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Ray Aitken has kindly provided three stories of which I'm sure you will find interesting.

"An Acquired Taste"

In the years 1949/50 I plied my profession of primary (elementary) school teaching in the Ashburton being domiciled in Onslow. We were not to return to the South until the end of a two-year period. During this tour of duty our only contact with fellow teachers was the occasional visit of the "itinerant teachers". Many children on outback sheep stations were educated by correspondence. The West Australian Correspondence College, established in Perth issued endless series of lesson and subject notes to enable mothers and governesses to teach these children. Worked papers were returned to Perth by mail for marking, criticism and advice. So successful did this prove that it is a matter of record that many of these "station children" later managed to negotiate the terrors of tertiary levels of learning. To assist the 'teachers', each child had a twice yearly or more visits by an "itinerant teacher", who would assist, assess and if possible solve administrative hold-ups.

Such teachers were young outgoing dedicated men. They were provided with a "utility' or "pick-up," which contained as well as sleeping room, all of the teaching aids of the day plus supplies of paper, craft material, official correspondence classes, stationery etc. One of these "I T s" was Allan Jones later to rise to high rank in teacher training circles after success in primary and secondary fields.

Allan was a pleasant young man with a winning personality and if a trusting nature and a great ability to make friends. My wife Muriel, and I were always ready to give Allan a 'rest' by having him as our guest for his few free days perhaps two or three times per year. 

On his journey North Allan made friends with the manager of the Norwegian Whaling Station in the Carnarvon area. (They were still fishing the coast for humpbacks.)

On one occasion Allan and his Norwegian friend were on the "catwalk' above the flensing deck when a gestating cow whale was winched ashore. The Norwegian explained to him what an unpardonable error it had been to shoot a cow whale. The penalty was a substantial cash fine and all oil extracted was also put to the credit of the Australian Government. At this stage a worker put his flensing axe into the general area of one of the animals teats. Here, because of the lack of buoyancy the milk within was under extreme pressure and when the gland was ruptured a great geyser flew up into the air to a height of five metres and poured down on the worker. "Is that good to drink?" asked Allan.

The manager said "Wass beautiful Allan", and he immediately ordered a stop to the work on the deck.

A few shouted instructions produced a waterproof hat and "wetsuit' for Allan and a metal Australian army pannikin. Thus equipped he made his way to the flensing deck and when the axe produced another great upsurge of milk he was agile enough to get his pannikin reasonably full. Returning to the catwalk he took a sip. It was astonishingly bitter and oily with a strong fishy flavour. He didn't like it at all but because of the great trouble that had been taken to acquire it he put up a bold front on the matter and drank.

When the pannikin was empty Allan gagged a little and said "Do you like whale milk?"

"I don't know Allan," said the manager. "I don't never try"; there was a long pause.

"In fact Allan, I don't know nobody that wass try before you!" 
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"Going Home."
The West Australian coast always had its quota of expatriate Norwegians. Apart from their own shore based whaling interest there was generally one at least in each coastal town. Their profession was that of shipwright and they tended to be elderly bachelors much given to consumption of large quantities of spirits. The Onslow representative of the Norwegian presence was John Olssen. He was Neil Clark's shipwright.

Although pearling was nearly dead by 1950 as a result of the plastic button syndrome aided and abetted by Japanese cultured pearls, there were still six luggers plying from Onslow. Three of these belonged to Neil Clark. As auxiliaries he had a seagoing launch and a beautiful yacht with an inboard motor. John Olssen had built the yacht, which was called "Thelma" for Neil's youngest daughter. John's pronunciation made the little "ship's" name "Telma" and as such she was known far and wide. "Telma" was used by Clark to supply the lugger fleet with stores particularly vegetables and bread so that fishing could continue without the return of luggers to Onslow.

Early in 1950, John Olssen began to lose weight and his face became haggard. Neil finally managed to get him to a doctor. The diagnosis could not have been worse. John had incurable terminal cancer. A very few of John's friends were allowed to know this.

One day Neil Clark came to me to tell me that John was overdue on a provision trip in "Telma" and to ask me if I would go with him in the launch to search.

We headed for the 'South Bank' and on the way found 'Telma' going round in tight circles with the tiller tied off. Neil put me on board and fixed to the mast, wrapped in and rolled in cellophane was a note, which said simply,

"Neil I hope you get 'Telma' okay. I go 'ome now."

A Viking returned to the sea perhaps.
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"Aid From Abroad".
Michael Calvert, who proved that the tale of no promotion in the British Army was a myth by rising from the rank of Subaltern to Major General in one war, was in charge of commando training in Australia when I took part in it. Calvert was an engineer and a demolition expert. (See the book Chindet by Calvert on "behind lines work" in India and Burma.)

Calvert once told me a story of the Norwegians. He was in charge of the mining of a British beach in early 1940 and had finished his task apart from the closing off of the 'safety lanes'. He had returned his soldiers to base. His only remaining assistant was his Sgt. Major who came to his tent in the early morning screaming. "There's a whaleboat rowing ashore Sir",

"Go down the lane and hold it." said Calvert.

He dressed quickly and arrived at the beach in time to see the rowers snip the oars and push the prow into a shell bank.

A large blonde bloke stepped ashore and said, "I am Erik, we have come".

"Where the hell have you come from?" said Calvert.

"Norvay".

"Why have you come?"

"To vight of course".

As Calvert remarked there are similarities between whaleboats and longboats but only a descendant of the Vikings could contemplate taking one across the North Sea.
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