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  “THE JENDIT” 

All the clips! 

         THE CREWKERNE ROYAL BRITISH LEGION 

 

Welcome to another edition of the Jendit. You may have noticed it has been a 
while since the last one, but that’s because we have had to return to work. 

Sadly, retirement is still a way off for some of us. Well in this edition we will 
continue Terry Austin’s tale from his days in Ceylon but first we have a short 

piece submitted to us by Tony Smith about one very lucky cat that nearly used 
up all his lives. 

 

 

But first it is with the utmost sadness that we must announce the passing of our 
former President and dear friend Dave Lawrence. Dave was our longest serving 
branch member, we believe he joined the Crewkerne 
branch around 1958 not long after he completed his 
National service with the Royal Electrical and Mechanical 
Engineers. He learnt how to play the trumpet, cornet and 
French horn, of which he played in the R.E.M.E. Band.  
Dave was well known around Crewkerne, not least 
because he played in the local brass band, but he was a 
very keen member of the Legion supporting us at all of our 
events and always parading with us on Remembrance 
Day and at our annual trip to Weymouth Veteran’s Day 
Parade. Dave was branch President for about ten years 
until he stood down in 2018 due to deteriorating health. 
Dave sadly passed away on the 22nd July and he will be 
greatly missed by us all at the branch and our thoughts 
are with Margaret his wife and of course all his family.  
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Unsinkable Sam 

 

Should you find yourself on a boat you might want to do it with a descendant of this cat, 

Unsinkable Sam as he became known, found himself in the middle of not one, not two, but 
three major Naval incidents of WW2 and survived all 
three. 

First he was on the German battleship “Bismarck”, 
when it was sunk in May 1941. Only 110 of the 2300 
crew survived, 111 if you include Sam. He was 
rescued by HMS Cossack whose crew named him 
Oscar, but shortly later the ship was torpedoed and 
sank. Sam survived and was picked up by the 
aircraft carrier, HMS Ark Royal, but that too was 
torpedoed and sank which was Sam’s third sinking 
in six months. 

Sam, along with a shipmate had clearly had enough 
so spent the rest of his days in a home for retired 
seamen. 

What an amazing cat! 

 

"THREE OPPO'S ON SAFARI” Part 2 

 

So, to continue with Terry’s tale of Safari in Ceylon, let’s just recap. Terry and 
two of his shipmates have now found themselves in the jungle in the capable 
hands of a local tribesman who they nicknamed Tarzan. The previous day 
Tarzan had caught a large bird for their supper but today was another day and 
so Terry’s story continues. 

 

Before long he came to a halt and by his actions we kept close to him not knowing what to 

expect. Creeping quietly along the edge of the thicket to our right until suddenly, we heard a 

movement in the trees close by, and as Tarzan pointed upwards, we had our first glance of 

our 'second kill' 

An armadillo, which had been climbing through the trees, now confronted unexpectedly by 
us with our shotguns pointing directly at him and completely rolled up into a ball. One of us 
eager for our first kill pulled the trigger, and "Hey Presto" three smiling matelots with their 
egos fully inflated, walking back down the track, wondering just what armadillo tasted like! 
We arrived back at base and left Tarzan to deal with the task of preparing the unfortunate 
animal for our next meal, which we could see, knife in hand, he had obviously handled many 
times before. After a beer or two, and a cup of cocoa we got our heads down, leaving one 
on guard 'twelve at the ready' until he roused his oppo four hours later. 
During the following day, we were walking through the open jungle and came across an ox 

that had been caught up in some wire. It had twisted all round its horns and had cut into its 

head, as it had obviously been struggling to get free possibly for days and looked very weak. 

We untwisted the wire and let it go, we all of us thought that he had been through enough. 

And hey, how the hell could we possibly roast a whole ox over our fire anyway! 
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That night we went out and it was a lovely moonlit night. The driver and Tarzan 

leading the way through more open jungle and as we approached some trees, they 

indicated to us to get down on our hands and knees and crawl. We could hear the sound 

of a peacock calling in the distance and Tarzan kept pointing towards a large tree that 

displayed a complete silhouette in the moonlight.  Straining to see this bird, I suddenly 

glanced down beside me and to this day, I'm certain, that a large snake slithered past me in 

the grass!  At that moment, neither I or my two Oppos could distinguish the peacock in the 

tree from the distance we were, so the driver grabbed one of our guns, aimed at the tree and 

fired! Low and behold, to our amazement, a lovely plump peacock fell out of the tree. In the 

distance, to which Tarzan was already well on his way to retrieve!  Better than any gun dog I 

had known back home for sure. Back at base, we decided to turn in for the night and my two 

Oppos decided that it was my turn to have the privilege of the camp bed in the safety of the 

hut, so I positioned it on the most stable part of the uneven earth floor I could find, covered 

myself with a blanket, as it was a touch chilly that night, then stretched out for a few hours 

kip. 

About midnight, I was aroused from a lovely deep sleep by something irritating my nose. 

Half asleep, I brushed my nose with my hand and fell back into semi consciousness. Low 

and behold, I again felt something, this time on my forehead. Thinking that it was just a moth 

or something, I again brushed it off with my hand.  Just as I started to lapse back into 

dreamland, something began attacking my mouth. This was too much so lifting myself up on 

my elbows, I peered up looking at the thatched roof in the moonlight, creeping through the 

door of the hut and something dropped down on my face. It was then that I came to my 

senses. Jesus, I was completely covered from head to foot with the biggest cockroaches I'd 

ever seen! I jumped off the camp bed, throwing the blanket across the hut with such force 

that the hut shook! Little did I know, that was the wrong move, as the hut shook, a reign of 

terror fell upon me! Yes, the little bastards were living in the thatched roof and the more I 

shook the hut, the more they came down to meet me! Out I ran for dear life, swearing and 

cursing! My oppo on watch outside, wondering for a split second, what had got into the hut 

without him knowing.  He stood there motionless, not saying a word, but in the darkness, I 

sensed that he somehow knew my predicament and from that moment on I had learnt my 

lesson that I was content to lay on the ground sheet with the stars as my companions for the 

rest of the adventure. 

The following morning, after a good brew over the open fire, we made our way in another 

direction following our leader, not knowing what we were going to encounter. As we rounded 

a bend in the track, we came to a water hole and as we came closer, a huge shoal of giant 

turtles were startled at our appearance, cascaded down into the water causing a terrific din.  

On we went, thinking that we could have been a bit quicker and had some nice turtle soup 

for supper. Had we not have been as startled as the turtles were! Ha well, it might have 

been. 

Presently Tarzan as usual started to slow up and crouched down. Something was running 

through the undergrowth and as we all stood looking in the direction he was pointing, we 

could see what looked like at first, stems of burnt grass moving to and fro. Our driver 

beckoning for one of us with a ‘twelve’ to lead and to take aim at the spot, which he did and 
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out ran a porcupine with its quills sticking straight up in the air, hence the burnt grass!  

Out rang a shot, and over and over bowled the porcupine until he lay still and 

motionless in a heap.  My oppo had made a good job of our supper this time. 

We got back, relaxed for a couple of hours and devoured our roast porcupine, which I might 

tell you was the best meat we had tasted yet!  Then we downed a beer and had a brew, the 

stars were out 

To be continued… 

Our next article is from our Branch Chairman Tony Samuel (Sam).  Here he 
describes his early days in the Royal Navy serving onboard the very last of the 
Royal Navy’s wooden warships, but surprisingly it was only back in the 1980’s 
and not in Admiral Nelsons time. 

 

Time in the Tons 

 
I joined the Royal Navy in the May of 1983, as a Junior Seaman Operator and on completion 

of basic training at HMS Raleigh, I was selected for Trade training in the Mine-Warfare 

branch (not my choice).  I was therefore sent to HMS Vernon, now Gunwharf Keys, in 

Portsmouth for said training. Following my 8 week Mine-warfare course, I was not drafted to 

some sleek frigate or destroyer as I would have hoped, but instead, to the somewhat 

unremarkable HMS Iveston, a ton class minesweeper that was already by 1983 coming up 

to its 30th birthday.  Iveston was also unusual in that she was one of the last wooden ships to 

serve the Royal Navy. Wooden I hear 

you say?  Yes, the ton boats as they 

were affectionately known were built of 

Mahogany on an aluminium frame.  

Their design dated back to the post war 

years when the Admiralty recognised a 

need for a minesweeper with a very low 

magnetic signature to prevent them 

detonating the modern magnetic mines 

that were developed during WW2. The 

Royal Navy went on to build 119 of the 

venerable little warships, all were named 

after villages ending in “ton”, initially they 

were built with an open bridge, but in the 

1960s the bridges were enclosed. With a 

displacement of around just 500 tons and just one 

small anti-aircraft bofors gun and a pair of general 

purpose machine guns mounted on the bridge wings, the Ton boats served in every theatre 

of naval warfare from the 1950s to the late 1980s. There were two basic types, 

Minesweepers and Minehunters.  The latter had a Plessey 193 mine hunting sonar fitted for 

detecting mines on the seabed as well as a double oropesa minesweeping system. The 

HMS Upton full power trial, 18knots 
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mine sweepers had no sonar but in addition to the double oropesa they were also 

fitted with influence mine sweeping gear that produced large magnetic fields away from 

the ship for the magnetic mines and noise generators that were towed astern to detonate 

mines activated by sound. The Ton boats weren’t just deployed in Mine-Warfare, they were 

also used as patrol boats and survey ships, notably patrolling the coastal waters of Hong 

Kong, Malaya and Northern Ireland. Many of the class were also deployed on Fishery 

protection duties around the UK.  Life on a Ton boat was somewhat less comfortable than 

that of the larger warships of the time, firstly because they were so small they rolled around 

in the slightest swell and you had to find your sea legs pretty quickly as although they were 

small, that didn’t stop us putting to sea in rough weather.  I remember on a number of 

occasions riding out storms in excess of a force 8, and due to the wooden construction, in 

rough weather, the ships would leak through the planking, so on waking in the night, it would 

not be unusual to find an inch or so of sea water swilling around the mess floor.  Another 

issue was the fact that they could only carry a relatively small amount of fresh water, so once 

we put to sea, personal hygiene was compromised by the fact we were not allowed to 

shower, as water was only for cooking and drinking. Having said that, it was rare to be at sea 

for more than 10 days at a time. We also had our own unique uniform known as “Coastal 

Forces Rig”, it consisted of Navy-blue trousers a thick white roll neck jumper and the 

traditional sailors cap or beret.   It always raised a few eyebrows from officers or Navy 

regulators (Police) when we walked around ports such as Plymouth or Portsmouth, where 

they were not used to seeing such uniform, as most of the Ton boats were based north of 

the border in Rosyth, Fife. 

By the 1980s Ton boats didn’t go far from UK waters but we usually had at least 2 foreign 

visits per year, usually somewhere 

like Ostend in Belgium or 

Bremerhaven in Germany.  That 

wasn’t really a problem, because the 

Ton boats were so small, they could 

enter pretty much any port in the UK 

including places like Gloucester via 

the ship canal or Bristol via the Avon 

Gorge so we never went short of 

decent visits. Iveston was my first 

Ton boat but then in 1986, I was 

drafted to HMS Upton another elderly 

Ton boat attached to the Fishery 

Protection Squadron. In Upton I was lucky 

enough to have my first visit to Gibraltar 

where we had a two-week maintenance period. I left Upton in 1987 just after an excellent 

visit to London where we berthed alongside HMS Belfast, and that was the end of my time in 

Tons, but it was a great experience to have served in the last wooden ships of the RN. 

Iveston and Upton both paid off in the early 90s with nearly 40 years’ service each. Upton 

was scrapped soon after but the Iveston went to Tilbury and served as a sea cadet training 

ship until 2015 when she was finally deemed unsafe and was then sent to the breakers yard. 

HMS Iveston in Portsmouth dockyard 
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Sadly none of the Ton boats were preserved so they have been lost to history, 

however a number of other navies also operated Ton boats including Australia, South 

Africa and New Zealand and I believe there are still a couple of examples out there, so 

let’s hope someone realises the significance of these lovely little warships and puts one into 

preservation someday soon. 

One of our members, Tony Cooper was kind enough to send in some quiz questions 

for us.  They are cryptic clues that should reveal the name of a bird but beware, 

sometimes they might not be spelt the way the clue suggests. Good luck! 

1. Found on a chess board. 

2. Invoice for an item of cutlery. 

3. Brightly coloured tool. 

4. Black and white dog shows pleasure. 

5. Street decorations for book worms. 

6. Polish part of a car. 

7. Act of theft. 

8. Wizard flyer. 

9. Land and free travel 

10. Pastime. 

11. When the cat gets up 

12. Royal angler. 

13. Hidden gunman does this. 

14. Crimson bird but surprisingly no strings 

15. Timber rooster. 

16. Egg-born cashew. 

17. Blustery evening. 

18. Bevvy before bedtime. 

19. Precious hill top. 

20. What you might get if you annoy a dog. 

Thanks Tony, as I’m sure they will get some brains ticking, they certainly did mine, as 

you never gave me the answers. 
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Answers are on the back page – after I worked them out. 

Some great fund raising from our friends at St. Barts 

 
Here are a few of St. Bart’s Forget-Me-Nots – 
the dementia awareness group led by Alice 
Samuel.  They raised £511.22 for RBL Admiral 
Nurses, which is an amazing amount especially 
during these times.  Well done to them. 
Also thanks to Alice, Sandie Smith and Sarah 
King who have supported the group weekly at 
school teaching them communication skills, 
sewing and other craft.  We are very proud how 
our affiliation is so successful. 
 

 

 

 

Images from VE 75 

 
Sadly, lockdown prevented us from holding our planned events for VE day. However, we 
were not to be deterred and in accordance with Government guidelines on social distancing, 
we laid on some small ceremonies at the Chairman’s house and Severalls, and of course not 
forgetting the poppy display in the town hall. 

The last coffee morning in mid-March where members and friends made the individual 

poppies for the cascade – thank you for this wonderful 

creation and thank you Sandie for sewing each one. 

 

 

 

Well done to the Coffee morning sewers 

The Poppy display in the Town Hall 
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And finally, here are the answers to this editions quiz. 

 

1. Rook. 

2. Spoonbill. 

3. Yellow hammer. 

4. Pied wagtail. 

5. Reed bunting. 

6. Waxwing. 

7. robin. 

8. Merlin. 

9. Fieldfare. 

10. Hobby. 

11. Kitty wake. 

12. Kingfisher. 

13. Snipe. 

14. Red kite 

15. Woodcock 

16. Nuthatch 

17. Nightingale 

18. Nightjar 

19. Gold crest 

20. Bittern 

 

The Standard paraded at Broadshard 

The Chairman and Vice Chairman lay the wreath at 

Severalls 
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Hope you all enjoyed this edition of the Jendit, and we thank all our contributors, 
please stay safe and hopefully we can all meet up again very soon. 


