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TRAINING SHIP CANBERRA
JULY 2011

%

As those who are bombarded by my emails
regularly would know, the James Craig Educa-
tion Program has had a solid wind in its sails all
year. One of the more interesting "sleepovers"
we have had this year occurred in July, when
our ship was visited by Navy Cadets from Train-
ing Ship Canberra. Being from Canberra and
therefore not girt-by-sea, this was a group of
youthful adventurers who were only too keen to
join us on one of our day trips out to sea.

Their adventure began, as so many do, with
training. Coiling of lines, belaying to pins, han-
dling of lines, the concept of bracing the yards,
the very basic bits and pieces of sails and how
they are operated - all of these things were the
focus of our evening before the day sail. It may
not sound like much but | can assure you that
our decks were covered in lines that had most
unfortunately capsized from their pins. Luckily
TS Canberra knew what they were doing! It did-
n't take them long to get the James Craig back
into ship shape. Of course, after they went to
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bed we seemed to have suffered yet another
unfortunate series of capsized coils which
came as a shock to a few of our young crew in
the morning when they went up on deck ...

Things got a lot more interesting when morn-
ing came. By the time the group had cleaned
up the capsized coils from the night before
and swabbed the deck in the most amazingly
thorough display of efficiency | have ever seen
aboard our vessel, the day crew was begin-
ning to show up. This is where the entire feel
of the program changed and became some-
thing that no other sleepover has ever truly
been before - an adventure! And they really
did have all the luck of adventurers that day -
we had pretty good weather, calm seas, and
as I'm sure everyone in the fleet has seen that
amazing photograph taken by Whale Watch-
ing Sydney of the whale breaching with the
James Craig in the background - they got to
see whales! All of the tasks my team had put
them through the night before with line han-
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Photo - Darren Brisbane

dling and coiling (seasoned with the occasional
salty tall tale and joke of piratical nature) sud-
denly made sense.
| must say it was absolutely delightful to see the
cadets taken under the wing of some of the "old
hands" and "shown the ropes" so to speak - |
have always maintained that if the "education”
aspect of a program like this one is hands on
and "fun" the trainees (or in most cases with
sleepovers cubs and scouts) will take away a
positive experience which they may not neces-
sarily appreciate fully right now, but in a few
years time they may very well be knocking on
our door asking to come and help us crew the
ship. | can tell you from conversations with the
crew of TS Canberra that those cadets had a
ball aboard the James Craig and are very keen
to come back. Who knows - we may even find
ourselves in the presence of more cadet groups
in the coming months.
On a final note | just want to say that many of
the cadets made comments along the lines of
how the weekend had actually turned out to be
a lot more interesting and enjoyable than they
had originally anticipated - and | think that each
and every one of us should be proud that we
played a part in inspiring that spirit of adventure
and learning in them. Let's keep up the good
work.
Darren Brisbane
James Craig Education Coordinator
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SAILMAKER

Old man Stitch-away, old man Sails,
Wi t h his |l ong grey beard,
nails. His teeth are yellow, and his eyes are
grey!
And he-0 s
long day.
Stitch away, stitch away, sew them strong
For the lofty spars, where they belong.
Rope them tight and seam them true
So never a capful of wind blows through;
A big shipés topsails
Royals and skysail s,
To race her along through the wild white
horses,
To lift her high where the comber swings.
Stitch them, Sails; aye, sew them tight
For the mad squall blowing in the maniac
night.
Sew them to stand the beat of halil,
The I ash of rain and the
Sew them strong, so theyo
When wedre bow to bow wit
Bolt on bolt of canvas high to tower in a pyra-
mid to the sky; tide;
Bolt on bolt of canvas wide to cast swift shad-
ows on the blue seads
Bolt on bolt of canvas white to gleam in the
glory of the tropic night.
And i f thereds a
Save it, Sails, for a fellow-rover
Old man Sails, with his grey head bowed,
Heds sitting and heds
shroud.

from 6Wind in the Topsailsé

publ. by George G. Harrap & Co. Ltd. (1931)
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The Pamir in a Force 10 Hurricane

> =

n;ir about to drop her towline off Sydney, 1946
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The hurricane which struck the Pamir at
2300hrs on 19 February 1944, homebound on
Voyage Five from OFris
her and the young lightweight crew who enthu-
siastically served her.

This was the same hurricane which played
havoc with the American-Japanese invasion
fleet and was the vivid background to the notori-
ous Capt. Quegg in He
novel AiThe Cain Mutiny
Five ships were sunk and many damaged as
the hurricane rampaged thousands of miles
down the central Pacific. The Pamir received
the tail-end sting south of the Tonga group.

AAl Il hands on deck,
lowed Billy Boy Galloway to Ponti Jones, "take
Rate and Price, get the bloody mizzen royal and
tdédgallants in qiuga!kd Q
He wasnodt very
from the urgency of his voice someone had
stuffed up! The Main-topman got a similar or-
der and it was also given to Hunt and Munson,
al | part of
scurried off like monkeys up a tree. The 8-12
Starboard watch was already up on the fore,
working like Trojans.

It had been Port wat ¢
were annoyed why sails had not come off hours
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before. Everyone knew of the hurricane re-
ports that had been received for the area a
few hundred miles to the north! The arse was
dropping out the glass fast and the wind al-
ready muttering uneasily as both watches
went about getting sail off her in double-quick
time. The royals were quickly secured and
gave no trouble. Shinning down the upper gal-
l ant s, (she carried |
they waited for the deck wallahs to ease
sheets and bunt up. With sails cracking and
thrashing they got stuck into task with gusto.
Regardless of the aching arms or busted fin-
gers, they somehow managed to subdue
them. It was one helluva fight, then it was onto
the lower gallant to tackle the next demon
bitch. The wind was now gale force. With the
weather side in, they wrestled their way along
the yard to get the rest of the thrashing sail
into gaskets. This they managed with great
difficulty but they were fast running out of
st eam. Fordard
men on the main could be seen. Os and his
boys were in a similar predicament. The wind
was screaming and the sails were flogging
beyond control. Nothing they could do would
hold them. After a few mighty cracks sails
thrashed themselves into pieces of boltropes
Cand were gone! From an ominous half buried
moon everything took on a frightening eerie
gloom. Racing black clouds gathered tremen-
dous speed close overhead. Across the port
quarter a formidable dirty gray-black wall was
fast bearing down to pounce and the Pamir
" was going like a bolting racehorse to dodge it!
O Suddenly it struck with a vengeance, a hurri-
cane force of enormous ferocity. All they could
do was to hang on for their lives. The half
furled tégall ant went
non, disappearing clean off the yard, as if by
“magic. The masts were shuddering and whip-
ping and the yards corkscrewing in their
braces. Pamir was flattened out! The yard the
Mmen clung to seemed nearly vertical as they
clawed their way back into the mast.
Far below, away right angled to the port, her
hull staggered in a foaming mass of phospho-
rescent white water. Fighting for her life she
tried desperately to shake off the enormous
pressure which burdened her.
After the first onslaught, with the help of more
men, the wheel was held hard down to star-
Fboard so the Pamir came off a bit and picked
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herself up giving Ponti time to lash the two boys
and himself between the futtock shrouds and
the lower gallant parrel. With hands pressed
hard against the mast and feet braced, they
clung to each other and to whatever else they
could like limpets! Luckily, the two gaskets were
handy within reach on the jackstay, which
saved them from certain death. Bodies and
limbs went into rigor mortis with fear and fa-
tigue.

This was it, goners! Wind blown thoughts
screamed through their heads i everything and
everyone was in deep trouble! Fifty heavy-
weight Finns would not have beaten this wind
unless the sails had been got in hours before
and double lashed. Wind, rain and spume stung
bare skin. Clouds ballooned and flimsy tropic
shirts and shorts were ripped off their bodies.
Breathing was even difficult; air had to be
sucked into the chest. The whole ship was be-
ing shaken to death without mercy. Ears ached
and finally went numb. All hell had broken
loose. The three of them prayed to God the
mast stayed up and their body lashing held.
What shook the most, the 170-foot mast or
three pair of legs it is hard to say. At that par-
ticular moment there was not a pair of legs in
the whole ship that was not shaking for one rea-
son or another.

The sedate orderly world of this sailing ship
turned into a
and our own, was on knife-edge. She was sail-
ing under! All around sails blew out with thun-
derous thrashing anger; even those furled and
lashed up on the yards were ripped off her. On
deck everything was let fly to ease the over-
whelming pressure and save the ship. Heavy
wire sheets and chains were standing straight
out thrashing and sparking with vicious fury. A
main topmast backstay parted, the masts had
reached her limit of stress. Christ! Hang on
boys, hang on! With everything gone the ship
eased somewhat from being totally overpow-
ered,

Ponti sensed her coming off the wind a point or
two. Yes. By Jesus, she was lifting her self up!
In the lull, looking down to leeward, here was
someone trying to make his way up the inside
of the mizzen shrouds. It was obvious if they
were ever going to get down, it was now or
never! It would be a close call and a nightmare
descent every foot of the way. Using sign lan-
guage, Ponti indicated what he wanted to boys
to do. Easing himself over and under the cross-
trees he used the terrific wind pressure to ad-
vantage against the inside of the starboard
tdédgall ants shrouds and
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follow. Inches at a time, rung by rung, they
clawed their way down to the mizzen table. On
realizing the wind could only flatten them
against the rough tarred ropes and graze their

skin, they found renewed confidence. With¢ y

fear temporarily under control strength re-
turned. Enabling them to safely make the miz-
zen topmast table exhausted!

The lee starboard main deck was continually
under huge smothering seas and at times they
buried the hatch across the whole waist sec-
tion of the ship. It was useless trying to reach
the deck on the inside of the rigging. So again
it was over and under the mast table and fut-
tock shrouds where, partly sheltered behind
the fattest bottom half of the mast, they
shinned down a maze of tangled ropes and
blocks and landed safely inside the amidships
fife rail which gave some protection from the
worst of the breakers that crashed over the
bulwarks on every great lurch.

This accomplished, they helped each other
along the weather side, dodging from point to
point until Pamir had her arse under an enor-
mous sea that picked them up holus-bolus
and washed them around No.4 hatch and past
the poop entrance. There they were grabbed
by Bosondés Mate
son and the carpenter who hauled them into
the shelter of the poop like drowned rats.
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