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Cover Photo — A Royal Salute of 21 guns was fired on Monday

morning, November 15, by H.M.C.S. “Magnificent” in honour -

of the birth of a son to Princess Elizabeth. The carrier boomed out
her salute in Halifax harbour, while on her way seaward for a

week of exercises. The occasion was marked also by the hoisting .

of masthead flags by ships and establishments and a general
signal from the Chief of Naval Staff to the fleet to “splice the
main brace.”

“This is the first issue of the CROWS-
NEST magazine for 1949. The venture

is only three months old. Whatever

success the magazine has so far achieved

can be attributed chiefly to the interest
taken in it by offivc.ers and men who
have contributed in one way or another
to its pages. The future of the CROWS-
NEST must depend, more than anything
{zrlse, upon - the enlargemyentl of the
number of those voluntarily taking an

active part in the work which gives it

There is no ship or establishment in
the Navy which is not of interest to the
rest of the service: there is no ship or

establishment in the Navy which can
not have its place in the pages of the

CROWSNEST. Indeed, it is the inten-

tion that every ship and establishment
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should be prope_rly' represented, - if
possible in every issue of the magazine,
in the year ahead. In wishing its readers
the best of everything for 1949 the
editors of the CROWSNEST have

nothing more to say on-this page than

what has been said before namely:—

KEEP A GOOD LOOK-OUT FOR
“CROWSNEST" MATERIAL. SEE
THAT YOUR CORRESPONDENT
GETS IT. SEE THAT HE GETS IT
TO ...

The Editors
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Flight to Bergen

HUNTING THE “BISMARCK”

(On May 22, 1941, an aircraft normally used
Jor target lowing on the Royal Nawval Adr
Station, H . M.S, “Sparrowhawk’, was pressed
into service for a. reconnaissance flight — and
thereby won for hersclf a place of distinclion
in the annals of naval aviaiion.

From this plane sparked a signal which
touched off one of the most dramatic episodes of
the war — the pursust and eventual destruction
of the German batileship " Bismarck'.

The story of the chase and sinking has been
lold many times. Little known, however, is lhe
story of how the Royal Navy found out thal the
“Busmarck'’' had put lo sea. It is told here by
Caplain (0) G. A. Rolherham, D.S.0., R.N.,
who was caplasn of the aircrafl. Caplain Rother-
ham served with the R.C.N, on loan from June,
1946, until December, 1948, when he proceeded
on relirement leanve. Since January, 1947, he
had served as Direclor of Naval Awalion.)

During April and May, 1941, there
was great concern in the Admiralty
over the movements of the ‘‘Bis-
marck’’. This battleship, the most
powerful then afloat, was known to
be completed and doing her final
trials and it was anticipated that a
break out into the Atlantic might be
attempted. On May 21 she was sighted
at anchor in a Norwegian fiord about
five miles south of Bergen by the
R.A.F. and this aircraft brought back
most excellent photographs which
allowed her exact position to be
plotted. There were several auxiliary
ships with her, and the ‘Prince
Eugen,’’ a cruiser, was anchored in a
bay not far off.

Ever since the days of the invasion
of Norway the Royal Naval Air
Station at Hatston, in the Shetlands,
had served as a stepping off ground for
Naval dive bombers which harassed

the Norwegian coast, and this tradition

was not forgotten, though the bombers
had carried out their last raid some
months. before.

There was at Hatston a torpedo
squadron of Fairey Albacores which
had just finished working up and it
was decided that these should attack
the “Bismarck” the next night, if
she was still there. A night attack,
however, needs very careful planning
and it was decided that a further
reconnaissance was necessary to get
last minute information as to her
exact berth, in case she had moved to
confuse a possible attack, and to
establish the exact position of any
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vessels in her immediate vicinity.
The original photograph had shown
empty gun positions on the cliffs and
we also wanted to know if they had
been filled, It was known, too, that
the Commander-in-Chief of the Home
Fleet was worried that no further
reconnaissance aircraft had got
through, owing to bad weather.

The only aircraft available and
suitable for this day reconnaissance
over a notoriously dangerous coast
was a Glen Martin Maryland, which
was attached to the Target Towing
Unit at Hatston and was used for
high flying height finding runs. It was
therefore decided to send this air-
craft, The next problem was the
selection of the crew.

Naming the pilot was easy, as the
squadron commander of the target
towing flight, a R.N.V.R. lieutenant-
commander of some 40 summers,
announced that he was going: two
young Leading Naval Airmen volun-
teered as wireless operator and air
gunner, and the executive officer of
the station, a commander (O) who
was the only remaining experienced
observer on the station, completed the
crew as captain of the aircraft.

The flight was carefully planned.
The R.A.F. Coastal Command head-
quarters was rung up and consulted;
they advised that the approach to the
coast should be made very low so
that as little warning as possible
should be given, and that the stay
should be as briel as possible, owing
to there being a fighter field just
north of Bergen. They also advised
that no radio should be used until
the aircraft was some 50 miles out to
sea again, owing to the danger of
enemy D/F.

This suited the crew as the aircraft
was bereft of navigational aids, save
the compasses, and it had been
decided to cross the North Sea at low
altitude, navigation being done by
the observer estimating the direction
and force of the wind from the state
of the sea. This method had often been

practised in the past when the some-
what primitive windfinding instru-
ments carried by early F.A A, aircralt
had failed.

It was decided that to shorten the
sea passage to a minimum the aircraft
should fly north to Fair Isle, between
the Orkney and Shetland Isles, then
strike east across the North Sea,
flying at about 500 feet. Realizing
that the chances of accurate navi-
gation were doubtful, a point about
25 miles south of Bergen and some
200 miles {rom Fair Isle was aimed at.
There was an island off the coast at
this point which was well known to
Hatston, and though reported to be
a strong gun position it could readily
be recognized, as the Hatston oper-
ations room was in possession of an
excellent photograph of it taken on a
previous raid.

An attempt to borrow the photo-
graph failed, despite a promise to
return it, as the operations officer
gently explained that it was a valuable
picture and he was not convinced that
he would get it back.

The flight took off in good weather
at about two o’clock in the afternoon
and for some time all was well. Fair
Isle was left astern and with a wind
of some 15 knots it looked as though
a good passage might be made. Soon,
however, the weather got worse.
Rainclouds appeared ahead and came
lower and lower until the aircraft was
flying just above the waves. Although
the sea was becoming rough an
attempt was made to continue at this
level so that wind estimations could
be made, but after a short time the
pilot was forced to appeal, and reluc-
tantly the observer gave permission
for the aircraft to go up through the
clouds to find clear sky above. By
this time the wind had increased to
about 35 knots.

They came out of the clouds at
about 3,000 feet and into beautiful
weather, but this was by no means
reassuring. In this type of weather a
change of wind might be expected at



any time and this could not be detected
if the sea could not be seen. Also,
there could be no guarantee that the
wind at 3,000 feet was the same as
that on the surface. With luck, how-
ever, and an adjustment for height,
all would be well. But there was one
.other worry. They were already more
“than half way across and an approach
to the coast at this height rendered
them liable to location by radar while
still well out from the shore.

After about 20 minutes the observer
called for an attempt to get below the
clouds and without comment the nose
dipped and the pilot dived into the
turbulence below. They were a long
time in cloud and the altimeter was
alarmingly low before they broke
through low over the sea. It was no
place to stay and after a quick wind
estimation they went up again into
the clear. All this time the most
careful course was being steered and
the least deviation called for comment
from the navigator.

Soon after, in the hope that the
weather had improved, another at-
tempt was made, but this time only
the observer, in the glass nose of the

aircraft, saw the sea. A shout down

the intercom was enough and up they

went again; that had been too close -

for comfort. All that had been gained

was the obvious fact that the wind .

was still some 35 knots; no estimation
of its direction had been made.

The situdtion was becoming acute.
They had to get down within . the
next ten minutes or so, as then they
would be only some 20 miles off shore.
Navigation could not be guaranteed
and they might well break cloud into
the steep ‘cliffs of Norway. Fortune,
however, at last rewarded their per-
serverance, and no great risks had to
be taken, as the clouds below thinned
and the sea could be seen. (They were
the only aircraft to get through.)

This time there was no careful
descent and very soon' they were

back at about 100 feet, orly this time .

in clear weather. A few minutes later
land was sighted and, to the observer's
great joy and gratification, he recog-
nized right ahead the island for which
he was making, and he was only about

two minutes off schedule — the hap-
py result of years of navigational
experience at sea, excellent course and
speed keeping by the pilot, and a
considerable portion of good luck.

A detour was made to avoid the
island and then the Norwegian fiords
were entered and the aircraft climbed
to some 2,000 feet, just below the
clouds so that refuge could be taken in
their now friendly depths should
enemy fighters appear. They struck
north toward Bergen, searching the
fiords, and circling again before Ber-
gen was reached. FEach possible
anchorage was searched, including the
places where both warships had been
lying. All were empty. '

It was at about this time that the
aircraft intercommunication set broke
down and the crew could not talk to
each other by the normal means. The

. observer had a press button indicator

which showed in the pilot’s cockpit

which way to turn, and there was a
hole in the pilot’s instrument panel

‘through which notes could be passed.

There was also, fortunately, an auxili-
ary voice-pipe, fitted by Hatston,
between the pilot and the wireless
operator which was to prove invalu-

able.

There was one more possibility —
Bergen itself. (An anchorage to the
north was not likely, which was
fortunate, as that way led tothe fighter

 airfield.) Course was therefore set for

Bergen, direction being given to the
pilot by the turn indicator fitted
between observer and pilot, and it
was hoped that the Maryland, being
new to Norway, might be mistaken
for a JU88. They had already passed
quite close to one battery without
being molested and they hoped that
this good fortune might continue.

This, however, was not to be and
as they came over the harbour the
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The “cruise of the ‘Bismarck,”’ from the time the German baitleship left the shelter of a
Norwegian fiord until she was sunk by British forces while fleeing for Brest, is depicted above.
The naval air station at Hatston, in the Shetland Isles, is the place from which was flown the air-
craft that discovered, and reported, that the “Bismarck” had broken ouf into the Atlantic.
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ders, back and legs with canvas clubs,
knotted shirts, bath towels and the
Brooklyn Bridge.

I finally stumbled on to the hatch
where Court was' in session and
pleaded guilty to my sins (woe betide
the man who has the courage — fool-
hardiness is a better word —to de-
nounce the Court and proclaim his
innocence).. My punishment followed
swiftly. Satan stood by and prodded
me now and then with a trident, the
centre prong of which was charged
electrically. Ever tried an electric
shock when you're dripping with salt
water ¢ 1 carried souvenirs of this
ordeal for three months on both sides
of the southern extreme of what would

be the line down my back if I was a
skunk!

The Royal Dentist filled my mouth
with evil potions and, when the
Royal Doctor inspected me, I was
forced to swallow some of the vilest
concoctions ever created by man. The
‘“priest,” a “shell-back’ with a large
cross half hidden in his hands, heard
my confessions and then, with an evil
grin, revealed his cross to be a double-
cross! -Followed more proddings by
friend Satan and I was lathered from
head to waist with fuel oil. I was then
somersaulted into a tank of water.
After running a gauntlet of knotted
towels and such play-things again
I found that my initiation was over.
I was now a full fledged “shell-back”
and a member of the Royal Domain
and very shortly joined my fellow
“ghell-backs’” in inflicting torture upon
the few ‘‘polliwogs’’ who still re-
mained. '

As long as there is a ship and a navy
-left in this rugged old world of ours —
as long as there remains a seaman to
sail her— the customs and traditions
of crossing the equator will remain
and be enforced, and ‘‘shell-backs”
will still differ from ‘‘polliwogs’ until
the ship crosses the line and the
“shell-backs’ "’ ranks are swelled by
the newly initiated. Long live Nep-
tunis Rex,. Ruler of the Deep, and
T hope I'm there when some of you
“polliwogs’” ‘‘cross over” for the first
time! — “FLIP.”

J

" US DONNACONAS—UGH

Donnacona was an Indian Chief
who held sway at a little place the
Indians ran up on their own by the
St. Lawrence and called Stadacona.
The reign of Donnacona and the

excursion of that doughty tar of St.

Malo, one Jacques Cartier, happened
to coincide and that is how the two
became associated with one another.

Cartier found Canada, on the
whole, somewhat less than diverting,
there being no  silver and other
precious metals within easy reach.
Also, he was a bit nervy about scurvy.
Feeling, however, that he had to
justify his expidish to the French
King, one Francis II, he decided that

~he would import to France a little

Canadian wild life for that monarch’s
amusement. So he kidnapped Don-
nacona and a few other Indian braves.
After fixing up things with the Red-
skins, the next day he shoved off
from Stadacona and, having emitted
the customary three blasts, made sail
for France.

On reaching the old corral once
again, he started talking about his
Indians and didn’t stop until he'd got
them to Paris for the King to see.
Gold and silver just didn't feature
at all by now. Donnacona and the
boys were eased into the presence of
Francis deuce and given a big intro-

“Dog George!”’

It must have locked strange, and
possibly some of our civilian. friends
along the Halifax waterfront thought
the Canadian Navy had a new addi-
tion to the fleet, as three ships steamed
majestically up the harbour in perfect
column —H.M.C.S. “Haida,"” the
Dartmouth ferry and H.M.C.S. ‘'Swan-
sea.”’ .

Pulling out of her Halifax berth, th
ferry began her run to Dartmouth
justas '“Haida’ and “Swansea’’ steamed
up harbour. Instead of passing between
the two ships as expected, the ferry
turned into ‘“‘Haida's” wake and,
keeping perfect station, chugged proudly
along between the two warships.

Maybe her skipper is an ex-naval
man and just couldn’t resist the
temptation.—G.W.S.

duce which included the title of King
of Canada.

But now we come to the sadder
bit of the story. o
"The Chief for a while had a real
happy old pow-wow with Francis and

~ was all the rage in Paris. However, we

must .bear it in mind that Donnacona
and friends had come straight from
the not-so-virgin forests of Canada

" and had retained one or two, fairly

primitive habits. The long and the
short of it is that they were hastily
dropped as a topic of conversation:
Cartier was hauled on-the mat and
requested to restrict his imports (a
policy which he later introduced in
Canada and which remains to this
day). ‘Donnacona and his braves
suffered terribly from neglect and
eventually died ignominiously.

We: don’t know whether to pity
Cartier or Donnacona more; but my
personal pity is for Cartier. He must _
have been the one to suffer more for
his case is recorded every time we
writé the name “Donnacona;”’ you
know, that business of always putting
H.M.C.S. alongside the name which,
as any student of history knows,
originated in - those days we are
describing and stands for, “He Made

Cartier Suffer.”

(NoTE: — As an exiremely fine companion
prece to this tale of adventure, a full size picture
in natural colowr is available wpon request to
the Division, of Donnacona with his bow and
arrow shooting the rapids.)

: — T.W.H.C,

“GRIFFON" BAND POPULAR
The ship’s company of H.M.C.S.
“Griffon’’ is proud of the new band..
It was organized early last year when
five young men, anxious to study
music and play musical instruments,
held their first .get-together with the
bandmaster, Mr. C. Stamp, Acting

Warrant Officer (SB) R.C.N. (R). -

“This group was added to during the
ensuing months aad, with much
practice and éffort, developed into a
first class dance orchestra. At its first
appearance, the band was received
warmly and helped make the Second
Annual Trafalgar Day Ball an out-
standing success.
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DEATH of CAPTAIN J. E. OLAND

Captain J. Eric Oland, D.S.C,,
R.C.N. (Retired), died November 9
in St. Joseph’s Hospital, Victoria, B.C.,
after a short illness. His death occur-
red four days after that of his wife,
the former Denisc Victoria Harris, of
Victoria.

Captain Oland, the son of the late
My, and Mrs. George W. C. Oland,
was born at Dartmouth, N.S,, Febru-
ary 27, 1895. He joined the Royal
Canadian Naval College, at Halifax,
as a cadet in 1911 and graduated with
the first class of midshipmen.

He obtained his early training in
ships and establishments of the Royal
Navy and served throughout the
First World War in the R.N. It was
during this period that he was awarded
the Distinguished Service Cross ‘‘for
outstanding service.”

Following the war he returned to
Canada, to serve in various appoint-
ments in the R.C.N. These included
command of the destroyer H.M.C.S.
“Skeena” and of the west coast
training  establishment, H.M.C.S.
““Naden”, and the post of Director of
Naval Reserves.

Captain Oland retired in 1938 but
returned to the service at the out-
break of the Second World War. He
was appointed Naval Officer in Charge
and Naval Control Service Officer at
Saint John, N.B., and was largely
instrumental in setting up the naval
control organization at that port.

In August, 1942, he was appointed
Naval Officer in Charge, Montreal,
and Commanding Officer of H.M.C.S.
“Hochelaga 11.”

Captain Oland returned to retire-
ment in October, 1944, and after
living for a time at Rothesay, N.B.,
moved to Shawnigan Lake, Vancouver
Island.

Captain Oland’s brother, Captain
Richard H. Oland, O.B.E., R.C.N,,
who as Naval Control Service Officer
organized the convoy system out of
Halifax at the start of the Second
World War, died in 1941.

Surviving Captain Oland are a
daughter, Mrs. John M. McAvity, of
Rothesay; three brothers, Col. S. C,
Oland, Halifax, and George and
Geoffrey, Saint John; three sisters,
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It’s a Dog’s Life

Among the newer recruits to join
H.M.C.S. “Unicorn,” the Naval Divi-
sion at Saskatoon, is one whose life on
board has become the envy of all hands.
While still a ‘new entry” he has
broken every rule in the book and has
yet to be brought up as a defaulter. He
has a total disregard — even contempt
— for all standing orders and obeys
only those which add to his comfort or
pleasure. His face is never shaved and
his collar never changed {rom one
month to the next, His hammock may
be found slung on the maindeck at all
times and often during working hours
he may be found in it, sound asleep.
However, with all his disciplinary
faults it is hoped that ‘‘Unicorn’s”
English Bulldog mascot, ‘“Admiral,”
will remain a member of the ship's
company for a long time to come.

COMMENCE LONG COURSE

Six men of the electrical branch
recently began a 45-weeks course at
the R.C.N. Electrical School, H.M.C.S,
“Stadacona,’’ Halifax.

The men, and the ships in which
they formerly served, are Electrical
Technicians 2/c Harry E. Brown,
H.M.C.S. “Crescent;”’ E. J. Maple,
H.M.C.S. “Naden;” and K. Leadley,
J. C. Knox, M. Majorki and R. P.
Baker, all of H.M.C.S. “Ontario.”

CLASSES OF UNIFORM

Two classes of uniform only are now
authorized in the Service, Class 1
(men not dressed as seamen) for
Chief Petty Officers and confirmed
Petty Officers, and Class II (men
dressed as seamen) for acting Petty
Officers and below.

PRESERVATION, REPAIRS
AND DOCKING

Chapter 23 of K.R.C.N., entitled
"“Preservation, Repairs and Docking”,
is scheduled for publication in the
near future and will be of interest to
all personnel concerned with the
maintenance, docking and repair of
ships.

Mrs. Ernest Wilden, Berwick, N.S.;
Mrs. Margaret Gilbert, Halifax, and
Mrs. Helen E. Tummunds, Victoria,
and three grandchildren.

Funeral services were held at Vic-
toria and burial was in the Naval
cemetery at Esquimalt.

LETTERS TO THE EDITOR

P/O S. M. H. Moore,
H.M.S. “TYNE",
c/o F. M. O,,
Harwich,
Essex.

Dear Sir:

During the last war I had the hon-
our and good fortune to serve for
almost a year in two of your corvet-
tes, namely, “Snowberry’’ and ‘“Wetas-
kiwin”. T have often wished since
that I could renew those old acquaint-
ances. I have been going to sea with
the Royal Navy for more than 20
years and I can say in all truth that
the happiest ships I have ever served
in were the two Canadian ships I have
mentioned. I am hoping that you may
be able to get this letter published in
your periodical so, in anticipatioﬁ, I
include the following names of some
of my Canadian shipmates, in the
hope that they may see this letter and
get in touch with me. The following
were in the “Snowberry’—P. O. Sto.
Davy Bell, C/E.R.A. Keir, E.R.A.
Leslie Drury, and P.O. Sto. ‘“Red”
Bolsh. Those in ‘“Wetaskiwin’ were
C/E.R.A. Bob Renard, Stoker Harry
Renard, Stoker Bert Wiltshire and
S.B.A. Murray Hatt. Come on boys,
how about an occasional letter to

* your old *Limey" pal ?

P.O. Stoker “‘Pony’’ Moore, R. N.

Congratulations to the CROWS-
NEST magazine. It has aroused more
interest in the R.C.N. and R.C.N. (R)
than any other magazine or publi-
cation to this date. We of the ‘““Atha-
baskan™ are proud and happy that
such an interest is being taken on
our behalf. With the co-operation of
the officers and men aboard we hope
to furnish the CROWSNEST with
articles of interest to all shipmates
both afloat and ashore.

Wishing you all the success in the
world for the future,

Sincerely,

“Athabaskans”



Saturday Rounds

Flight Deck to Gallery,
Hangar Deck to Main;
Lower Deck to Platform,
To Hold and back again.
Up wnio the Island,
‘A', ‘B, ‘C;
Who'll come Saturday Rounds with me?

Hatches by the hundred,
Ladders by the score,
Upstairs, downstairs,

Isn't it a bore?

Peeping into corners,
Sniffing out the dust,
Rushing round the messdecks,
Sweating fit to bust.

Hopping over hatchways,
Dodging round the doors,

" Popping into affices,
Snooping round the slores.
Sweating in the engine room,
Freezing in the frig;

Puffing like a grampus
From climbing to the bridge.
Smelling round for petrol,
Tapping buoyant drums;
Through the cafeteria,
Looking out for crumbs.
Finish in the Wardroom,
Feeling like a wreck,
Sensing ease and comfort—
Need 1t, too, by heck!
Weary, worn and speechless,
Trembling, pale and wan,
Drop into an easy chair,
Sound the ‘Carry On’.

Flight Deck to Gallery,
Hangar Deck to Main;
Lower Deck to Platform,
To Hold and back again.
Up-into the Island,
‘A', ‘B’, ‘Cv;
Who'll come Saturday Rounds with me?

“DEADLIGHT”








