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THE AUXILIARY NAVY
(By Taffrait in "London Calling")

ITHIN the last week or
two, I’ve been on board,
or at sea in, various ships

of what may be called. the Aux-
iliary Navy. The first was an
armed merchant-cruiser, a_ well-
known ex-transatlantic liner con-
verted into a warship, manned
largely from the various naval
reserves, and with guns mounted,
she has been employed in north-
ern waters practically ever since
the beginning of the war.
How many thousands of miles she
may have steamed, since, I don’t pre-
tend to know; but all through the gales,
snowstorms, and long, dark nights of the
northern winter her normal routine had
been eighteen to nineteen days out, fol-
lowed by five days to a week in har-
bour, for refuelling and storing. Her
officers and men enjoyed* about three
days’ leave every six weeks, and well
they deserved it.
The ship presented a strange contrast
‘to the time when I was last on board

her, before the war. Her public rooms
had been stripped of their panelling and
tapestries. Silken hangings and curtains
had disappeared from her private suites.
The children’s playroom had been con-
verted into a shelter for guns’ crews in
bad weather, and whole ranges of cabins
demolished to form mess decks, All the
elaborate fripperies had been discarded
for the grim purpose of war.
It’s a far cry from an armed merchant-
cruiser of nearly 20,000 tons to a ship
of just over 700; but at another port I
went on board a boom defence vessel
which, with others of her type, has the
task of watching the lines of buoyed
nets and booms which protect most of
our naval and commercial harbours. She
was provided with her own motive
power for steaming from place to place;
but most of her time she spent station-
ary on the boom, using her winches to
open the "gate" to admit traffic, clos-
ing it again after the shipping had
passed,

Bad Weather, Good Work
Apart from that, she had the job of
laying and maintaining the heavy
anchors, buoys, and a regular cat’s
cradle of nets and wire hawsers. It was
no sinecure in the fierce tides and blow-
ing weather which usually prevailed; no
joke at all when buoys and barrels broke
adrift in the midst of a

_
pitch-black,

squally night and had to be rescued.
When they were new to the game,
steamers unacquainted with the neigh-
‘bourhood sometimes came

_
charging

through the boom at midnight, to wrap
fathoms of wire hawser round their pro-
pellers and to find themselves hitched
up by the stern. Vituperation flowed
through megaphones, one indignant
tramp skipper demanding: "What’s this
blinkin’ boom doing here?" --- except
that his language was more impolite
than that. The boom defence officer re-
torted with interest.
The men of that little ship were «
hard-bitten lot, some belonging to the
various naval reserves, the others en-
rolled for the war. The boom officer was
a retired lieutenant who'd earned the
D.S.C. in the last war; the skipper an
ex-trawlerman; and the engineer had
served for many years on a railway in
India.

At another port I saw several of the
private yachts taken over by the Navy
for patrol and anti-submarine purposes.
One of these was commanded by a cap-
tain of the Royal Naval Reserve whom
I’d last seen in command of a famous
Atlantic liner. The liner’s tonnage was
something over 45,000, and her length
more than 800 feet. The length of the
yacht was little more than double that
of a cricket pitch, and her tonnage round
about a hundred.
Later on I went to sea, minesweep-
ing in a paddle-steamer belonging to a
railway company which used to take
crowds of excursionists to the local
beauty spots and watering places. Trans-
formed into a man-of-war, she’d a com-
plement of fifty officers and men, a gun
or two, and the usual double Oropesa
mine-sweep, with all its paraphernalia
of winches, floats, otters, kites, and
fathom upon fathom of wire. The tor-
pedo-shaped floats with their red and
green flags had their names painted on
them-Joan and Pat. I was told that the
minesweeping personnel had the privi-
lege of taking turns in christening them,
so the names changed fairly frequently.
Once they‘d been Rose and Gertie,
which, like Joan and Pat, were young
ladies living in the neighbourhood of the
base.

Over 20,000 Miles a Year
The average number of days a month
spent at sea by that little ship was
round about twenty-three, in which
period she covers about 1,794 miles. This
means that in a year of war she'll have
done 21,582 miles.
Two trawlers in which I also went to
sea on patrol had also done much ardu-
ous service since the war began. The
skippers of both were Scots fishermen.
The group officer in one was a retiredlieutenantcommander, R.N., whose
peacetime employment is with the Mer-
sey Dock and Harbour Board, while theother was a_ lieutenantcommander,
R.N.R., who’d left the sea before the
war and was qualifying as a doctor when
recalled for service afloat. The bulk of
the crew was made up by fishermen; but
among them were a Metropolitan police-
man, a paper-hanger and an employee
in a furniture and upholstery business.
The wartime Navy, with its manifold
tasks and functions, has need of all these
men and of the ships in which they
serve. They’re all doing arduous service
in the face of no little risk and danger.
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Mlilfotd
TRACK AND SOUND
Milford Track Is truly themost
wonderful walk in the world_From thehead ofLake Te Anau
you pass through a landofdense
forests,countlesswaterfalls, deep
valleys, mountain passes andlakes toemerge through the 'huge
gorges to the shores of Milford
Sound, built on such a colossal
scale that itdwarfs the comfort-
able Government Milford Hotel_
This year then: You haven't
seen anything until you've seenMilford:

Fuli details at the
GOVERNMENT

Tourist
BUREAU

Bureauxandagenciesinallmaincentres.

BAD LEG FOR 30 YEARS
HEALED With VAREX
W.D.R. Claudelands, writes:" sufferedwith Varicose Veins for 30 years, and
during that time, hurt my ieg In thesame place several times, with the re-sult a Varicose Ulcer developed I used
Varex treatment, andafter fourapplica
tions,my leg was healed, and nOW givegn0 trouble at all.
Even old ucerg respond readlly to
VAREX. Simple, safe and Inexpenslve:
HomeTreatment No Resting Write for
freebooklet. ErnestHealey Pharmaceutical Chemist, Varex Ltd:. Box 1558,
NL:, Wellington.
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"MINGAN" JOINS
AIR FORCE

Known throughout New Zealand
Scouting as a popular Camp Fire leader,
and for his Scout sessions from 2ZB,
"Mingan," who is John J. Fox. recently
resigned from the NBS programme staff
to train for a pilot in the R.N.Z.A.F.
A scoutmaster for seven years, "Min-
gan" gained the highest qualification, the

Scout Wood Badge, four years ago, and
would have led the Camp Fire Enter-
tainments for the postponed New Zea-
land Jamboree.
In radio, he was responsible for various
children’s sessions, including the unusual
series for college boys, " Young Ideas."
He was a 2YC announcer, took part in
tadio plays, and organised various 2YA
programmes,
Mr. Fox was educated at St. Patrick’s
College, Silverstream.
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