

         
            [image: ]

         

         On the 28th August we were patrolling to the westward of the Orkneys and I, for one, was very seasick when the CPO telegraphist came down with the news that three German cruisers had been sunk by our battle cruisers 20at the Battle of Heligoland. He went on to ask if that news make me feel better, and wouldn’t I have liked to be in one of the battle cruisers? I should indeed have liked, at that moment, to be in a battle cruiser; but chiefly I think because in such a ship the motion would be less, and I shouldn’t feel quite so ill.

         During the periods when we were in harbour, we usually anchored a long way away from Scapa pier, so that there was no opportunity to send the stewards ashore to buy fresh provisions in Kirkwall, nor had the organisation for supplying the fleet with fresh provisions been as yet completed. On several occasions, therefore, the First Lieutenant landed the cadets close abreast the ship, with instructions to visit every farm within walking distance and buy anything in the way of fresh food that they had to offer. I found these expeditions in the fine summer weather most enjoyable. We were always well received at the farms who were avid for news. I doubt if many of the farms ever saw a newspaper, certainly not a daily one. We, however, had the benefit of a wireless bulletin every morning. We soon found it was worthwhile to get a few extra copies of this made out, and take them round the farms where they were eagerly received. In return they sold us goods at very reasonable prices, such eggs, chickens and ducks as they could spare. It was still very early days in the war; I am afraid it was not long before prices rocketed when the whole Grand Fleet started combing the islands for fresh food.

         In the autumn of that year, the German submarines had several successes. This new type of ship, never used in war before, started to spread a certain degree of consternation. The range at which the German craft were operating was greater than had been expected, and the first reaction in naval thought was that they must have secret bases from which they could refuel. The Sappho, amongst other ships, was sent to examine various remote lochs and harbours in the Outer Hebrides. We crept into all sorts of little holes and corners, somewhat to the alarm of the navigating officer who was of the opinion that the Captain’s zeal for hunting submarines was bringing various unnecessary navigational hazards to the ship.

         Having drawn a blank in the Outer Hebrides we were sent to examine North Rona Island, an uninhabited island, or rather a deserted island – it had been inhabited once – some forty miles northwest of Cape Wrath. The island was not much more than a large rock some two miles long. We steamed 21around it close inshore, and from there we could see the ruins of a cottage and a large flock of sheep. There was no harbour, but there appeared to be a small cove at which it looked possible to land.

         The Captain decided that the island must be more carefully examined, for which purpose he himself would go ashore, and he would take four cadets with him. The ship was duly anchored as close to the cove as was reasonably safe, but steam was kept on the engines as the island afforded no protection from the weather, which was not looking too good, with a falling barometer.

         The Captain very shortly appeared on deck in his shooting clothes and with his gun. It then appeared that the main object of the expedition was to shoot a grouse and the cadets were to act as beaters. The First Lieutenant then bobbed up and said, “What about some fresh mutton?”. During our cruise of the Hebrides, we had expended all our fresh meat, and were down to corned beef. The First Lieutenant’s proposal was approved, and the Navigating Officer and Cotton were added to the expedition, each armed with a service rifle and pockets full of ammunition.

         We landed at the cove, but not without some difficulty as there was an appreciable sea running. From there we scrambled up the cliff, each cadet in turn offering to carry the Captain’s gun but he, wise man, kept his precious weapon in his own hands.

         When we arrived at the top of the cliff, the sheep took one look at us and proceeded at full speed to the other end of the island. A scramble up to the top of the highest hillock soon showed that North Rona Island as a base for submarine operations lacked any natural facilities, thus confirming the opinions made from our circumnavigation of the island. Further that, as there was little or no heather, it was hardly worth wasting time looking for grouse; nor did there appear to be any other bird worthy of being shot.

         Most of the island was covered with lush grass upon which the sheep, who we estimated to number at least two hundred, appeared to flourish. We therefore decided to shoot a couple of the sheep who, however, had different ideas and kept well out of range using their local knowledge of the terrain to outwit all our attempts to approach them.

         Eventually the Navigator and Cotton took cover behind some rocks, while the Captain, with the four cadets, gradually drove a portion of the flock towards them. The sheep went past the ‘guns’, leaping from rock to 22rock and taking full advantage of any cover. A considerable fusillade ensued, in which one sheep was killed. I think both riflemen claimed to have hit the animal, which may well have been the case as it was certainly hit twice.

         It was then necessary to get the beast down to the boat. The Captain refused to allow any further pursuit of the sheep, as the weather had begun to look more menacing and he was anxious to get back onboard. Cotton handed his rifle to one of the cadets, hoisted the sheep on his shoulders and carried it to the boat, but by the time he had got it down the cliff and onboard he was saying that nothing would persuade him to volunteer in future for any sheep-shooting expeditions.

         When we arrived onboard, we found a rather anxious first lieutenant as, owing to the depreciating weather, he had doubts about getting the boat back before he would have had to weigh and stand-off. We were soon on our way back to Scapa, with a cold wind rapidly rising to gale force and producing a heavy sea. I think this expedition to North Rona Island may be described as completing the picnic side of the war for me; the mobilisation from the College had been a picnic, joining the Sappho and coaling ship had been a picnic, so had early days at Scapa, with foraging trips to the farms interlarded with trips at sea around the islands. But now the weather had broken, the sea was cold and rough, and most days I was seasick. The war was still a very great adventure, but it had ceased to be a picnic.

         Looking back with the advantage of hindsight. I think it may be said that this expedition to North Rona Island epitomised the casual way in which the Navy took up the First War. If Wellington could hunt foxes behind the lines of Torres Vedros, obviously the captain of one of HM ships sent to look for submarines at North Rona Island, and not immediately finding any, could go ashore and shoot a grouse. But he had been sent to look for submarines. Surely, he should have borne in mind the possibility, if not the likelihood, of there being a submarine in the vicinity, and therefore it was surely unwise of him to anchor his ship, thus making her a sitting target?1 But it took a large number of rude shocks before the Navy woke up to the fact that this was the twentieth century, and that we were fighting a war against professionals. We were professional seamen, we had learnt that from our forefathers and our 23traditions; what we had to realise was that not only must we be professional seamen, but also professionals at sea warfare, which was not the same thing. 

         I cannot pretend that I, or for that matter, anyone else in the Sappho had begun to realise that we had to readjust our ideas; but a succession of disasters which occurred during the autumn of 1914 gave us certain twinges of uneasiness. The loss of the Cressy, Hogue and Aboukir followed by the Hawke and Formidable in home waters, and the sinking of the Good Hope and Monmouth at Coronel, in all of which ships were cadets who had been at Dartmouth with us, brought home to us the fact that this war was not going to be a walk over, and that we were in it up to our necks.

         It was about this time that the Admiralty promoted us all to midshipmen with seniority from the time we joined our ships. This was a great day and we hurriedly wrote away to Gieves for the white patches of our new rank, which we sewed onto our collars. What is more, it meant that we got paid as midshipmen. It is true that our pay packet only amounted to some £6 a month, but that was a vast increase on the shilling a week pocket money we were allowed at Dartmouth. With patches on our collars, money clinking in our pockets, and being addressed as midshipman, we were now convinced that we had finally said good-bye to Dartmouth and were indeed part of what we called ‘The Service’. Before this, I think we had always had an uneasy feeling that we might suddenly be sent back to Dartmouth again to restart our studies at our desks.

         The German submarines having proved that they could operate at greater ranges than had previously been thought possible, the Grand Fleet was forced to lead an uneasy existence, as at this time no harbour had yet been made safe against attack by submarines.

         The Sappho was in Scapa when occurred what was subsequently called the Battle of Scapa Flow. At this time there had built up a large number of ships in the Flow, mostly colliers and tankers. The only ship of first importance was the Iron Duke, which for some reason was not at sea with the rest of the fleet. Early one morning, some destroyers who had been patrolling off Hoxa Sound, the main entrance, came into the Flow at high speed firing at something in the water and a submarine was reported to be in the Flow. Sappho went to action stations and hurriedly weighed anchor to steam slowly around the Flow looking for the reported submarine. 24

         Two colliers were hurriedly berthed either side of the Iron Duke. In the meantime, the destroyers were dashing about the Flow at high speed, at intervals opening fire at something in the water, which, apparently, they did not damage, nor fortunately did they damage any of the other ships in the Flow. Eventually the excitement died down and nothing further happened. It was believed that this was another false alarm, possibly caused by a school of porpoises, of which there were many about at this time.

         The Grand Fleet moved round to the West Coast of Scotland to Loch Ewe, until the defences of Scapa could be improved. But their mail had been despatched to Scapa and, as it was not known when the fleet would return, the Sappho was directed to embark the complete mail for the fleet and take it around to Loch Ewe. This duty completed, we returned to Scapa Flow and prepared to carry out a more important operation.

         The time was now well into October 1914, and the first convey of Canadian troops was due to cross the Atlantic to the United Kingdom. To cover this movement, various forces were sent to sea. The Sappho formed part of a rather heterogenous collection of ships detailed to carry out the Muckle Flugga patrol. The ships of this force were stationed in line almost ten miles apart in a bearing roughly northeast from Muckle Flugga, which is the northeast corner of the Shetland Islands. We steamed roughly southeast by day until we were about fifty miles south of our line of bearing from Muckle Flugga, turned sixteen points at midnight and steamed on a reciprocal course until noon the next day, when we were about fifty miles north of our line, and then repeated the operation. We seldom exceeded ten knots and must have been an easy target for a submarine. Any neutral ships we encountered, we stopped and boarded. We were in fact the beginning of that force which was known as the Tenth Cruiser Squadron, which throughout the war maintained the blockade in northern waters. But later the force consisted of armed merchant liners, far more suitable ships for the prevailing weather conditions.

         Throughout the ten days that Sappho remained on the patrol, the sea was rough, the wind seldom blew at less than gale force, the visibility was much reduced by rain, sleet and hail showers and the poor old Sappho went through almost every antic that it is possible for a ship to perform, during which she almost rolled her masts and funnels out of the ship. I, in common with most 25of the ship’s company, was cold, wet and miserable and, in addition, I was very seasick.

         Any form of comfort disappeared. Fresh food rapidly ran out, and the cooks had great difficulty in keeping a fire alive in the galley sufficiently long to cook a meal. Washing became unpleasant and hazardous. The motion in the after-cabin flat was tremendous and unpredictable; the water slopped out of our little tin dish baths, making the deck slippery, and then the baths took charge and careered around the flat. To an onlooker it might have appeared rather humorous to see a naked boy crouching in a tin dish which was careering madly about the deck, coming to rest at intervals with a loud bump against the bulkheads, while the boy collected a number of interesting bruises from collisions with the rifles which, in common with all HM ships at that time, were stowed in racks against the bulkheads of the cabin flat. But I was long past seeing any humour in anything.

         Each forenoon we reported by signal to the senior officer the percentage of fuel remaining. Fortunately for us, the Sappho was not designed for long periods at sea and our percentage of fuel remaining dropped rapidly. We midshipmen eagerly scanned this signal each day and tried to calculate when we should be released. At last, the eagerly awaited signal arrived and we were ordered to leave the patrol line in time to enter Scapa at dawn the next morning. Thus, our ten days of purgatory came to an end. I have endured heavy weather mixed up with cold and rain and snow on many occasions since, including a couple of Russian convoys, but I don’t think the conditions were ever quite so unpleasant as they were in the Sappho, a very old ship quite unsuitable for the duties on which she was employed.

         The morning we entered Scapa I had the watch as midshipman of the watch. After ten days of the Sappho’s unpleasant motion, my seasickness had abated a little and I hoped I was getting over it. In this, however, I was unduly optimistic; while I could more or less get used to the motion after a few days at sea, after a few hours in harbour the next experience of bad weather would produce the same unpleasant symptoms. As we approached Hoxa Sound in the unpleasantly rough waters of the Pentland Firth, which were even worse than usual, we met Commodore Goodenough in the Southampton leading the 2nd Light Cruiser Squadron to sea. As the Southampton came in sight, her signal light started winking at us. But the light 26was frequently hidden by the ship’s smoke, which was being blown straight towards us, and the motion on the Sappho’s bridge was so violent that the seasick signalman could not keep his glass on the light and was unable to read the signal. This was made rapidly and repeated several times by the Commodore’s efficient signal staff, who were probably being cussed by the Commodore for not getting an answer. I was hanging onto the bridge rails trying to prevent myself from being thrown about the bridge, and dodging down behind the bridge screen each time we buried our bows in a wave and a cloud of spray shot up over the bridge. The Captain told the Officer of the Watch to read the signal, but he was one of the RNR officers and could not make head nor tail of it, so the Captain turned to me. By reading a word here and a letter there, I made a guess that the Commodore was asking for a weather report on conditions outside. The Captain told the signalman to make back ‘Rough’. I think he was going to elaborate his signal, but by the time our signalman had got his old fashioned 24-inch signal lamp burning and trained on the Southampton, she was already well past us and burying her fo’c’sle up to the bridge in the waters of the Pentland Firth, so I think further expansion of the signal was unnecessary.

         Later I got to know the hatchet features of the Commodore’s face better, as he was a great friend of my second Captain in the New Zealand and I frequently had him in my picket boat. I often wondered exactly what he said when he got the signal ‘Rough’, when obviously what he wanted was the direction of the wind, its force and perhaps more particularly the visibility. Conditions inside Scapa were frequently very different from those outside, and obviously what he wanted to know was at what distance to spread his cruisers and still maintain visual contact.

         Goodenough was an excellent seaman and a magnificent Commander of Cruisers, as his subsequent record during that war proved, but he was somewhat old-fashioned as regards some of his ideas. At a later date, about a year after this incident, I met him in Gieves, the naval tailors, in Edinburgh. Recognising me as one of the New Zealand’s midshipmen who had given him passage in my picket boat, he demanded in a voice that shook the whole shop what I was doing. When I very shyly replied that I was buying some pyjamas, he said with great scorn, “Pyjamas, pyjamas, never heard of such a thing. When I was your age, we wore a sailor’s flannel at night. Didn’t waste 27our money on pyjamas”. A sailor’s flannel is, of course, the square-necked shirt that they wear. It is designed to give warmth, and in those days was made of a material which was definitely tickly, and I cannot imagine a much more uncomfortable garment in which to sleep. 
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         A few weeks later, in November 1914, we were sent for by our Captain who informed us that we had been appointed to the New Zealand and that we should be ready to leave at short notice. This information filled us with the greatest excitement, as we were longing to be appointed to a more modern ship and the height of our ambition was to go to one of the battle cruisers.

         The glamour which surrounded the name of Admiral Beatty had already penetrated our small minds, and we felt that in his squadron we should get what we called a bar to our medal. In other words, that we should take part in a battle.

         A few days later the battle cruisers made one of their infrequent visits to Scapa; they were usually based further south, in order to be in a position to 28counter raids by the German battle cruisers on the east coast, although up to that time none of these raids had been attempted. Signals were exchanged and we were informed that a picket boat would call for us that afternoon. In next to no time, we were in the boat with our chests waving good-bye to all the officers of the Sappho, who came on deck to see us go. I think our departure left rather a gap in the small community in the Sappho; no other midshipmen were appointed to take our place.

         We had been a nuisance when we arrived, another responsibility at a time of great strain; but we had gradually found our feet, and were becoming quite useful members of the ship’s complement and our departure left a gap. As we shoved off, I saw Cotton standing behind the ship’s officers, looking even more like a good nanny, wondering whether his charges were going to be a credit to him in their new ship.

         
            1It is recorded that the German U-Boat U-90 used to stop at North Rona during their patrols, where they would also land a party to shoot sheep.
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            CHAPTER 3

            HMS NEW ZEALAND

         

         Arriving alongside the New Zealand, she looked absolutely huge with her two tripod masts and those enormous funnels. She had just completed coaling ship; the collier had just shoved off and the upper deck was awash with water from the many hoses, while what appeared to be enormous numbers of black-faced sailors were energetically scrubbing the deck. The midshipman of the watch, who had more than two years’ seniority as a midshipman and who to us was a veteran, escorted us to the gunroom which was situated amidships on the port side. Outside the gunroom was the chest flat, which at that time was occupied by a number of very noisy and dirty midshipmen who were in the process of stripping off their coaling clothes preparatory to bathing. Our guide left us, explaining that the other midshipmen would be there in half an hour or so, and that tea would then be served. The gunroom seemed enormous and most luxurious after the poky little hole we had lived in onboard the Sappho.

         We were not left long before the gunroom was filled with a noisy crowd demanding tea from the Maltese stewards, and at the same time subjecting the new midshipmen to an interrogation which started with a demand as to who we were, where we had come from and how much we knew. It was made immediately clear that we were very ignorant, untidy and generally a disgrace to any reputable gunroom. It was essential that we immediately improved ourselves and, in the meantime, took over a number of duties from the senior midshipmen who were shortly to be examined for the rank of sub-lieutenant, and wanted an opportunity to work up their knowledge for this exam. To start us off in the right direction after tea, a tour of the ship was organised in order that we should at least begin to know our way about. I was amazed at the size of the ship, the large hatches and broad companionways so different from the narrow and steep ladders of the Sappho.30
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         The fo’c’sle deck of the New Zealand, as in all the battle cruisers of that date, was continued right aft to the mainmast, with a short after deck abaft the after superstructure mostly occupied by ‘X’ turret. Contrary to the normal naval traditions, the officers lived forward. The Captain’s quarters were immediately below the bridge from where, going aft, was a cabin flat for the more senior officers, the Wardroom flat with the Wardroom on the starboard side and more cabins on the port side, followed further aft by the gunroom flat with the actual gunroom on the port side while the starboard side was occupied by various officers’ bathrooms etc., and finally an office flat before one stepped out onto the after deck. The quarterdeck was therefore forward, actually between the forward superstructure on which was built the bridge, foremost funnel and forward 4-inch guns and the midship superstructure in which was the midship funnel and stowage for various boats etc. The port side of the quarter-deck was occupied by ‘P’ turret, which could fire from right ahead to right astern on the port side or by training across the deck could fire over an arc of about sixty degrees to starboard. Between the midship superstructure and the after superstructure was the midship deck with ‘Q’, the Marines turret, on the starboard side capable of being fired either on the starboard side or on a restricted arc on the port side similar to ‘P’ turret. The fo’c’sle and after turrets were known respectively as ‘A’ and ‘X’ turrets. 31

         While we had been doing this quick tour of the ship, ‘Cable Officers’ had been sounded off on the bugle by the drummer on watch, and all the battle cruisers got underway and, led by the Lion, sailed from Scapa. This produced the next surprise, as instead of the bump and thump and noise of the Sappho’s reciprocating engines, the New Zealand seemed to glide through the water, and at ordinary manoeuvring speeds between decks it was impossible to determine that the ship was actually underway. It was not until the squadron was clear of the land and speed increased to 22 knots and course altered every quarter of an hour for the zig-zag, that one realised between decks that one was at sea.

         This trip at sea did not last long, as at dawn the next day we entered Cromarty Firth and moored off Invergordon. By this time some rudimentary anti-submarine defences had been established at the entrance to the Firth, but no great confidence was placed in them and all ships lay with their anti-torpedo nets spread. As soon as the ship had moored, a collier came alongside and coaling commenced. Only a short coaling this time, as little fuel had been burnt on the passage from Scapa.

         We junior midshipmen went into the collier’s holds in the part of the ship to which we were allocated, in my case the maintopmen, and dug coal and filled bags, an exhausting performance, while the senior midshipmen worked the winches. Early the next year, after the senior midshipmen had been promoted to sub-lieutenant and most of them had left the ship, the duty of working the winches fell to us. The method employed was that known as the whip and outhaul. Each hold of the collier was fitted with two derricks, each derrick having its own separate winch. One derrick was rigged to plumb the hold, while the other plumbed the dump inboard. As soon as ten bags had been filled, a strop was passed through the gromets of each bag, the whip hooked on and, at a yell from the hold, the winch of the derrick plumbing the hold hove in at full speed. As the hoist cleared the combing of the hold, the other winch proceeded to heave in, starting the hoist to swing towards the ship. When the hoist was well up clear of the side of both ships, the winch plumbing the hold was reversed, the hoist swinging inboard and as it passed over the dump, the outhaul whip was reversed and, if the operation had been well judged, the hoist was right in the centre of the dump for the inboard crew to get their trolleys under the bags and wheel 32them away. Everything was of course done at full speed, each gang in each hold raced every other gang and each hold raced every other hold, and each ship raced every other ship. At the end of each hour, a numerical signal was hoisted in each ship reporting the number of tons received in the last hour. It was therefore important that the winches were worked at full speed; when reversing no attempt was made to shut off steam, one simply grasped the lever operating the links and hauled it across. In the case of some of the older colliers with worn winches, this required both strength and agility. The maintopmen to whom I was attached for coaling were usually the fastest hold in the New Zealand. We would have about ten gangs in the hold and each gang would fill ten bags in about five minutes, so the winches had to get a hoist inboard once every thirty seconds. This required concentration and good judgment, and heaven help the wretched midshipman who carried away a whip and caused a delay of five minutes or more in the middle of a coaling when the whole squadron were racing against each other. Supplies of fuel in harbour were never allowed to drop below ninety five percent of full capacity, which meant that if we stayed in harbour we had to coal every ten to fourteen days, only a small coaling, a couple of hundred tons or so which would take less than an hour; but the resulting dirt and dust would take the best part of a day to remove.

         On this occasion, we remained in harbour for an appreciable period. The battle cruisers had been operating almost continuously since the outbreak of war but, with the exception of the Heligoland Bight action, had not achieved very much. The expected gladiatorial combat between the two fleets in the middle of the North Sea had not taken place; the Germans refused to come to sea, and we didn’t know how to attack them in harbour. A pause for thought had become necessary. From the point of view of us junior midshipmen this was very lucky, as it gave us the opportunity to learn our way about our new ship and to settle down to our duties. The First Lieutenant, who was also the Snotties’ Nurse, i.e. the officer detailed to superintend the midshipmen’s instructions, started us off on an intensive syllabus of instruction but this was frequently interrupted as, at least daily, a portion of the ship’s armament was exercised, which the respective midshipmen were required to attend. I and another junior midshipman were detailed for the Transmitting Station, known as the TS, where the gunnery officer had produced a new idea. This 33consisted of a small table with a roller at either side. Stretched between the rollers was a roll of squared paper, which was wound from one roller to the other by a rating armed with a stopwatch. The paper was supposed to advance at the rate of an inch a minute, but its actual speed depended on the degree of concentration of the rating with the stopwatch which could vary quite a lot over long periods. Across the centre of the table was a ruler graduated in ranges. Along this ruler, the other midshipmen and I plotted ranges received on electrical receivers from the ship’s four range finders. Since the paper was moving at a steady speed, at least in theory, the slope of the line of ranges gave a measure of the rate of change of range, and was used as a check on the calculated rate. In actual fact, when the ship was steaming fast, the range finders in the two turrets ‘A’ and ‘X’ were blinded by spray and produced no useful ranges, the so-called torpedo range finder behind the foretop was always enveloped in smoke from the foremost funnel, and the only range finder which provided consistent ranges was the foretop instrument. It was from the crude and simple instruments such as this table that we gradually expanded during the war into the complicated and elaborate instruments which were eventually fitted in all capital ships.

         Besides our instruction in purely professional subjects, we also had to learn about the traditions and customs of the ship. HMS New Zealand had been built at the cost of the New Zealand government, completed at the end of 1912; she had then sailed around the world calling for an appreciable period at each of the principal ports in New Zealand.

         The ship was still in her first commission, so that generally speaking all the officers and men of her ship’s company when we joined had carried out this memorable cruise. During the time the ship was in New Zealand waters she had been visited by an old Maori Chief, who had prophesied that the ship would shortly be engaged in a great war; shortly before the war she would proceed a long way north. During the war ‘X’ turret would be put out of action and the foretop damaged, but the ship would come through the war safely provided the Captain, on each occasion of engaging the enemy, should wear two charms, which the old chief donated to the ship, and which consisted of something to wear around the neck and a sort of apron.

         As a proof that the old chief knew what he was talking about, we were told that in the early summer of that year, just before the outbreak of war, 34the ship, in common with the other battle cruisers of the Home Fleet, had been to Kronstadt where the Czar with all his family had been onboard. The ship’s company were quite convinced that the rest of the prophesy would come true and were very insistent that, on each occasion of going into action, the Captain should wear his charms. The ship did survive the war and, as I shall subsequently relate, ‘X’ turret was put out of action at the Battle of Jutland, but none of the ship’s company were hurt. No damage was ever suffered by the foretop.

         The other thing we had to learn was the Haka, the war dance and song of the Maoris. All the officers at least knew the words of the song and, on suitable occasions such as after dinner on guest nights, could perform the dance with éclat, if not with great accuracy. The junior midshipmen had to do physical drill on the upper deck at 7am every morning, which was not altogether a joke in winter in a Scottish firth. We were taken by the physical training instructor, who was also the leader of the ship’s Haka team and therefore an expert. He was a big man with suitable facial features and when he turned out with his whole team, dressed in what purported to be Maori war paint, they were a very fierce-looking crew. Actually, while the dance appears to be a fierce war dance, I believe a translation of the words refers more to the delights of love making than of war, though I have never really seen a complete translation.

         It was one night in the middle of December that we were called about one o’clock in the morning to be told that ‘Cable officers’ had already been sounded off, the ship was preparing for sea and the nets, which meant both watches of the hands were coming in in ten minutes. Struggling into some warm clothes, we went on deck to find a beastly night, very cold with sleet showers. With numbed fingers in the pitch-dark – ships were of course darkened and electric torches in the First War were few and far between and rather frowned on – we rove the trailing wires and brought them to the electric winches. At a bugle call all winches hove in together. If all goes well, the torpedo net booms should swing aft on their heel fittings and the topping lift of each boom should bring the boom against the ship’s side at an angle of about forty-five degrees. Further heaving in on the trailing wires should hoist the actual net onto the net shelf. But our nets had had much use in the previous four months with little or no opportunity to maintain the 35equipment. Wire after wire parted, and we were left with the net hanging in bights down the ship’s side. The only thing to do was to haul them by hand. This meant getting hook ropes, hooking the net a foot or two below the net shelf, and then with ten or a dozen men on each hook rope, hauling a foot or two of a small section of the net up into the net shelf.

         The New Zealand was manned from Devonport; she was what is known as a west country ship. At that time the Navy was manned almost exclusively from that part of the country which lies south of the Thames, with the exception of a few Scotsmen, many of whom came from the Hebrides and nearly all of whom were recruited at Devonport. So, a west country ship was manned from the counties of the South West with a sprinkling of Scotsmen. They are apt to be a bit slow and stolid compared with ship’s companies from Portsmouth and Chatham, but for a real tough job on a dirty night there is nothing to beat a west country crew. They went about the job with a quiet, determined efficiency. One man would hang down over the ship’s side with two shipmates hanging onto his heels until he had the hook rope hooked on, then ten or a dozen would haul away together to the squeaky voice of a small midshipman. Not a grumble from a man as they slipped and fell and tripped in the pitch dark on a deck littered with wires in every direction. And when I came a cropper over some obstruction, I was picked up by a large petty officer who said, “Don’t ‘ee go falling, Sir, we want ‘ee to give the word”. And so back to my hammock for an hour or two, to get up again for dawn action stations as by this time the ship was at sea, and of course we always closed up before the first streak of light and remained closed up until we were certain the horizon was clear.

         All that day we steamed in a southerly direction until we were off the coast of Yorkshire. It was known that the 2nd Battle Squadron was at sea with us, but no information was available regarding the object of the operation. That night I had a night watch, and was not feeling very fresh when we went to dawn action stations. Daylight came late on that winter morning with mist and rain squalls, poor visibility in all directions and a leaden sea. We checked through all communications and waited, but no order came to revert to cruising stations. In the TS, the atmosphere became very close and it was difficult to keep awake. We speculated as to what was happening; we had in the TS a speed indicator which showed that we were steaming 36at high speed, and a gyro repeater which indicated that we were making a large number of alterations of course. The morning stretched into the forenoon with no hint of anyone falling out for breakfast. The only reports that came down from the foretop were of rain and mist and falling visibility. In the ship’s organisation, there were no arrangements for keeping the ship’s company informed as to what was going on. We lived on rumour and speculation. Some signalman had seen a signal from a destroyer, reporting enemy vessels; Southampton had reported gun flashes. Then came a definite and surprising report that Scarborough had been bombarded, and we noticed that whereas we had been steaming in a generally easterly direction, we were now making back towards the English coast. But why should the Germans want to bombard Scarborough? No harbour or shipping there. Never mind, they had put their heads in a noose; we were between them and their home ports, shortly we would bring them to action and sink the lot.

         The minutes of that long forenoon slowly ticked themselves away. Buoyed up by excitement and anticipation of the battle, we could almost, but not quite, ignore the pangs of hunger. I think it was somewhere about 1pm, when we had been closed up for well over six hours, that a message was passed to all positions to send one hand to collect some sandwiches from the galley. Soon we were munching large, roughly cut sandwiches consisting of two slices of bread with a slab of corned beef between, no butter or mustard to help get them down. However, I found I had no difficulty in getting my teeth into them. We ate hurriedly, thinking that at any moment the enemy might be sighted, though I think that by this time we were all beginning to have doubts as to whether we should meet the Germans. Surely if we were going to catch them, we ought to have come up with them by now? The long afternoon had to be lived through, while a heavy cloud of disappointment steadily descended upon us. Frustrated, annoyed and disappointed, we reverted to cruising stations at dusk and made tracks for harbour.

         On this occasion we returned to Rosyth, where some anti-submarine defence had by now been rigged. This harbour remained the base for the battle cruisers throughout the rest of the war, and we always returned here except for brief period at Scapa for exercises. Rosyth was obviously a much better base from which to cut off any German raiding force, should they repeat their raid on Scarborough. 37

         We arrived in harbour, and the inevitable coaling having been completed, we had an opportunity to study the papers. They were of course not very complimentary on the failure of the navy to bring the raiders to action. I think they appreciated that it was impossible to prevent an occasional raid, and they did their best to minimise the amount of damage done but they obviously thought that the raiders ought to have been made to fight their way home, and that at least one or two of them should have been sunk on the way. The opinion of the gunroom was very similar. It was not until we read the papers that we began to have an idea what had happened; we had seen nothing from the New Zealand, and such signals as were exchanged by wireless were confidential and not shown to junior gunroom officers. The general sense of frustration which had been building up ever since the outbreak of war was further increased.

         But not to worry, here we were in the Firth of Forth with Edinburgh only some ten miles away with good communications by train and bus. If we could get some leave, we could get to Edinburgh for two or three hours, with the possibility of a cinema or at least tea at a restaurant with lots of sweet cakes. If there was any suspicion that the enemy might make a move, we went to short notice, which in the case of the battle cruisers, was two and a half hours’ notice. The destroyers were at rather shorter notice and no leave was given. Normally, however, we were at four hours’ notice and leave was given to officers from 1pm to 6.30pm. But of course, we junior midshipmen had to do instruction in the afternoon so we could only get the full leave on Saturdays and Sundays. But if we could fix up a rugger match against another gunroom, we were sometimes allowed ashore at 3.30pm. No short leave was given to ratings at this time; it was not until later that a canteen was built in the new Dockyard at Rosyth and a few playing fields laid out. Instead of leave, in order to give the ship’s company something of a break at least once a week when we were in harbour, we would land two or three hundred men for a route march on the south side of the Firth. It was usual to march to Kirkliston, some three miles from where we landed with the Marine band, to give an air of jollity when we were marching through any inhabited place. A couple of officers, usually a sub-lieutenant and a midshipman, would walk on ahead and warn the local pub that we were coming. They would then open up and get in a few extra servers. Upon 38arrival at Kirkliston the party would fall out, nominally for fifteen minutes, during which time the sailors would consume as much beer as possible. At the end of fifteen minutes we would start rounding them up, and half an hour after our arrival we would be on the way back, not always in quite such good order as we had arrived. This wasn’t much fun for sailors; a man was very lucky who got a route march once a month. On the other hand they were better off than the men in the rest of the Grand Fleet, swinging around their anchors in Scapa Flow.

         We were soon at sea again to back up the attempt to make a raid with seaplanes on Heligoland on Christmas Day. It was hoped that this would bring out some German forces to retaliate. The raid was not a success, as the seaplanes were not sufficiently developed to get off the water in the existing conditions on that day. However, the sailors were not to be entirely done out of their Christmas. They made some attempt to decorate their messdecks, and as the traditional formal visit to the messdecks by the officers headed by the Captain was out of the question, the Captain was on the bridge and a large number of the officers were closed up, they raided the officers mess and grabbed such popular officers as they could find and carted them off to messdecks to be fed on plummy duff – more duff than plum.

         The Commander was caught on the quarterdeck, lifted shoulder high and raced around the upper deck by fifty or more cheering sailors. I was grabbed by two large maintopmen, who picked me up in the gunroom and carried me face down with my feet higher than my head to the maintopmen’s messdeck where I was plunked on a mess table, fed on various sweets, most of which seemed to be of a vivid green hue, while I shook hands in turn with each member of the gang with whom I used to shovel coal in the collier’s hold and endeavoured to reciprocate their good wishes for a merry Christmas.

         All this occurred while we were manoeuvring within a short distance of Heligoland. It was the last time that I remember scenes like this occurring with the ship at sea. Nobody was the least bit drunk; the sailors had had only their usual tot of rum, and strict orders had been issued that no officer was to stand a rating a drink. But it was the excitement of the occasion and the momentary relaxation from tension. At that time, for about an hour, the sailors were ready to fraternise with the Germans, as on that day the soldiers did in France. For about an hour they felt themselves freed from restraint 39and let themselves go. But only for an hour. By the time we were halfway through the afternoon watch, we were back to the grim rea1ities of war and thinking that as we had been steaming hard for a long time, we should have a big coaling when we got back to harbour.

         Back in harbour, the First Lieutenant changed around our duties from the beginning of January, and I found myself running the second picket boat. I was very proud of my boat; as well I might be, at 16 ½ to be running a boat fifty foot long driven by powerful engines with a crew of a petty officer as coxswain, two bowmen and a sternsheetman, a stoker petty officer for the engine-room and a stoker for the boiler room. Above the hatch to the forepeak was a mounting for a 3-pounder gun. The boat was steered from a position just abaft the engine-room casing, the coxswain and midshipman getting a little protection from the elements from a canvas screen, but steaming fast in the sort of sea which a moderate gale whipped up in the Firth of Forth was liable to be a very damp business. In addition, the smoke from the low funnel beat down straight into one’s face. In the early days of the war, when ships lay with their torpedo nets spread, the only accommodation ladder that could be rigged was a small ladder right aft on the quarter. The peacetime formality, when the midshipman, having put on his dirk, received his orders from the officer of the watch and manned his boat by the gangway, had gone by the board. We got our orders, manned the boat over the boom, usually a stern boom if the nets were out, and proceeded on one’s mission. Manning the boat over the boom in the open waters of the Firth with a westerly gale and a sluicing ebb tide taught one to be reasonably agile.

         The submarine defences of the anchorage consisted of a net hung from the railway bridge, at that time, of course, the only bridge across the Forth. The net could be lowered to the bottom whenever it was necessary for ships to pass in or out, and therefore by its very nature, it was a comparatively light net and it was thought that a really determined submarine might be able to force its way through.

         Early in January there was a report of a submarine having been sighted in the lower waters of the Forth. All ships were ordered to provide a picket boat to patrol the net during the night; New Zealand and another ship each to provide one boat during the middle watch. The 3-pounder gun was hurriedly hoisted into my boat, a box of ammunition was provided, and my 40boat’s crew was augmented by a torpedoman equipped with a 16¼lb tin of wet guncotton, the necessary primer and detonators, and an electric battery with which to fire the charge. At a quarter to twelve I left the New Zealand to relieve the boat on patrol on the northern span of the bridge, while the other boat patrolled the southern span. On my way I tried to work out what action I should take if we did sight a submarine, but once I arrived on patrol, I was so busy avoiding the various navigational hazards that I hadn’t time to worry about submarines. To start with, we nearly rammed the boat we were to relieve; we were both without lights and the night was very dark with squalls of cold rain. Then the tide was running out very fast and the boat was in continual danger of being swept into the net. Fortunately, I had a good phlegmatic coxswain, a big man who topped me by a whole head. He had a golden beard and wore little gold earrings in his ears. He seldom spoke, and then only in direct connection with the boat. Except on one occasion at a later date, when we were ordered to sea and I was sent into the Hawes Pier at South Queensferry to land a mail and told to get back quick for the boat to be hoisted before we sailed. For some reason the postman was delayed in getting his receipt for the mail, so I had to shove off and make back at full speed. One left Hawes Pier on a course parallel to the bridge until in the centre of the Firth, and then turned towards the anchorage passing to the north of the destroyer trot. The destroyers had already sailed, but their mooring buoys lay in our path deep in the water; very difficult to see in the dark but quite large enough to stove in a picket boat driven at speed and to sink her. I had a bowman looking out forward, but he saw nothing. The first thing I knew was looking over the port side to see a large buoy in the boats wash within few feet. In the relief of the tension, for once we had passed a buoy I knew where we were and the rest was plain sailing, I laughed. But my coxswain didn’t approve at all; he told me that it was the hand of the Lord that had insured that we should not hit that buoy that night, and that it was very wrong of me to laugh. I accepted the reproof, too astonished at hearing the coxswain speak on a subject not connected with the boat that I had nothing to say. Of course, I was not a very talkative chap myself; it was long before I earned the nickname of ‘Silent William’, but even in those days, I don’t think I talked very much.

         To return to the patrol on the net, my idea was that if a submarine 41attacked it would have to do so at periscope depth in order to navigate in those narrow waters. In which case it might be possible to lasso the periscope and let the submarine tow the boat. One would then have time to rig the explosive charge and lower it over the side, until one calculated that it was somewhere near the bottom of the submarine and fire it in this position. I have very little doubt that had my experiments got to this stage I should have ended up by blowing up my own boat so from every point of view it was just as well that no submarine appeared that night.

         Looking back over the past it is difficult to understand why so little progress had been made before 1914 in designing a weapon with which to attack a submarine. It was some time before the first depth charge was produced, and that was a very crude weapon. Even in 1917 I was in a sloop doing convoy escort duty in the Mediterranean with only a single depth charge with which to attack a submarine and, as I shall relate, that didn’t go off when required.

         THE BATTLE OF DOGGER BANK – 24TH JANUARY 1915

         There was considerable enemy activity during January 1915, and we were at sea about the middle of the month to support a reconnaissance which however did not lead to any action. A few days later on the 23rd January we raised steam and hurried to sea. It was fairly obvious that something was in the wind as all forces at Rosyth set sail, which included the 3rd Battle Squadron as well as the 3rd Cruiser Squadron besides the battle cruisers with their attached 2nd Light Cruiser Squadron.

         The next day dawn came late that winter morning, and there was little light when we made contact with the forces from Harwich at 7am. As the light increased it was seen to be a fine morning, with a light breeze from the northeast and a calm sea. It was 7.15am when Southampton reported gun flashes from an engagement taking place between Aurora from Harwich, who was a little late at the rendezvous having been delayed by fog, and a German light cruiser. During the next hour several reports came in and it became clear that the enemy consisted of their Battle Cruiser Squadron together with a Light Cruiser Squadron and a considerable number of destroyers. At the first alarm the enemy had concentrated and altered course for their 42base, which put us practically right astern of them. As soon as the enemy had been identified we began to work up in speed, as the Admiral signalled for 26 knots which was a knot more than the designed speed of either the New Zealand or Indomitable.

         In the TS the excitement was intense when the foretop reported the enemy in sight. In the clear morning air they were sighted at a range of about fourteen miles, well outside our maximum gun range, which in the case of the 12-inch guns of the New Zealand was only some ten miles though the 13.5-inch guns of Lion, Princess Royal and Tiger could fire a little further. The enemy were going for home as hard as they could steam. The Admiral signalled for more speed and eventually the signalled speed was 29 knots. Indomitable, the oldest of the battle cruisers, started to drop astern and New Zealand though close up, couldn’t quite keep in station. It took time to increase speed to this extent, all the ships were coal fired so additional speed could only be obtained if the stokers could burn more coal faster which meant harder and harder stoking. The engines of the New Zealand were designed to give 44,000 hp at full power. On this occasion the torsion meter on the propeller shaft indicated that we were developing well over 60,000 hp. In the TS we watched with anxiety the speed indicator while the foretop range finder transmitted ranges fairly consistently that indicated that we were gaining on the enemy.
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         43It was after 9am and we had had the enemy in sight for over an hour when the Lion tried a single ranging shot that fell short. A few minutes later she tried again, and the shot fell over the rear ship in the enemy line which subsequently proved to be the Blücher. Lion then started to fire salvoes and Princess Royal and Tiger joined in, but New Zealand was still out of range with the Indomitable still further astern. Excitement in the TS was intense as we eagerly watched the range receivers, quickly plotting each range as it was received and so calculating the rate. The result varied between 50 and 100 closing. How true it is that a stern chase is a long chase.

         Then the order came down ‘Salvoes’ and we waited on tip-toes of excitement for the fire gong. When it came it was a bit of an anti-climax, as only one gun caught up the salvo. The New Zealand had not yet been fitted with director firing; in fact, at that time I think the Tiger was the only ship to be so fitted. Consequently, we were in gunlayers firing, i.e. each gun was fired individually by its own gunlayer. At the speed at which we were steaming there was much spray; this, smoke from the next ship ahead and the long range made it very difficult for the gunlayers to see the target. In addition, the enemy’s smoke was being blown by the light breeze towards us frequently obscuring individual ships. In these days of the universal oil-fired ship it is not easy to remember the vast quantities of smoke which a coal fired ship steaming at full power could make, particularly battle cruisers whose three large funnels seemed hardly big enough to allow all the smoke to escape. It came out of the funnels almost like toothpaste out of a tube and then started to spread, the cloud getting wider and wider as the distance from the funnel increased, obscuring more and more of the horizon.

         As the range slowly decreased, we began to fire more and more steadily, with more guns picking up each salvo. It was difficult to tell in the TS which gun had fired; each one shook the ship and there was a dull boom, but as we were near the bottom of the ship with all the watertight doors firmly closed, we were very isolated from the actual battle, only able to follow at all by watching our instruments. In fact, I remember very little about this, my first battle. When I think of it, the clearest memory I have is of the look of intense excitement on the face of the rating who was working the stopwatch 44on our improvised plotting table, and the look of almost stunned surprise on the face of the ship’s chaplain whose action station was also in the TS, to be well under cover, but where he had nothing to do to keep himself occupied.

         The gun range was now decreasing considerably, and we were firing steadily. We counted each gun in each salvo with growing excitement. Although we must have realised that since we were firing at the enemy, the enemy must also have been firing back at us, I don’t remember experiencing any feeling of fear or anxiety. In fact, the New Zealand was not hit; very few rounds came near us. Our target was the Blücher, but by the time we opened fire on her all the other three ships of the squadron had engaged her in turn as they overhauled her. They had treated her pretty roughly so that by the time they had moved on to engage the other enemy battle cruisers, the Blücher was not in condition to put up a very effective resistance. Though she must be given credit for the fact that she continued firing up to almost the very end, but her shooting became very wild.

         About this time, we received a report in the TS that the Lion was slowing down and leaving the line. We then made several large alterations of course while the gun range decreased very rapidly. This was followed by a report that the Blücher was sinking and we ceased fire.

         What had happened was that, when the Lion dropped astern, the command of the squadron was automatically transferred to Admiral Moore who was flying his flag in the New Zealand. He decided that he would make certain that the Blücher was sunk and altered the course of the whole squadron to close her and finish her off. By the time the Blücher had been sunk, the remaining German battle cruisers had got out of range and as they were already within some eighty miles of Heligoland, he did not consider that it was worthwhile to continue the pursuit any further. This is no place to argue the rights or wrongs of Admiral Moore’s decisions, but it is almost certain that had he continued the pursuit and left the Indomitable to finish off the Blücher, the German battle cruisers would have suffered considerably more damage. They had already been heavily hit and one or more of them might have been sunk. On the other hand, the extent of the damage to the Lion was unknown and Admiral Moore must have been anxious about her safety. We now know that she was in no danger of sinking and therefore the verdict of history must be that an opportunity to deal the German battle cruisers a really hard blow was lost. 45  

         As the action was clearly at an end, we fell out from action stations early in the afternoon. We who had been shut up in the TS hurried up on deck in an endeavour to see something of what had been going on. I think the first thing that struck one was how dirty the ship looked. Each gun was black, with cordite smoke from the muzzle to halfway down its length; the concussion of the guns had dislodged large quantities of soot and dirt from the funnels which had settled all over the upper deck. Between decks, large numbers of fittings had been shaken adrift and were lying on the deck. Several joints in the fire main and fresh-water pipes had been started with the result that the decks were awash with dirty water. Although there was no sea to speak of, at the speed we were steaming every time the wheel was put over, the ship heeled appreciably so that the water was continually on the move. Most of the Gunroom crockery and glasses had been broken by ‘Q’ turret firing across the deck just above the Gunroom. We appeared to have suffered considerable financial loss, as most of the Gunroom’s small stock of wine had been broken, but the suppliers subsequently replaced all the broken bottles free of charge.

         On deck we could see the Lion slowly limping homeward already surrounded by a number of destroyers, as it was thought that the German submarines would make a dead set at her by day and she might well be attacked by destroyers after dark. Soon after we came up with her, she broke down altogether and the Indomitable was directed to take her in tow.

         On deck the guns were being unloaded. When in the loading operation the shell is rammed home and driven into the chamber sufficiently hard for the driving band to grip on the lands of the rifling. It is therefore not easy to get the shell out again. The first method of unloading is to elevate the gun at full speed with the breech open until it comes up with a bump against the stops, in the hope that this will shake the shell clear and that it will slide back onto the loading tray. If this fails one is reduced to using the extractor, which consists of a large lump of wood shaped to the bore of the gun and bound with brass, which is passed down the muzzle on the end of a number of extension rods, made on the principle of a chimney sweep’s equipment, with which the gun’s crew bump the shell back into the chamber. In the case of ‘Q’ turret this was not possible, as the guns were loaded with lyddite shell which are nose-fused, and on which it is therefore considered dangerous 46to use the extractor. Having failed to bump the shells back by elevating the guns, we were left with the only alternative – which was to fire the guns. I remained on the upper deck when these two guns were fired, as I was anxious to know what it was like to be near a big gun when it was fired. I was nervous about this; in fact, I think I was much more frightened of the noise that the guns would make than I had been throughout the whole battle.

         The following night was one of considerable anxiety for those in authority in the fleet for, with the Lion in tow of the Indomitable well over towards the German side of the North Sea, it appeared highly probable that the enemy would make an effort to interfere with our slow retreat to harbour. As a zeppelin had been in evidence as the Blücher sank, in fact she had dropped bombs on the destroyers endeavouring to rescue the survivors, it appeared probable that the enemy had good information of our position and slow advance. For us midshipmen however, it was an evening for self-congratulation; hadn’t we taken part in a full-scale battle? Surely we would now get a bar to our medal? We patted ourselves on the back and thought we were tremendous chaps.

         The squadron covered the Lion and Indomitable all that night and the next day and then, when the tow was close to May Island, we went into Rosyth to be greeted by the inevitable collier and of course we were faced with a big coaling after all our hard steaming. Just as we completed coaling the Lion came up harbour; the Indomitable had towed her nearly to the bridge where the Dockyard tugs took over. As she came to rest in her usual berth, she was cheered by all the rest of the squadron. The cheering was quite spontaneous. Our collier was still alongside; the sailors climbed out of the holds and cheered and cheered again, with their faces black as coal dust and the pale winter sunlight lighting up the whites of their eyes.

         A few days later, an opportunity was given to us to visit the Lion and to see the extent of the damage. She had been hit a number of times, but most of the damage was very local. Very lucky in two respects. Firstly, she had had very few casualties; only one man had been killed and, secondly, although a shell had passed very close to a magazine, she had not had a cordite fire. The good fortune which stood by the Lion on this occasion had unfortunate repercussions since; as there had been no cordite fire, the extreme danger that this may present to a modern ship was not realised, and no additional precautions were 47taken to safeguard the magazines. It was this danger, from a cordite fire, that subsequently caused such appalling disasters to the battlecruisers at Jutland. On the other hand, the SMS Seyditiz had been hit and her after guns put out of action by a cordite fire, which had done much to alert the Germans to this danger, with the result that at Jutland their ships were able to stand up to a tremendous hammering without blowing up.

         Questions of the design of ships were however beyond the purview of midshipmen. We were pleased with our ship and still more pleased with ourselves – an opinion which we were encouraged to believe was correct by the daily papers who spread themselves over our little battle. The war in France had descended into the morass of trench warfare, which gave the papers little on which to bite; our battle provided them with a chance to spread themselves, which they proceeded to do for several days.

         
            
[image: ]SMS Blücher capsized, 24th January 1915 during the Battle of Dogger Bank

            

         

         Some lucky man in one of the destroyers had obtained a remarkable photograph of the Blücher bottom up with many of her crew still clinging to the ship. Reproductions of this photograph appeared in several papers, and obviously provided the lucky owner of the negative with considerable financial reward. I made a mental note of this fact; in future, I always kept my camera loaded and was determined that if the opportunity of a picture of newsworthy value came my way, I would not waste my chance.48
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         49As January stretched into February and March, the question which arose in all our minds, Wardroom, Gunroom and ship’s company alike, was the possibility of a little leave. The ship had not given any long leave since Easter of the previous year and we midshipmen of course had gone back to Dartmouth in early May and had had no opportunity to visit our homes since. Rumours and conjecture about leave filled the air. The Lion was still away in the Tyne having her damage repaired but the Queen Mary, who had missed the recent battle because she had been in dockyard hands and giving leave, had rejoined the squadron, so surely it was now the turn of the New Zealand. But it was not until after the Lion had re-joined the squadron and the Princess Royal had been away to a dockyard for her direct firing to be fitted that the turn of the New Zealand arrived. It was well towards the end of May when one night we slipped out of Rosyth and arrived in Cromarty Firth at Invergordon the next day. Here a floating dock had been established, and sufficient dockyard facilities to enable routine dockings to be carried out and emergency repairs. Practically the whole of the ship’s company were to be sent on ninety-six hours leave together; only a small party were left onboard during docking who would be given leave after the main body had returned.

         Special trains had been ordered for early the next morning and we were allowed to draft telegrams to say that we were coming on leave, but they were not despatched until the next morning. As my home was in Cornwall, it seemed a great waste of time to attempt to go all that distance, so I telegraphed to my parents that I was going to London and would go to the hotel at which they usually stayed when in town. Our train got away on time in the morning and should have arrived in London about midnight, but owing to a serious train accident near Gretna Green involving a troop train, our train had to be diverted and it was 4am before I arrived at the hotel.1 There I found a telegram from my father to say that they would arrive at the   50hotel that morning so, worn out with the long journey in a very overcrowded train, I went to bed and was immediately asleep. 

         It seemed that I had only just got to sleep when I was woken up to find my father looking at me and explaining that he and my mother had travelled up from Cornwall during the night, and that they were in a room on the same floor. Jumping out of bed I ran along the corridor to greet my Mother; there didn’t seem much to say, we just clung to one another until my father suggested that some breakfast would be a good idea. I thought so too. We hadn’t been able to get much to eat on the train the day before. Kipling, in his book Captains Courageous, tells us that great joy induces a good appetite. From practical experience I can confirm this opinion.

         Immediate hunger having been satisfied, I was not above swaggering a little; after all, wasn’t I a full-blown midshipman who had taken part in a battle? Naturally I thought myself a bit of a chap. My parents deferred to me. We went to the theatre, the choice of play being mine. I wanted to see the latest musical shows whose tunes were being constantly ground out on the very battered gunroom gramophone. I don’t think my parents were very interested in the shows and my mother, who had a bit of a musical ear, thought nothing of the early jazz tunes which were invading the London stage.

         Ninety-six hours’ leave sounds a lot when written down like that, but when two long train journeys are cut off from either end of the period, the remainder seems to disappear before one has time to turn around. It seemed that I had hardly started my leave before the time came for me to hurry to King’s Cross to catch a special train late at night back to Invergordon.

         I said goodbye to my Mother in the hotel; it was no good pretending I was a smart midshipman, I was a small boy going back to school and I hated it. I couldn’t prevent the tears pouring down my face.

         My father accompanied me to the station where one of my cousins also turned up to see me off. He was in the uniform of the OTC, being still at London University. He was over three years older than I, which made me feel rather superior again – to see him still in a training corps when I had actually taken part in a battle. I felt much better, and managed to put on a good face when I said goodbye to my father.

         Without the excitement and anticipation of going on leave, the journey north proved to be long and tiring and it was well into the next afternoon 51before we arrived in Invergordon. As the train ran into the station, we saw that our ship was already out of dock anchored in the Firth and – oh horror – a collier was just going alongside! As we crept onboard, we were told to get into our coaling rig as coaling would start in ten minutes time. A greater contrast from the flesh pots of London could not be imagined. As soon as we had completed coaling we sailed for Rosyth where, on arrival, we were again greeted by a collier. 
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         The remainder of 1915 was a comparatively quiet period for the battle 52cruisers, during which we built up our strength. Those battle cruisers who had been dealing with the enemy raiders in the outer oceans were recalled and joined up at Rosyth. The squadron was then reorganised into the Battle Cruiser Force consisting of three squadrons. The 1st comprised the 13.5-inch gunned ships, that is the Lion, flying Admiral Beatty’s flag, Princess Royal, Queen Mary and Tiger. The 2nd Battle Cruiser Squadron consisting of the Australia, flying the flag of Admiral Pakenham, New Zealand and Indefatigable and the 3rd Battle Cruiser Squadron of the Invincible, flying Admiral Hood’s flag, Indomitable and Inflexible. All ships in the 2nd and 3rd squadrons were armed with 12-inch guns. Attached to the force were the First Light Cruiser Squadron with Commodore Alexander Sinclair flying his broad pendant in the Galatea, and the Second Light Cruiser Squadron led by Southampton under Commodore Goodenough. Also forming part of the Force was the 13th Destroyer Flotilla which was being formed of the new Admiralty M class destroyers as they came forward from the builders’ yards. The whole force was commanded by Admiral Beatty and was based on Rosyth, but usually one squadron was at Scapa exercising as at that time there were no facilities for exercising in the Firth of Forth.

         During this period, the newly-formed Battle Cruiser Force spent less of its time at sea which meant that the midshipmen received much more formal instruction; at sea no instruction could be given as we were closed up in watches. The whole ship’s company went to action stations before the first streak of dawn and remained closed up for about an hour. From then onwards we went in to three watches manning the secondary armament. At night the turret crews not on watch slept in their turret, with sufficient of them awake to get the turret trained rapidly on any bearing should an alarm occur, while those asleep were waking up and getting closed up.

         I was not very pleased with my action station in the TS; it seemed to me that plotting ranges left little chance of showing initiative or skill, and I wanted some more active duty. A chance to get my duties changed came in the middle of this year when six more midshipmen, also members of the same term as ourselves, joined the New Zealand from the old cruiser Venus to which they had been sent when we mobilised from Dartmouth. One of these new midshipmen took over my duties in the TS and I went as midshipman of ‘A’ turret, the lieutenant in charge of the turret being an officer known by the 53ships company as Mr. Battenberg, but the more formal Navy List described him as Lieutenant His Serene Highness Prince George of Battenberg. He was the eldest son of Prince Louis of Battenberg who had been First Sea Lord at the outbreak of war and who on more than one occasion came and visited his eldest son and stayed on board for the night as a guest of the Captain. The younger brother of my turret officer came to sea during the latter part of the next year, and joined the Lion as a junior midshipman thus starting a career during which he succeeded his father as First Sea Lord.

         I met him very briefly when he first joined the Lion when I was a midshipman with some two years’ sea experience and thought myself rather superior. Subsequently we only met twice, once for an hour or so in the thirties when we were both commanders and again in the fifties when he was First Sea Lord when he astounded me with the depth of his memory, being able to tell me the names of many of the officers of the New Zealand which I had long ago forgotten.

         But ‘A’ turret did not remain my action station for very long. Up to this time the only position from which the New Zealand’s torpedoes could be controlled from was the Conning Tower. It was thought that in the event of the Conning Tower being damaged or the communications cut that there should be a secondary control position. A small compartment at the after end of the after superstructure on the 4-inch gun deck was adapted for this purpose. The position was two decks above ‘X’ turret, in other words about level with the muzzles of ‘X’ turret when the guns were at maximum elevation and when the guns were on their extreme forward bearing on either beam they almost looked into this small space which was now known as the secondary torpedo control position. It was built of one-inch armour plate and also served as a protected position for the officer controlling the 4-inch guns in action. As the secondary armament was completely unprotected, the 4-inch gun crews went below to the 4-inch ready use handing rooms during a big gun action. If a destroyer attack threatened, the control officer had to summon his gun crews from below. I was already becoming interested in torpedoes and wondering if I would not one day try to specialise as a torpedo officer. I was therefore very pleased when I was selected to become the secondary torpedo control officer. The somewhat irascible Scottish torpedo officer did his best to instruct me in my duties, but he was a clever 54man himself with a quick brain and not very patient at explaining details in simple language to a rather dull schoolboy. However, I liked him and admired him and became in time very much his faithful servant, and very proud of my position as the secondary torpedo control officer.
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Dear Daplre,
Tharks very much for your (nteresting letter. | bad a letter
the other day from Aant Janet saylng she was going down to
Falmouth at the end of this week so | suppose she will be down
there by the time this reaches you.
0 [ suppose you would (ke to hear about our (ittle scrap f/\amyf\
 there s not much of rnterest that | can tell you. You see my
action station (s in the Fore T)‘khfh‘l{{l'hﬁ station which (s
r('jl\{ at the bottom of the ship so that | was unable to see
much. We went to action stations at 6.55 am as we Knew that -
we were (n the v/‘z/‘n/“tn// of the enemy. The enemy were f/'y/\fed
at 745 and our def'trm/ers and (/yl\f crursers were ordered to
chase the enenu/'; de;{rm/er; while we went 5{ full speed for
therr battle crusers. As the day was fine we sighted them at
about 16//2 miles away which of course was at much too great
2 distance for us to open fire. As we were gorng faster than
them we 7r4du<[(7 closed them. TAen/ opened fire at 845 and
the Lion at 9.00. The Princes Royal and Tiger opened fire
soon after but as our guns are f{l'g/\‘t(:./ smaller we did not open
fire until 9.40. Owiny to the /any range (A matter of some 1O
miles) the firing at first was not very accurate but é:/ 1040
we had closed to about 6 miles and then we gave them a bad
time. Dmrllhﬂ the action we got (ittle driblets of news from the
conning tower such as “the enemy's rear most ship rs hauling
out of line". "The eherm/s rear most ship has had her foremast

funnel shot away. The enem:/'s [egdinj ship (s onfire "The
Blucher (s sirking." All this of course was very exciting. The
Blucher sank about 11.45.
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