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The terrible storm had died away but the rain continued to slant down from a grey sky. It was cold—bitterly cold.

        
On the hillside above the sea a policeman was leading down a man and a woman who had left the water and scrambled up the hill, dazed with shock.

        
In a clump of scrub a young Maori had just been found, half-frozen and helpless after his ordeal.

        
A bus-driver had dragged a boy, alone and apparently dead, from a waterlogged liferaft. Desperately the driver worked to revive him on that debris-littered beach, and was at last rewarded by the sigh of returning life.

        
Rescuers were waist-deep in the surf, battling the treacherous undertow in the effort to drag helpless survivors to safety.

        
Out in the harbour, the port side of her hull still visible, lay all that was left of a proud new ship.
The place: Wellington. The date: 
10 April 1968. The ship: 

Wahine.
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Chapter One

        

        
The 

Wahine was just a little behind schedule when her twin bronze propellers pushed her clear of the Lyttelton Inter-Island Terminal at 8.43 pm on 9 April 1968. The six-carriage boat-train that had rumbled north all day from Invercargill 380 miles to the south, was 10 minutes late when it arrived on the wharf with over a hundred passengers. And when the big, hinged steel stern door rolled down, sealing off the vehicle deck, an 8-minute power failure ashore delayed the lifting of the linkspan unit from the ferry's stern to the wharf.
        

        
A moderate 15-knot south-west breeze was blowing as the 

Wahine rounded the port's eastern mole and made for the open sea down the gut of Lyttelton Harbour, a wide fingerlike inlet cutting deeply into the coastline of Banks Peninsula. Captain 
Hector Gordon Robertson, aged fifty-seven, tall and greying, the senior master on the inter-island service, stood at the windows on the darkened bridge. Chief Officer 
Rodney Luly was close by. He had come up just before sailing after supervising loading operations on the vehicle deck. Third mate 
Grahame Noblet, officer of the watch, was there too.

        
In the background, a tall craggy Irish priest listened to the Master's quiet commands to the helmsman. Father 
James McGlynn, sixty-nine, had also been on the bridge the night before, when the ship had left Wellington. He and Captain 
Robertson were friends and both lived in Lower Hutt, near Wellington. 
Father McGlynn, who had been in New Zealand and Australia for forty years, was head of the Columban Fathers. He had been in Christchurch, eight miles from Lyttelton, for the day, visiting priests and nuns of his order, and had come back to the ship to find a man occupying the cabin which was rightfully his. A steward had given him another berth before the priest went to the bridge.

        
The sky was overcast as the ship slipped down the harbour at 15 1/2 knots, the dim outline of hills sliding past. The usual crowd of passengers watched the ship's progress, some from the enclosed part of the C-deck promenade, others from the open, breezy decks. For some, the night crossing to Wellington was a new experience.

        


        
It was routine to many; a convenient way of getting to the North Island, and cheaper than flying. The bar service and cafeteria on B-deck, and the television there and in the A-deck general lounge, were to many passengers of more consequence than the ship's progress. The amenities of the public rooms were of no consequence at all to some. An early night or simply getting to bed before they had a chance to feel sick were more important.

        

        
        
        
The bar was busy. 
Peter Madarasz ordered a Coke for his wife Sue, and a double gin and tonic for himself. Peter, twenty-five, a land agent, had married Sue in Wellington on 30 March, just two weeks after his bride's twenty-first birthday. The young couple had crossed Cook Strait to Picton in the Government-owned rail-road ferry 
Aranui and had been honeymooning in the South Island. They had not planned to be on the 

Wahine on 9 April but had advanced their booking a couple of nights. They had heard bad weather was expected and they were anxious to get home anyway.

        
Forty-two-year-old lawyer 
Bernard Knowles had a quiet drink before he went to his cabin. He had flown to Christchurch late on the morning of 9 April to attend a company meeting. He was due to return to Wellington by air at 7 pm but had been told by National Airways Corporation that flights from Christchurch might be delayed. Knowles had an appointment in Wellington at 9 am the next day so he thought he had better play it safe and return on the ferry. The pyjamas and toilet gear he always carried when he went to Christchurch in case his return was delayed were in his briefcase when he got to the ship just before sailing. He had no difficulty buying a ticket on the wharf. The ferry had room for another 300 passengers. The passenger-capacity of 924 was under-booked; only 610, including forty-one children under the age of fourteen were sailing that night. The crew totalled 125. Mrs 
Phyllis Robertson, fifty, was aboard after a holiday with two sisters in Oamaru because she wanted to be home with her family in Wellington for Easter.

        
An inter-university Easter sports tournament at Massey University near Palmerston North was why 
John Wauchop, nineteen, and the rest of the Lincoln College cricket team were travelling. Teams from Otago and Canterbury universities were also on board.

        

Roger Wilson, a thirty-five-year-old textile sales manager, had completed a South Island sales trip and was on his way home to
          

Auckland. His wife Bobbie, expecting her first child, was eagerly awaiting her husband's return: she hadn't seen him for five weeks.

        
Air hostess 
Sally Shrimpton, twenty-three, on transfer to Wellington from Christchurch, was on the ship because ear trouble had put a temporary halt to flying.

        

Lynn Kingsbury, twenty-nine, and his wife Gillian were beginning a ten-day holiday after a year's hard work on their 729-acre farm on the coast south of Christchurch, near Rakaia.

        

Albert Hansen, fifty-seven, and his wife Ilene, forty-five, were on their way home to Wanganui after a wedding at Ashburton.

        
White-haired Miss 
Margaret Millar, fifty-four, of Knapdale, near Gore, had left her sheep-farmer brother to look after himself for a few days while she went to the North Island with Christchurch friends Lawrie and 
Sylvia Nathan.

        
Mrs 
Phyllis Robertson watched television for a few minutes after the ship sailed, then had a cheese sandwich and a cup of tea. Shortly after 9 pm she went out on deck but the gentle motion of the ship was enough to make her feel squeamish. She remained on deck briefly, then went below to her cabin, already wishing she hadn't had the cheese sandwich.

        
While Mrs Robertson was having supper Clarrie O'Neill and his wife Lydia were getting themselves and their six children to bed in the forward section of D-deck. Stephen, twelve, Mark, eleven, and Clarence, seven, were with their father in one cabin. Mrs O'Neill had the three younger children, Karen, five, Ruth, four, and Daniel, three, with her in the cabin opposite. Mr O'Neill, forty, a Seventh Day Adventist, was transferring from Invercargill to the church's Sydney publishing department. They were on their way to Wellington to join the Shaw Savill liner 
Southern Cross, due to sail for Australia on 11 April. They had tried to get on the 
Maori from Lyttelton on 10 April to avoid a stopover in Wellington, but as they and others had discovered, the 
Maori's Wednesday sailing was fully booked up for pre-Easter travel.

        
Mrs O'Neill, thirty-five and expecting another child, was uneasy about the voyage to Sydney: "I wasn't worried about the ferry; it was the big trip to Sydney that was on my mind," she recalled later. "I told my friends to pray for us. I had my faith in God and thought He would take care of us, but I just felt something was going to happen. When we got on the boat I could not settle. I kept gathering the children together." When she had tucked her children
        

in Mrs O'Neill got into bed. But she left the light on and began praying.

        

        

        
At 9.05 pm the ferry reached Godley Head, northern entrance to Lyttelton Harbour, and swung to port to begin the run up the coast. The helmsman steadied her on a course of 015°. The wind was still from the south-west, freshening slightly. The ship was rolling only enough to trouble passengers with weak stomachs. Captain 
Robertson was told the lashings on the cars, trucks, and trailers on the vehicle deck had been checked and were OK. Seventy-one passenger vehicles were aboard, forty-eight of them in the upper garage reached by ramps from the main vehicle deck. The cars were in gear, handbrakes on, and held by rope lashings to tie-points set flush in the deck.

        
The cars were the usual assortment. Sales manager Wilson had his firm's year-old white Holden station wagon aboard. It was parked on the forward port side of the main vehicle deck alongside a new Chev Impala and Euclid truck. The near-new red Jaguar that Sail)' Shrimpton was taking north for a friend was on too, with Sally's 21-inch television set on the back seat. 
Albert Hansen had his 1961 Vauxhall aboard. Wire lashings and rubber chocks secured twenty-six "sea freighters", wheeled bases with cargo containers atop, holding mail, luggage, malt, flour, and general cargo. Similarly secured were four trailers, the container on one loaded with precisely 301,320 eggs, and other vehicles including the Euclid and an articulated truck carrying two containers open at the top and piled high with 19 tons of coke. A 25-ton refrigerated truck was held to the deck by chains. It was a routine load, only this night there was no livestock aboard as was often the case.

        
Captain 
Robertson usually left the bridge about 9.15 pm after his ship cleared the heads, but this evening he stayed about ten minutes longer, chatting with 
Father McGlynn. Then the two men went down one deck to the Captain's cabin where they were joined by a seventy-seven-year-old Australian, Mr 
Alfred Rutland. Captain 
Robertson had been told he was aboard and had invited him to supper. Mr Rutland and the captain had plenty to talk about: Mr Rutland had travelled the world on ships, but the 

Wahine's voyage was to be his last.

        
Captain 
Robertson had been at sea for forty-one years, all but

eleven of them with the Union Company. For sixteen years he had been a master, with a background of captaincy of a dozen cargo ships followed by the Cook Strait ferry 

Aramoana for three years, and the inter-island ferries 
Hinemoa and 

Maori before taking command of the 

Wahine on 31 October 1966. One of the ships he had served in as a deck officer before gaining command was the first 
Wahine, 4436 tons and built for the inter-island run just before the First World War. She was lost on a reef in the Arafura Sea, north of Australia, in 1951, when carrying New Zealand troops to Korea. All aboard were taken off safely by a tanker.

        

        

        
The smokeroom aft on B-deck was crowded. 
Roger Wilson was drinking Scotch with a Wellington friend, 

John Perham, whom he had met on the ship. They talked about near misses they had each experienced in aircraft.

        
Student 
John Wauchop was playing cards with fellow cricketers.

        
Sue Smith, a twenty-one-year-old nurse, from Newcastle, New South Wales, was also playing cards with other Australians. She was among nineteen Australians on a Trans Tours (NZ) Ltd trip around New Zealand. The party had been in the South Island nine days and was going north for a few more in the North Island. Sue was sharing a cabin on C-deck with sixty-two-year-old Sydney-widow, Mrs 
Elsie Grey. Other Trans Tours Australians were clustered in nearby cabins.

        
Also in the smokeroom were the Hansens, watching television. They'd been early arrivals at the ship, driving their car aboard about 5.30 pm. After leaving overnight luggage in their cabin they had gone across the road from the wharf entrance to the British Hotel, and over a few beers played tunes on a jukebox. One of them was the pop song 
There Goes my Everything. It was an omen. . . .

        

Father McGlynn and Mr Rutland left Captain 
Robertson's cabin at 10.15 pm. When they had gone, the Master returned to the bridge. Chief Officer Luly, about to go off duty, had completed his nightly inspection of the ship and reported everything quiet. There were no problems: the ship was snug. The captain went below about 10.45 pm. He was in bed a quarter of an hour later and asleep immediately.

        

        

        
It had been a routine day for Captain 
Robertson. After taking
          

the ship into her berth at 7 am he had breakfasted and later, after she had been eased from her berth, he watched the crew at lifeboat drill lowering the ship's eight boats which then circled the ship. At 10 am, when the ship had tied up again, he went ashore to the company's office in Norwich Quay. He was back aboard by 11.30 am. Late in the afternoon he went for the customary four-mile walk he enjoyed on the three days a week the 

Wahine was at Lyttelton. After the evening meal with his officers he had relaxed for half an hour with the 
Christcliurch Star before changing into uniform. The nightwatchman would wake Captain 
Robertson with coffee at about 5 am the next morning, and he would be on the bridge again before 6 am.

        
As the ship ran north her sole radio officer, 
Robert Lyver, fifty-two, listened intently to the morse messages on the powerful Marconi Oceanspan receiver in the radio room at the rear of the bridge chartroom. At 10.26 pm a Japanese ship, the 
Masa Maru, flashed an SOS. She was in trouble with a shifting deck cargo of logs in heavy seas near Cuvier Island south-east of Great Barrier Island and listing 15 degrees. Other ships in the area called Auckland Radio. The tanker 
Maurea, anchored fifteen miles from the 
Masa Maru, was the closest and she got under way to give help.

        
Lyver had gone on duty at 7 pm. After testing his equipment he had begun to listen to traffic and log calls on 500 kilocycles, the New Zealand area distress and calling frequency. At 7.25 pm he had copied the coastal weather reports, giving statements of conditions at various locations, transmitted by ZLW, the New Zealand Post Office's central area radio station located on Tinakori Hill overlooking Wellington Harbour. Lyver transcribed the morse code on to his typewriter and delivered the message to Captain 
Robertson. He had done the same at 8.30 pm when the scheduled six-hourly general forecast for shipping was sent by ZLW on 417 kilocycles. This was the last detailed weather information received by the 

Wahine.
        

        
Because the meteorological service was expecting a bad blow the forecast was preceded by the phrase "storm warning". It stated a severe tropical depression with central pressure of below 975 millibars was centred about 60 miles east of North Cape at 6 pm. moving south-south-east at 20 knots. The forecast added, "position and movement fair". It warned of winds of over 60 knots within 100 miles of the centre, 50 knots within 150 miles, and 35 knots
          

within 300 miles. The prediction for the central area, including Wellington and Cook Strait, forecast strong northerlies changing after midnight to southerlies which would gradually increase to gale (up to 40 knots) or storm (55 knots) force from Wednesday morning. Rain and poor visibility were also to be expected.

        
This tropical depression or cyclone was already battering the northern part of the North Island. Storm warnings had been going out since Saturday 6 April, a day after the cyclone developed from a disturbance in the Coral Sea close to the Solomon Islands, 2,000 miles north-west of New Zealand. The storm moved inexorably on towards New Zealand and on the morning of the 9th a belt of heavy rain accompanying the cyclone drenched Northland, and gale north-easterlies from the clockwise-moving cyclone lashed the coastline. Swollen streams burst their banks and landslides blocked highways. At the Marsden Point refinery near Whangarei the Master of the 32,000-ton tanker 
Vola held his ship at her moorings, delaying departure for the Persian Gulf until the storm passed From 2 pm the advancing storm began to spray heavy rain on Auckland.
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Chapter Two

        

        
Many of the 

Wahine's passengers knew bad weather was due; but to most of them it meant little more than the difference between a smooth or rough crossing. Some of them hoped it wouldn't get any rougher. In their minds the ship was already rolling more than enough.

        
In her forward D-deck cabin Mrs 
Phyllis Robertson was feeling downright miserable. She vomited, wondered why the anti-seasick tablets she had taken weren't effective, and vowed she would never go on another ship. She was to have a bad night and little sleep; at times she was so ill she thought she was going to die. Through the thin partitions she could hear people in the next cabin being sick. "One man was retching his heart out. It comforted me to know I wasn't the only one," she said later.

        
One deck higher 
Lynn Kingsbury thought he would be ill any minute. He and his wife Gillian had had a few drinks and coffee and corned beef sandwiches before going below. Lynn felt better as he lay on his back on the bed, but each time he stood up to get undressed, waves of nausea hit him. So, lying down, he pulled off his shirt and trousers, made sure the grey cardboard cuspidor in the bedside cabinet was handy, and wormed into the bedclothes. He lay there for an hour and then went to sleep—without vomiting. Gillian felt a little queasy and she couldn't get to sleep.

        
Others weren't feeling the least bit affected. Air hostess 
Sally Shrimpton was in bed before the ship sailed. Before sailing she had watched 
George and the Dragon, her favourite television programme, and when it ended at 8.10 pm went to her $9 single-berth B-deck cabin amidships forward of the smokeroom. It was one of the best on the ship with the exception of two nearby $10 luxury cabins. Sally washed her short brown hair and showered. She read in bed until 11 pm, then went to sleep.

        
Albert and 
Gladys Donohoo weren't feeling ill either. They were accustomed to the motion of the sea from sailing their 20-foot cabin cruiser on fishing expeditions off the coast north of Sydney Harbour. The Donohoos were in New Zealand with twenty-eight other Australians on a Government Tourist Department Tiki Tour.

        


        
They had been in the South Island for two weeks, visiting Hanmer Springs, Franz Joseph Glacier, Lake Wanaka, Lake Te Anau, Queenstown and Mount Cook, and were to be met by a bus at the Wellington Inter-Island Terminal next morning for a week in the North Island before flying to Sydney on 17 April.

        
The Donohoos were enjoying the ship but were enduring one problem—a persistent squeak in the cabin. It was so noticeable that they questioned a steward, who told them cabins were squeaking all along the passageway. Mr Donohoo decided the noise was caused by the formica cabin lining rubbing at the joints. They resolved the problem by deciding Mrs Donohoo would sleep on the porthole side where the squeak was less annoying. Mr Donohoo took the other side and removed his hearing aid. When he had done that he couldn't hear anything.

        

        

        
The ship rode easily as she sailed north along the coast a few miles out from land. The slight pitch and roll troubling some of the passengers did not concern the officers and crew on duty. The following wind and the white-capped waves would need to get far worse to have any appreciable effect on the ship's movement. The powerful turbo-electric engines thrust her through the night gloom at 17 knots. What roll there was was minimised by the F-deck stabilisation system, a complex arrangement of automatic pumps and a tank holding 87 tons of water, pumping automatically from one side of the ship to the other to correct the roll. It was a feature which helped make the Wahine a good ship to handle and travel in.
        

        
She was the product of over seventy years' experience gained by her owners in operating the inter-island service. The Union Steam Ship Company knew what was required of a ship on the run and the service and accommodation expected by passengers. All factors involved in this were taken into account when the ship was designed. The 

Wahine was the largest ferry ever built for the run and she could carry more passengers than any of her predecessors—924 in 381 cabins on six decks, A to F. A number of the single and two-berth cabins were equipped with private showers and toilets.

        
She was designed to meet any known weather conditions at sea and was built in excess of Lloyd's requirements as far as strength was concerned. Three-quarters of the ship's hull showed above the water line, but this ratio was not unusual. Many more roll-on
          

roll-off ferries had more above the waterline than the 

Wahine. Her 71-foot moulded beam gave her added stability and safety. She had twin rudders, and to assist berthing had a bow rudder and lateral thrust units under water, fore and aft, to move her sideways. She was fitted with many navigational aids including radar, echo-sounding gear, radio direction-finder, and very high frequency radio equipment. Preliminary design work had been done in Wellington by the Union Company's naval architect, with a United Kingdom firm drawing the detailed plans and specifications and preparing tender documents.

        
Her keel was laid 14 September 1964 in the Glasgow yard of the Fairfield Shipbuilding and Engineering Company and she was launched exactly ten months later by Mrs F. K. Macfarlane, wife of the chairman and managing director of the Union line. Soon after the launching the builders went into receivership. With financial help from the British Government, a new company, Fair-fields (Glasgow) Limited, was formed and completed the ferry, but there were holdups in building and outfitting. The 

Wahine was to have inaugurated the inter-island roll-on roll-off service with the 
Maori in December 1965 but she did not arrive in Wellington until 24 July 1966.

        
Her sleek 488-foot hull, soft nose and raked stern, made her popular in shipping circles and her very newness and high standard of accommodation made her an instant hit with the travelling public when she went on the run on 1 August 1966. Until the arrival of the 

Wahine, the 7,480-ton 
Maori was the Union company's flagship. From 1966 she played second fiddle to the new ship. The 
Maori had always carried cars, but until she was given a stern door and converted to roll-on roll-off operation in 1965, vehicles were slung aboard by her derricks. While the 
Maori was having her facelift in Hong Kong the inter-Island service was maintained by the twenty-year-old 
Hinemoa and the 
Rangatira, built in 1931. When the 

Wahine and 
Maori took up the burden the 
Hinemoa and 
Rangatira were sold to overseas purchasers.

        

        

        
Radio Officer Lyver was usually off watch at 11 pm but on 9 April because of the distress call from the 
Masa Maru he stayed on duty as he was required to do. The 
Maurea closed with the Japanese ship about 11.40 pm and 10 minutes before midnight told Auckland Radio she would stand by until the 
Masa Maru had
          

anchored. With the situation under control and normal traffic resuming, Lyver set the automatic alarm and went to his cabin. The alarm, activated by any ship or shore station transmitting a special signal, is designed to alert off-duty operators on vessels carrying only one radio officer. The signal triggers bells, in the 

Wahine's case on the bridge, in the radio room and in Lyver's cabin. Under international regulations the auto alarm can be used:

          

	(a) to indicate a distress call or message is about to follow;

	(b) for urgent cyclone warning; and

	(c) to call for the assistance of other ships when someone is lost overboard and help can not be satisfactorily obtained by use of an urgency signal.


        
The ship was quiet as Lyver went to his cabin. The bar had closed at 10 pm and when it shut much of the reason for staying up vanished. The television in the smokeroom had been switched off too, as a reminder to passengers that the)" should be abed. Most had taken the hint and gone. A few remained in the A-deck lounge.

        

Colin Bower, nineteen, of Whangarei was in the lounge. He and 
Paul Field, sixteen, also of Whangarei, had come up on the train from Invercargill after a South Island working holiday and had booked a cheap $4.50 cabin in the nose of the ship on E-deck. Colin and Paul had walked the decks after the ship passed Godley Plead. They thought the sea was rough and had difficulty standing when near the bow or stern. "The rising deck made us feel as if we were being forced down," Colin recalled later, "and when it went down we felt weightless." He decided that sleeping in the bowels of the ship would be impossible, so he bedded down with a couple of blankets in the lounge. "It was one of the least rough places on board." Paul, a little more settled in his stomach, went below.

        
Australian Sue Smith was with others on the enclosed section of the promenade on C-deck. She had felt shut in in her cabin when she went down from the smokeroom and, on the verge of seasickness, had returned to the deck.
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By midnight the wind had shifted to the south and increased in force to 25 knots, still only a strong breeze according to the Beaufort Wind Scale. Large waves with white foam crests were beginning to form and the ship was pitching moderately. Rain was falling. The barometer showed 998.5 millibars. When Second Officer 
William Shanks relieved Third Mate Noblet for the midnight to 4 am watch the 

Wahine had sailed a shade under 50 miles from Lyttelton. She was handling well.

        
Only the seasick passengers were unhappy. Others were sleeping easily.

        
Seventy-eight-year-old 
Arthur Welsh of Gore, travelling north with his wife to visit a son in Masterton, hadn't been on an inter-island ferry for fifteen years but: "I slept fairly well, waking once or twice to feel the ship moving slightly. It was like a rocking-chair. I thought it was a good crossing."

        
Sales manager 
Roger Wilson: "I slept soundly. Being a yachtsman I am used to the sea and feel at home on it. I'm never seasick and do not recall the ship being anything but stable. She was running before the breeze anyway."

        
Decimal Currency Board accountant 
George Howatson, sixty-three, of Wellington: "She was dipping a bit, not much, and I wasn't seasick."

        
Odd passengers were neither seasick nor asleep. 
Lynn Kingsbury's wife Gillian was wide awake. She became so tired of tossing and turning that she switched on her bedside light and began to read a magazine. But the light, dim though it was, woke her husband and so she snapped it off again and resigned herself to listening to the creaking of the cabin walls as the ship pitched and rolled.

        
At 1.30 am the southbound 
Maori passed the 

Wahine, almost 3 1/2 miles to port and closer to land. Ten minutes later Second Officer Shanks could see the light on the Kaikoura Peninsula winking 12 miles away off the port wing of the bridge. He noted the sighting in the bridge log. The 

Wahine was now halfway to Wellington.

        


        
Far to the north the cyclone was battering the east coast. Auckland escaped the full fury of the storm but caught the backlash with winds severe enough to do a considerable amount of minor damage, unroofing at least one house, driving several pleasure boats ashore, and playing havoc with power and telephone lines. At midnight the storm centre was near Great Barrier Island, in the Hauraki Gulf, east of Auckland. As the new day began the cyclone started curving to the south from the forecast south-easterly direction that would have taken it further away from land. The gales and rain fronting the centre swept down the east coast, leaving a trail of damage. Six inches of rain fell on the exposed Coromandel Peninsula; heavy seas in the Whitianga Harbour estuary washed two fishing boats ashore.

        
The 2.20 am forecast to shipping, unheard on the 

Wahine, reported the storm still moving at between 20 to 25 knots. It added that strong southerly gales were expected to develop in Cook Strait as the centre moved to an area off Hawke's Bay within the next 6 to 10 hours.

        
On the 

Wahine, the barometer was falling and those on watch >felt the wind rising. Mrs 
Phyllis Robertson was still being ill. Sick also were Christchurch widow, Mrs Alma Alexander, who was going north to a daughter's home in Stratford, and Miss 
Margaret Millar, of Gore, who vomited spasmodically from midnight and was unable to sleep. Seventh Day Adventist Clarrie O'Neill heaved a couple of times and the seasick tablets his seven-year-old son Clarence had taken proved a wasted investment.

        
At 2.38 am Second Officer Shanks noted the light on the highway bridge at the mouth of the Clarence River, 14.4 miles to port.

        
In Wellington the lightest of southerlies was ruffling the harbour and heavy rain was beginning to fall. The fresh northerly that had blown all evening had died at midnight and for two hours it was calm—so calm that the silence woke Mrs 
Anne Robertson, wife of the 

Wahine's Master. It was uncannily quiet. Mrs Robertson remembered her husband telling her a sudden calm sometimes preceded a severe southerly. She knew a southerly was predicted and hoped her husband would get his ship in before it began to blow hard. She got out of bed and wandered around the new house on the Western Hutt hills into which she and her husband had moved two weeks earlier. She was a little concerned; but there was nothing she could do so she went back to bed.

        


        
The 3 am forecast on the New Zealand Broadcasting Corporation's all-night programme located the cyclone's centre off the eastern coast of the southern part of Coromandel Peninsula. "Present indications are that the centre will be located about a hundred miles east of Hawke's Bay by midday today." The weathermen were right when they predicted "gale force and above" southerlies in Cook Strait in a few hours, but their estimate of the centre's location at midday was to be proved sadly inaccurate by one factor largely unknown to them: the storm had speeded up. At 3 am it was over Tauranga, building up huge seas on the coast, ripping down power and telephone circuits and in nearby Whakatane pulling a section of roofing from the toll and telephone exchange.

        
The storm was lunging south at 40 knots, doubling its earlier speed. Fragmentary reports from a few weather stations manned around the clock indicated something unusual was happening, but the reports were not detailed enough and too few to enable an accurate reassessment of the situation to be made.

        
The fringes of the storm built up the southerly over Wellington dramatically between 3 am and 4 am. At 3 am the anemometer at Wellington Airport, close to the harbour entrance, registered 10 knots. An hour later it showed 42 knots with a maximum gust of 60. The rain that would not let up until 3.30 pm was driving across the exposed runways.

        
In the eastern Wellington suburb of Miramar, the longest, most harrowing day of 
Rob Brittain's life was beginning. Brittain, a carpenter, woke at 3.30 am to hear the wind and rain beating against his home. Pie thought of his wife Karalyn and fifteen-month-old daughter Joanne on the 

Wahine. Unable to sleep, he remembered his wife had forgotten to take her raincoat with her when she went to visit her mother in Christchurch. The rain told Brittain the coat would probably be needed when the ferry berthed at 7 am so he got up and hunted it out. Mrs Brittain had planned to go home on the 
Maori on 15 April but she had fancied a trip on the new ferry and changed her booking. She was in a single-berth cabin directly under the smokeroom; red headed, blue-eyed Joanne snuggled in with her. Mrs Brittain had preferred to have the baby with her rather than in a cot which the company provided for children of under four years, who travelled free on the ferries. Mother and child slept well.

        


        
In the four hours that Bill Shanks had been on watch on the 

Wahine's bridge the weather had worsened considerably. When Chief Officer Luly reached the bridge at 3.55 am a typical Cook Strait southerly of 45 knots was blowing. Dense streaks of foam showed on the rough sea and the wave crests were beginning to roll off into the troughs. Visibility was moderate. At times the ship was scending, pitching in reverse, as the following swell overtook the ship and lifted her stern first, but she was rolling easily and handling well. Before Luly relieved Shanks he read and signed the ship's night orders, studied the log and noted the falling barometer, down almost 3 millibars since midnight. He was not unduly perturbed about the fall in barometric pressure: from his experience on the run he knew the barometer had the habit of going up and down like a yoyo.

        
Like Captain 
Robertson, the mate was not concerned about the storm. On the basis of the 8.30 pm weather forecast he expected the centre to be in the Bay of Plenty at 6 am when the 

Wahine would be entering harbour. Its southerly radius of 150 miles would be in the vicinity of Hastings, in Hawke's Bay, well to the north, "in which case there was no earthly reason why we should not proceed on the voyage". Later he was to say he did not think his assessment of the weather would have been assisted by the 2.20 am marine forecast, and that at 4 am conditions did not make it appear likely the storm situation had changed during the night.

        
The fast clip of the storm was rapidly outdating the forecasts: the centre was now far south of where Luly figured it should be, and intensifying, causing stronger north-easterlies in the north and southerlies in Wellington and in the 

Wahine's vicinity.

        
Chief Officer Luly was unaware of the damage being wrought over Gisborne in northern Hawke's Bay, where the gale was tearing roofs off, smashing fences, flattening farm buildings, ripping out countless trees. One tremendous gust damaged Cook Hospital. Patients were evacuated from one ward. The wild night sky was lit by flashing power lines.
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At about 4.15 the 

Wahine was moving steadily with the moderate to heavy following swell, abeam of Cape Campbell, the easternmost point of the South Island. Chief Officer Luly, who first went to sea as a cadet in 1941, could see the Cape Campbell light flashing white every 30 seconds. As the 

Wahine passed the cape the Chief Officer reduced speed by cutting back the engine revolutions from 188 to 170. As was the usual practice, the officers on watch had let the ship get slightly ahead on time to make it easier for the man on the quarterly watch to bring the ship into harbour on schedule. A slower crossing of the turbulent Cook Strait also made life a bit easier for the passengers.

        
The wind was still rising in Wellington when company director Stuart Young peered out at the weather from his modern home at exposed Breaker Bay. The bay swings around from the western entrance to the harbour, and with Cook Strait at its doorstep, is rather a bleak place to live. However, it has a certain charm of its own and, despite being only 6 or so miles from the city centre, has an air of remoteness that appeals to many city-dwellers. Young, a builder, had lived in the vicinity for twenty-five years and was well versed in the vagaries of Cook Strait weather. At 4.30 that morning he looked out to see big waves smashing over the rocks across the road from his home.

        
Almost parallel to the bay and little more than half a mile out is Barrett Reef, an ugly stretch of rocks with an awesome reputation which until 10 April was not fully deserved. East of the reef is the main shipping channel, with a clear width of just over half a mile and a maximum depth of 60 feet.

        
On the eastern side of the channel is Pencarrow, a rocky windswept coastline fully deserving its evil reputation. Popular fancy has it that the jagged rocks of Barrett Reef have claimed countless ships, but the record shows otherwise. From 3 November 1773, when Captain James Cook, on his second great voyage of discovery, became the first European mariner to sight the reef, few vessels have come to grief there.

        
The first ship to hit what Cook called "Black Rocks" was the
          

336-ton barque 

Earl of Southesk. She rammed the southern end of the reef on 28 May 1874 and sank quickly, but her Master and crew of eleven were saved. Two years later a 22-ton schooner, the 
Hunter, stranded on the southernmost rock of the reef and became a total wreck. Again no lives were lost. Apart from a fishing launch which foundered off the reef in 1927 the rocks claimed no more ships until the fateful April day when the pride of the New Zealand coast, the 

Wahine, ripped out her bottom on them.

        
Before the 

Wahine's grounding, there had been one notable near-disaster. At 11.30 pm on 19 January 1947 the 9,576-ton trans-Tasman passenger liner 

Wanganella ran on to the southern end of the reef on her first postwar voyage to New Zealand. Her forward hull was badly damaged but after a remarkable (for Wellington) spell of fine calm weather, she floated free on 6 February and was towed into harbour for repairs. The court of inquiry into the ship's stranding found her master, Captain R. Darroch, had mistaken the flashing orange light of the buoy moored south of the reef for the southernmost leading light into the harbour. (The leading light is in the harbour, two and a half miles north of the buoy and would have been hidden by land when the captain saw the buoy light.) The court suspended Captain Darroch's certificate for three months.

        
Barrett Reef and its history were far from Chief Officer Luly's mind as he paced the completely enclosed bridge. At 5 am the ship was in the middle of the strait with the wind about 5 knots stronger than at 4 o'clock but the sea similar. Taking the logbook from the chartroom table he entered the weather and noted that the ship was scending.

        

          Lyver, the radio officer, had come on duty by then and after switching off the auto-alarm in the radio room went to the bridge. At 5 o'clock he called the Wellington Harbour Board pilot station on Beacon Hill, overlooking the harbour entrance, for weather and shipping movements in the harbour. Using the very high frequency radio telephone from the port wing of the bridge he heard there was a southerly of 50 knots, gusting to 60 knots at Pipitea Wharf. A tug had been called out for another ship to be moved in the harbour, and would be available if the 

Wahine required it for berthing.

        
Until now the ship had been a silent capsule with most of those aboard asleep and oblivious to the gale outside. But it was 
be-
          

ginning to come alive as the light sleepers opened bleary eyes and became aware of the motion and the fact that they were on a ship and not at home in bed.

        
One of the first up was 
Colin Bower, who had spent the night bedded down in the lounge. When he woke he went down to his cabin to be sure of getting his cup of tea and biscuits.

        
Another early riser was fifty-seven-year-old Bill lies in his cabin on G-deck. A clerk with the Railways Road Services in Dunedin, he and his wife Matilda were on their way to Napier to attend a conference as part of his annual leave. Both had slept well without feeling the slightest bit seasick. Looking out of his porthole into the pre-dawn darkness he could hear the wind howling but could not see much.

        
On the same deck Miss 
Margaret Millar felt the ship "making such dives I thought we were going to the bottom". She stayed in her bed as the ship steamed on.

        
At 5.30, on the bridge, helmsman Terry Victory felt the ship was not steering as well as she had been earlier. She was swinging 10 degrees from side to side and he put it down to the following sea although, as he later told the inquiry into the ship's loss, "It might just have been me; I am not a very good helmsman."

        
Ashore the wind was piping and the Union Company's foreman in charge of the ferries' berthing, thirty-four-year-old 
Maurice Johnson, was already on his way to the Ferry Wharf from his Stokes Valley home at the northern end of the Hutt Valley. As he drove down the valley towards the harbour the wind buffeted his car.

        
The wind was already pushing up big seas along the little bays north of the pleasant suburb of Seatoun, just inside the western entrance of the harbour. Residents of some of the houses that snuggle against the hillside across the road from the rocky shore were up and securing anything movable to prevent it being whipped away. Dirty green waves were smashing against the sea walls, leaving the road strewn with debris and pebbles, while seaweed ripped from its element was draped incongruously over gates and fences.

        
On Beacon Hill, further south along the hill the houses backed on to, Harbour Board signalman George Todd estimated the wind at 6 am to be between 60 and 75 knots. Visibility was down to half a mile because of the heavy rain, and the fog signal at Pencarrow
          

Head which he had switched on at 3.55 was working. In the thirty-two years he had been based on the hill, Todd had seen wilder weather than this: on eight or nine occasions in that time the hill had been swept by winds of over 80 knots.

        
Wellington earned its reputation of being the windiest city in the country with, on average, winds of 35 knots or more on 151 days of the year and of 50 knots or more on twenty-eight days. The signal station, 430 feet above sea level, is one of the most exposed spots in the city; it has a commanding view of Seatoun below with the harbour entrance beyond, and to the south Barrett Reef and the rocky shore of Breaker Bay. To the west is the airport and to the north a panoramic view across the harbour to the Hutt Valley. With his long experience of Wellington gales signalman Todd was not concerned that the winds had risen and the visibility decreased in the hour since the 

Wahine had been in contact. He had seen the ferries come in before in identical conditions without trouble.

        

        

        
Back on the ship passengers and crew were preparing for a normal arrival time. Nineteen-year-old 
Diana Lilley, a telex clerk in the Masterton Post Office, was awake after a night spent wrapped in a blanket on the deck. Returning home after a three-week Post Office course in Christchurch she had been upset the night before by the motion of the ship. After vainly trying to keep her eyes on a swaying television set in the lounge she had set off for bed about 11 o'clock. On her way she felt sick and ducked into one of the toilets. After losing her supper she went up on deck for some fresh air, managed to get hold of a blanket, and bedded down for the night. She changed sides during the night because of spray dashing over the side of the ship and awoke to a solicitous inquiry from a steward as to whether she was all right.

        
By now the ship was just south of Baring Head, a flat table point 544 feet high at the end of terrace land extending southward from Pencarrow Head on the eastern side of the harbour entrance. On the bridge Chief Officer Luly decided just before 6 o'clock to reduce further the engine revolutions to aid steering. Visibility was good and the Baring Head light could be seen 5 miles away to starboard giving a nine-second flash each 15 seconds.

        
The lighthouse, 40 feet high and 286 feet above sea level, is visible for 23 miles and is the nearest manned lighthouse to Wellington. It was first lit in 1935 and until then ships had been guided
          

into the harbour by the light at Pencarrow Head, 3 miles north-north-west of Baring Head. The old high-level light at Pencarrow Head first came into operation in January 1859 and was the first lighthouse in the country. The high-level light was doused in 1935 when,the Baring Head lighthouse started operating but Pencarrow's low-level automatic light, installed in 1906, was retained. The old Pencarrow tower remains as a day marker for ships and aircraft, and in 1959 was declared a national historic place.

        
The coast guarded by these two lights is one of the worst in the country for shipwrecks. The first recorded loss was the 8-ton cutter 
Matilda which was driven ashore between the two heads in May 1848 and the two crewmen drowned. Since then some twenty-five ships have been wrecked on the coast, most of them before the turn of the century. From 1900 six ships have been pounded to pieces on the rocks, the most notable the 5,489-ton cargo ship 

Devon, which went ashore in a raging southerly on the night of 25 August 1913, near Pencarrow Head. Her crew was saved in a daring rescue operation but the tremendous seas quickly smashed the freighter apart. In view of the number of wrecks on the coast it is surprising that only five lives have been lost there since 1900.

        
Even with today's sophisticated navigation aids the coast is still one to be wary of, and most of the ships entering or leaving the harbour are required to have pilots aboard. The ferries, whose masters hold certificates exempting them from pilotage, are an exception to this ruling.

        
Shortly before 6 o'clock on the morning of 10 April Captain 
Robertson arrived on the bridge from his quarters on the deck below. The ship was abeam of Baring Head and on the line of the leads into the harbour. Chief Officer Luly reported the ship's position to the Master and her compass bearing of 358°. Visibility was still good, and although it was dark and raining, the lights of both Baring and Pencarrow heads were clearly visible. The wind was still about 50 knots.

        
Down below all was a bustle as passengers and crew prepared for the ship's docking at 7 o'clock. Dot Smith, an Air Force corporal, was still in bed. She shared the cabin with fellow-corporal and friend Jan Moles and a seventeen-year-old girl. Both airwomen, data processors, had been attending an NCOs' course at Wigram air base near Christchurch. Dot drank the cup of tea offered at about 5.45 but it did not improve her stomach, which was still
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churning after the night's crossing. The young girl, a stranger, was up and dressed and Jan was pottering about the cabin in her underclothes. Two up and about was enough, Dot decided, so she lay back in her bunk as the boat rolled, and chatted to Jan. To Jan's suggestion that she get a move on Dot remembers saying "There's no hurry, we're not in the harbour yet."

        
She had been on the ferries often enough to know that the motion of the ship eased as soon as it was through the heads into calmer waters. She lay back savouring the delightful feeling of being cosy in a bed aboard ship.

        
Not so slow about getting up was pest-controller 
Albert Hansen. He had lost his right arm just below the elbow when young in a shooting accident, and got up early to get shaved and dressed "because it takes longer when you have only one arm". After drinking his tea he walked around the ship's narrow corridors watching the stewards on their rounds loaded with trays of cups and saucers. About 6 he collected his wife Ilene and, steadying themselves against the movement of the ship, they went to B-deck for the early breakfast.

        
While the Hansens were in the cafeteria they heard over the ship's public address system the weather forecast for the Wellington area which Lyver, the radio officer, had copied in shortened form for the information of passengers from the 5.30 NZBC national weather forecast. It told of very severe gales expected in Cook Strait during the six hours from 5.30 with a gradual decrease expected in the afternoon. The full broadcast heard by Lyver had said that the centre of the tropical depression was located just east of Rotorua at 4 am and was continuing to move between south-south-east and south-east at about 20 knots. It added that by midday the centre should be about 100 miles east of Hawke's Bay.

        
The forecast was sadly astray on the progress of the rogue storm: far from being off Hawke's Bay at midday, the centre was in that bay already, lashing Napier and Hastings and shaking thousands of near-ripe apples from trees in the district's orchards. The advance guard of the savage winds swirling clockwise from the centre was already buffeting the 

Wahine as she came up to the narrowest part of the channel leading into the harbour.

        
At 6 o'clock Able Seaman Victory had been relieved at the wheel and he went down to the garage to help release the vehicle lashings. His place at the helm was taken by quartermaster Ken
          

MacLeod, who had earlier been on lookout. It was still dark as the ship passed Baring Head with a ten-minute run to abeam of Pencarrow Head. Had he been at all worried about the conditions the captain could have turned the ship out to sea when abeam of Baring with plenty of room to spare, but from then on the deep-water channel narrows until just past Pencarrow Head where, with the reef on one side and Inconstant Point on the other, it is only about half a mile wide.

        
Nobody lives on the Pencarrow side of the harbour entrance. Only a few sheep graze the steep, scrub- and gorse-covered hills. A dirt road winds along the coast to just past Pencarrow Head and is used for servicing a sewage line. The other side of the entrance is vastly different. North of Barrett Reef is Point Dorset with Chaffers Passage in between. Over the hilly point, still dotted with the ruins of gun-emplacements from earlier, more anxious, times, is the suburb of Seatoun. As the 

Wahine, ablaze with lights, made her way towards Pencarrow Head the sleepy little suburb was beginning to awake. Those still in bed could feel the wind rocking the houses while the rain beat a sharp tattoo on iron roofs.

        
Down at the ferry wharf Maurice Johnson was supervising preparation for the berthing. Arriving at 6 o'clock he reckoned on having 50 minutes before the ferry backed in.

        
Out in the harbour entrance rain was lashing the bridge of the 

Wahine and as she approached Pencarrow Head the visibility dropped to 2 miles. Because of this Captain 
Robertson ordered standby on the engine telegraph, alerting the engineers below to be prepared for an engine order. Just before the ship came abeam of the head at 6 o'clock Captain 
Robertson glanced at the radar and noticed it was not working properly. It had been operating perfectly only a short time before and he was surprised to find it had failed. He moved quickly to the port wing of the bridge and picked out the two important lights: the orange of the reef buoy on the port, and the red sector Pencarrow Head light to starboard. As the ship came abeam of the head the visibility worsened to 1 mile and the captain signalled for half speed, about 10 knots. He estimated the winds as still at about 50 knots and noted that the ship was pitching heavily in the following swell.

        
Down below garageman 
George Brabander came on duty. Normally he started unlashing the cars at this time but after a
          

look out at the weather he decided to leave the lashings on until the ship reached the calmer waters of the harbour.

        
When the weather was not too bad bosun George Hampson usually went up to the bow and prepared the anchors and mooring lines when the ship was passing Pencarrow Head. After preparing them he usually then stayed on the fo'c'sle head until the ship berthed. The anchors were prepared in case of emergency and, as he told the inquiry later, "When you are coming and going you never know what will happen; whether they will be needed. It's no good to have to rush forward and start getting them ready then."

        
Yet when the weather looked doubtful it was usual to leave the anchors and lines until the ship entered the harbour. The exposed bow of a ship is not the most comfortable place to be in winds of 50 knots and heavy rain, and so it was then on the morning of 10 April the bosun left the anchors and instead went down to the vehicle deck to help secure the articulated trailer with two huge bins of coke on it that was in danger of toppling.

        
Chief Officer Luly was informed and came down to supervise. As he left the bridge the ship was past Pencarrow Head with the visibility closing in.

        
On the bridge Captain 
Robertson peered ahead through the opened windows and ordered the lookouts to keep their eyes peeled for lights. The weather had closed in more, but with the visibility at about half a mile both the buoy and Pencarrow Head lights were still visible. . . .

        

        

        
Suddenly it happened.

        
The ship started to turn or sheer to port towards the Barrett Reef side of the entrance. The captain ordered the helm turned hard to starboard to correct the movement. It had no effect. The huge ferry's bow continued round to port between about 20 and 30 degrees off its course of 358. The weather and sea seemed the same but still the ship would not respond to the helm. Captain 
Robertson ordered full ahead on both engines to try and increase speed and so aid the steering. But still the swing.

        
With no radar, decreasing visibility and in a narrow rock-fringed channel, the 

Wahine was in serious trouble.

        
The atmosphere on the bridge was tense. Down below the passengers were oblivious to what was going on. They continued
        

with their packing and dressing for the disembarkation expected in about 45 minutes.

        
Realising he was heading round towards the reef the captain decided to order full astern on the starboard engine to try and pull the bow back on course. Before he could give the order the ferry was hit by a tremendous sea on her port side which sent him flying from the port to the starboard wing, bouncing off the useless radar set on the way. All the others on the bridge were thrown about except for helmsman MacLeod, who clung grimly to the wheel.

        
Remembering that awful moment Captain 
Robertson had the impression he flew the 74-foot width of the bridge without touching anything except the radar: "It must have been a rogue sea and we had no warning of it. They can come out of the blue, and there's no way of predicting them. I picked myself up, bruised from one end to the other and with some skin missing. Then I heard the awful shrieking of the wind and my first thought was 'We're rushing straight for Barrett Reef at 16 knots!' I knew we had about one and a half minutes before we would go ashore. The noise of the wind was so bad we had to shout at each other to make ourselves understood.

        
"We could feel nothing, see nothing, and hear only the sound of the wind.…"
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The ship's violent lurch to starboard caused confusion below decks. The veteran Columban, 
Father McGlynn, had shaved and dressed and was saying his office when "Suddenly I was pitched to the other side of the cabin."

        
In his C-deck cabin, railways accountant George Reid was in the cabin's toilet when the ship gave the tremendous roll. All his toilet gear clattered into the handbasin and water showered in round the closed porthole saturating part of his bed. "I think we must have been right under the sea. It was a terrific roll. I'd never experienced anything quite as bad before." As the ship righted itself he closed the slatted wooden shutters over the porthole to stop more water coming in. Then, undaunted, he hopped under a hot shower.

        
In one of the two luxury cabins amidships on B-deck, 
Frank Penman, a forty-nine-year-old Christchurch sales manager, had already seen the type of weather the 

Wahine was encountering before the huge sea struck. After drinking his morning tea with his managing director, George Miles, Penman looked out the port side cabin window and saw "an ugly sight of foaming violent sea with the wind sweeping the spray in spirals towards the forward end of the vessel". While he watched the turbulent scene he noticed a flashing light which the 

Wahine slowly passed but seemed to draw nearer to. With a last look at the rough, tumbled sea, he turned away, feeling slightly apprehensive at the continual rolling of the ship. Suddenly the ship lurched, "propelling my managing director from his bed across the cabin to uncontrollable impact with myself and the furniture. . . ." As they lay in a jumbled heap they saw green water covering the window.

        
Student 
Kathryn Dallas had gone up to the smokeroom after waking, as she wanted to be in a good position to leave the ship when it berthed. A petite nineteen-year-old Canterbury University arts student, she was travelling to Wellington for a twenty-first birthday party. As she sat on the port side looking through a window, she noticed that the sea began to get rougher after 6 o'clock. "People passed through the smokeroom on their way to
          

early breakfast, and in some cases it looked as if it wasn't going to agree with them."

        
Suddenly it got so rough that furniture not secured to the floor began to slide. "I held on to the curtains to avoid being thrown across the room. At one stage one of the several elderly women in the lounge fell under a table and furniture fell all over her. She looked shocked and started crying, but was probably more scared than hurt. I got quite wet with seawater forcing its way through the tightly shut and bolted windows as the waves washed over them. I was feeling very sick by 6.30 but I couldn't walk back to my cabin so I was sick where I was."

        
Rangiora sheep farmer 
John Fulton was thrown backwards from his chair at a table near the bar, and catapulted the full width of the smokeroom into furniture on the starboard side. He was badly bruised from the hip to the small of the back, and his flying body snapped legs from a table and two chairs.

        
In the cafeteria the scene was as desperate. 
Albert Hansen and his wife Ilene clung grimly to the top of the counter. They watched the stewards getting thrown around as cupboards disgorged piles of crockery. Anything breakable was breaking, including eggs. Mr Hansen was not worried at first but began to get apprehensive when he saw the stewards looking worried and consulting one another. "The windows at the end of the cafe seemed to be covered with this deep green water. I felt the boat twisting and turning and felt it drag over the bed of the sea it seemed."

        
Down in their C-deck cabin amidships the Kingsburys were still snug in their beds. Shortly after he declined a cup of tea, about 6 o'clock, Lynn felt the ship's roll to port becoming more violent. "At this stage I thought something must be wrong, perhaps the stabiliser disabled." He watched his tie on a coat hook as it swung to and fro and he worked out that as the tie was 27 inches long the 7-inch swing indicated the ship was rolling 25-30 degrees.

        
Outside they could hear smashing crockery and then the ship began to roll violently to starboard, coming back to an even keel. A chair in the cabin tipped over and Lynn and his wife decided bed was the best place to be in until the ship berthed.

        
In their cabin nearby, 
Leslie Wood and his wife Betty from Otahuhu, Auckland, were still in bed enjoying a lie-in before going up to the late breakfast. Both in their mid-forties, they had been on holiday in Queenstown and were to pick up their car in 
Well-
          

ington and motor home. Finishing her cup of tea, Mrs Wood put it down. "Next thing it shot off the ledge into the basin and smashed. I was most upset at breaking some of the Union company's crockery but it was no time before I could hear crockery breaking all over the ship."

          

        

        
Breaking crockery was the least of Captain 
Robertson's worries. His ship was in a nightmarish situation: the rogue sea had thrown her further round towards Barrett Reef and the winds, with hurricane force gusts, shrieked through the ship's rigging and battered the bridge deck. The captain was without radar, in a narrow channel between rocks, and had nil visibility. That was frightening enough; but he had also to contend with huge seas and with what he estimated were 90-knot winds, which made control of his vessel almost impossible.

        
The 30- to 40-foot waves smashed with brute force against the helpless ship with its complement of 735 passengers and crew. The wind whipped the tops off the waves until the air was white with spray. Nothing was visible except the horrible maelstrom of wind-driven sea with the two elements merging into a monstrous cataclysm.

        
For Captain 
Robertson the task was to save his ship and those aboard. Picking himself up after his fall he realised from the direction of the wind that the ship was pointing in a westerly direction with the weather on her beam. Any ship, no matter what kind of sophisticated manoeuvring equipment it has, is easier to steer going ahead than astern. The captain decided to continue with both engines full ahead to push her round more to port, the open sea. and safety.

        
He had been joined on the bridge by Chief Officer Luly. Arriving back from the garage, the chief officer saw the visibility had gone and had a quick look at the radar. The picture had spun round and he realised it was out of order. Through the windows of the bridge he could see the scanner on the foremast still rotating, but the mast was shaking so violently it was touch and go if it would remain with the ship. Bracing himself against the ship's movements, he went and stood by the master amidships and made sure his telegraph orders were received by Third Officer Noblet who was on the port wing telegraph.

        
The orders came in quick succession as Captain 
Robertson tried
          

desperately to bring the bow round. He had nothing to navigate with but his instinct and feeling. At times he sensed the ship was approaching rocks ahead and ordered her astern, or else he felt she was near the Pencarrow coast astern and ordered her ahead. Whether the ship was in fact moving ahead or astern was difficult to estimate as, so violent was the motion, for much of the time the two huge propellers were spinning uselessly out of the water.

        
At 6.20 Luly called the radio officer to the bridge to try and make sense of the radar. Lyver found the screen murky and confused but detected a faint line visible dead ahead and another on the south-west quarter. The picture was even more confused when he switched to low range and the 24-mile range. Switching back to 6-mile range he again saw the faint line. He tried to estimate how distant it was with the range rings, but it was hopeless. From the bridge windows he could see the scanner still rotating. Normally it did 24 revolutions a minute, dropping to 22 in winds of 80 knots. On this occasion its speed was changing to such an extent that Lyver estimated the winds at 100 knots or more. The time was 6.28 and, unable to do anything more, the radio officer switched on the radio direction-finder and returned to the radio room.

        
Lyver put the radar failure down to water or dampness entering the equipment, the scanner speed being a variable factor, and possible fluctuations in the A.C. power supply.

        
The direction-finder was on but the captain did not consider using it. He later told the Inquiry he would take off his hat to any man who could use the equipment in the conditions the 

Wahine encountered.

        
Down below in the engine room Chief Engineer 
Herbert Wareing and his five engineers and two electricians worked quickly to carry out the telegraph's demands. Three of the ship's four boilers were operating and could, under normal circumstances, have supplied enough steam for the two motors to develop 9,000 hp apiece. However, during the manoeuvring that morning, the propellors were out of the water so much it was impossible to give them full power.

        
On the bridge Captain 
Robertson was still in the awful position of steering blind. Every time the ship's bow swung towards the open sea it was smacked down again by the screaming wind or an extra heavy sea. Some twenty-five minutes after the vessel started to sheer uncontrollably to port, those on the bridge were still without a
          

clue on the ship's exact position in the channel. In the circumstances, it seemed incredible that she had evaded the clutches of the hungry rocks for so long.

          

        

        
By then it was around 6.30 and those ashore were still unaware of the ship's lonely battle, except Stuart Young and his wife Jennifer. At 6.20 Young was looking out through an open window on the sheltered eastern side of his house. Through the driving rain and darkness he saw a ship in the main channel in the vicinity of the Barrett Reef buoy. Having watched her enter and leave Wellington Harbour ever since she came on the run, he was positive it was the 

Wahine. Helping him recognise her in the atrocious conditions was the tremendous blaze of lights which he always associated with the ferry. As he watched he saw spray sweeping over the vessel and reflected in her lights. There was only one thing wrong: the ship was facing out to sea.

        
He urgently called his wife, who was still in bed. For about 30 seconds they strained their eyes to try and work out which way the ship was going. They knew she was supposed to arrive in the morning, not leave, and wondered if because of the terrible conditions the master had decided to back the ship in.

        
(This had been done before. The master of the Union company ferry 

Rangatira, the first turbo-electric vessel on the run, managed to get his ship and the thousand souls aboard safely into port after hitting rocks further round the coast to the west. That was in February 1936, when the 6,152-ton 
Rangatira, a sleek, twin-funnelled greyhound of a ship, was bound for Wellington from Lyttelton. The master mistook Sinclair Head several miles west of the harbour for Cape Turakirae, further east, and hit offshore rocks during a severe storm which had a pattern similar to that of 9-10 April 1968. All aboard were fitted out with lifejackets while the ship, her bow badly damaged, backed into harbour to berth shortly after 9 am.)

        
As 
Stuart Young and his wife watched, visibility closed in again and the 

Wahine faded from sight. Ten minutes later Mr Young was horrified to see her on the western side of the reef and moving swiftly sideways between the reef and the shore, towards where the bay swings east. "She appeared to be coming in straight towards the beach. She was so close she was just a blaze of lights."

        
He called his wife again and she was very distressed, thinking
          

the ship was coming on to the beach. For about 30 seconds they watched, picking out cabin windows on the ship's superstructure before once again the weather closed in and the ship disappeared. Mr Young dashed for the phone, dialled the emergency number 111, and told the police the 

Wahine seemed out of control on the western side of the reef.

        
Using binoculars his wife kept searching for the ship. About 20 minutes later she saw the lights again, further south and away from the bay. Taking a bearing on some rocks near the road, she later estimated that the ship had been near the south end of the reef by Outer Rock, or Wanganella Rock as she knew it. The police acted promptly on Mr Young's alert. Before 7 o'clock several patrol cars had arrived at the bay carrying policemen, who vainly tried to spot the stricken ferry.

        

        

        
At about the time the Youngs saw the ship close in, Able Seaman Alvyn Finlayson was straining his eyes through the murk from his lookout post on the port side of the ship's bridge. He thought he saw a house, seemingly only a few hundred yards away.

        
The time was now about 6.30 and the 

Wahine was doomed. Her motors had been going ahead for some time at that stage, but Captain 
Robertson had no idea whether she was in fact moving ahead. Her violent rolling and pitching made any estimate of speed impossible. At 6.33 he decided to order full astern on the port engine and 90 seconds later ordered full astern on starboard. It was instinct, pure and simple, which decided him on this course. As he later told the Inquiry: "You sometimes get the feeling in a fog that you are getting close to the beach. You stop and go astern and when you check up later you find you have missed the beach by a few feet. These things happen. . . ." At the time of ordering astern he estimated the bow was still in a westerly direction with the ship beam-on to the wind.

        
About five tense minutes passed and then Chief Officer Luly saw the orange light of the Barrett Reef buoy, moored 400 yards south of Outer Rock. Southward from Outer Rock extend drying and below-water rocks, leaving a gap of 200 yards of deep water to the buoy. The chief officer first saw the light on the starboard bow, then on the port bow. A few seconds later he saw rocks to starboard. He cried out, "Rocks ahead!" Almost instantly came the cry, "Rocks astern!"
          

Captain 
Robertson raced for the starboard wing of the bridge. His reaction when he saw the rocks on the starboard bow was horror: "Then I saw them astern and there was no way of getting out of it."

        
The doomed ship quickly closed on the rocks. Captain 
Robertson had the impression "she was picked up bodily and thrown on to the reef". He did not feel the initial impact but a bit later felt the hull bouncing up and down on the rocks. It was the end of a ghastly half-hour of commanding a blind ship in the most hazardous position imaginable.

        

        

        
The impact on passengers who saw the rocks was just as vivid. 
Colin Bower was on deck before the ship struck, getting some fresh air. He was feeling decidedly seedy and the sight of other passengers being sick in the accommodation made him feel worse. As he reached B-deck, the nausea welled up in side him and he rushed for the rail. The seas were huge and waves were up to the deck. Suddenly he looked out and saw the rocks. His nausea gone, he rushed into the smokeroom. He called out the news to some passengers and stewards before going out on deck again and watching as the ship slowly closed with the reef. "It was as if she couldn't get away from it," he recalled later. He went down below and excitedly told the other two men in his cabin that the ship had hit. They didn't believe him until his friend Paul rushed in with the same story.

        
Canterbury University student Jan Travaglia had already been on deck. "From the observation deck I was surprised to see how bad the seas were. I retreated quickly as it was very wet outside at this stage. I was not particularly nervous, but I admit I have felt safer." Making his way to the lounge, he sat down and braced himself against the violent motion of the ship, feeling more and more anxious as time went on. A wave broke over the ship and a flood of water poured through an open window. "With the help of another youth I shut the window. Then someone on the other side of the lounge shouted, 'Look at that bloody rock!' I went across to the window and as I reached it the ship hit the reef and lurched violently. Those present realised exactly what had happened."

        
Deep in the ship the ugly sounds of grounding had mystified many.

        


        
In her E-deck cabin in the bow of the ship, Mrs 
Ingrid Munro of Christchurch and her seven-year-old daughter Monique had been making good use of the seasick cartons. On their way to visit her family In Auckland while her husband Bob went fishing, they lay in their bunks while their cups sailed into the basin. Somewhere Mrs Munro heard trays crashing to the ground and a cheerful voice saying: "Well, those won't need to be washed will they?" Feeling so sick that she could hardly move, she tried to get dressed. "Then I heard a faint scraping noise and then big hard noises. At first I thought, 'Just my luck to get to Wellington while they're experiencing a major earthquake'. The dull thuds felt more like an earthquake than running aground." The crunching sounds emanating from the side wall soon dispelled that idea: "We were aground. ... I could hardly believe it. I didn't have time to be seasick, and I dressed hurriedly."

        
On C-deck, George Reid had stepped out of the shower, dressed, and was lacing up his shoes, when there was "a nasty grating sound". He didn't know at that stage that it was Barrett Reef but the thought flashed through his mind. "I felt a little panicky inside." Pulling back the shutter over the porthole he looked out. "All I could see was the raging sea and the occasional glimpse of jagged rocks. The ship was stopped dead. The waves were about 20 feet high and bursting all round and over the rocks. An awe-inspiring sight. I didn't feel very happy."

        
The Australian tourists, Albert and 
Gladys Donohoo, were both looking out the porthole at the wild scene outside when they felt a grating sensation on the ship's bottom. Mr Donohoo turned to his wife and said: "She didn't like that." Realising the engines had stopped, they decided to get out and see what had happened.

        
In the smokeroom, student 
Kathryn Dallas was still clinging to the curtains, feeling sick, when she felt the ship "seem to lift and 
crunch, crunch down on something. It was still fairly dark but I saw four or five men in orange lifejackets run past towards the stern and look over the side. The ship seemed to be almost still, which was wonderful after the roughness. In the lounge we wondered what had happened. Someone thought the engines might have been damaged."

        
The engines were finished. As the 

Wahine ground on the rocks the starboard propeller and shaft were snapped off like a twig; the cold water of the Strait flooding through the gaping holes in her
          

bottom swamped the port engine some 5 minutes after the grounding. The stricken ship's steel plating was torn like a tin can as her 9,000 tons ground over the greywacke reef. The remorseless seas and gale smashed against her as she lay wounded and helpless. The fate of all those aboard her was now hanging in the balance.

        
The ship first hit the rocks at 6.41 am. In such a situation few people would think to look at their watches, but Third Officer Noblet on the port telegraph glanced at his as he felt the first bump. He had set it by a radio time-signal the evening before, and as the ship hit the reef the hands pointed to 6.41 precisely.

        
Captain 
Robertson's first action following the grounding was to order his chief officer to advise the pilot station on the radio telephone that the vessel was on the reef. Next he ordered the ship's system of watertight doors closed; automatically controlled from the bridge, the heavy steel doors rumbled into place deep in the ship.

        
The radio officer was in his room checking over his equipment when we heard the chief officer call out, "OK Sparks, tell them we're going ashore." Conscious that the coaster 
Holmglen had gone down quickly off Timaru in 1959 without completing an emergency call, Lyver dispensed with some of the distress call procedure and immediately tapped out his message: "Going ashore, think near Heads." This was picked up and acknowledged by Wellington Radio which came back a few minutes later seeking the 

Wahine's exact position. Lyver could not identify any landmarks because of the flying spray, but the Chief Officer told him it was on the reef and he relayed this to Wellington Radio.

        
With the ship continually graunching on the reef it was obvious the grounding was not just a touch, and the captain's next move was to order the chief officer to drop anchors.

        
This was not just a question of pulling a switch in the safety of the bridge. It was necessary to go forward to the exposed fo'c'sle head and release the windlass. Taking the bosun Hampson with him, the Chief Officer set off into the screaming hell outside.

        
Knowing full well the precarious position of his ship and those aboard, the grim-faced captain next pressed the ship's alarm bells. The strident jangling sounded all over the ship. Short, long, short, long, they rang out the morse letter of A for alarm.

        
At the same time the captain telephoned Purser Brian Clare and told him to tell the passengers over the ship's public-address
        


        system to go to their cabins, if they were not ahead)- in them, to put on their lifejackets and proceed to their muster stations.

        
The ship appeared to be stationary, but all the time those on the bridge could hear her grinding on the rocks. It seemed to steady her, and for some passengers the change from the violent motion came as a welcome relief. They were anxious and worried by the order to don lifejackets but few seriously believed that the ship was in acute danger. In the cosy and warm interior it was hard to imagine the terrible weather outside, and to realise that though only half a mile from the Breaker Bay coastline, the ship could easily break up and all aboard perish.

        
In the engine room the chief engineer heard the siren sounding as the watertight doors shut. Both of the engines were out and one of his staff reported that water was flooding into the motor room in the after end of the ship. The submersible pump was switched on in the motor room and he informed the bridge of the situation. With both motors dead, the turbines were shut down.

        
To see how bad the flooding in the motor room was, the chief engineer climbed up to the vehicle deck and looked through a door set into the engine-room casing. The water was about 2 feet from the deck head. He shot down to the engine room as fast as he could to inspect the bulkhead. It was holding. At this stage the four main engine compartments were dry: the forward boiler room, aft boiler room, auxiliary turbo alternator room, and main alternator room.
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With the ship still in the grip of the reef the passengers followed the shock instructions to don lifejackets and proceed to muster stations.

        
The announcement that the ship was on the reef confirmed for Mrs 
Ingrid Munro that the ship was aground and it was not an earthquake. Her brother Warner De Boer and his friend Stuart Corson, two Canterbury University students, came round to her E-deck cabin and Monique was hurriedly stuffed into her slacks and jersey. When she opened the lifejacket locker four empty beer bottles toppled out on to the floor, but the lifejackets were still there and they put them on.

        
The narrow corridors were crowded with anxious passengers and as they slowly made their way along, Stuart raided a linen cupboard for a thick towel in case Monique was sick. Nearing the smokeroom they were invited into a suite to view the black rocks that loomed up close outside the porthole. Mrs Munro had thought, "this can't be happening to 
me." But one look at the black mass outside convinced her soon enough.

        
The Donohoos realised the engines had stopped and were already out of their cabin when the announcement came over the loudspeakers. They returned to their cabin, put on their lifejackets and made their way to the smokeroom. On the way they stood aside to allow a worried-looking mother accompanied by three young children, and an older woman, to pass by.

        
The mother, a stranger to the Donohoos, was Mrs Shirley Hick who was returning to her home in Shannon, a small North Island town, after taking her eldest son to a deaf school in Christchurch.

        
With her was Mrs 
Phyllis Robertson who had spent a miserable night being seasick. When Mrs Robertson woke in the morning she felt a little better but decided not to rush her dressing: "I was going to take my time and not be the first off the ship as I usually am." She was lying quietly when the announcement came. Leaping out of bed she flung on her clothes, which were scattered in disarray from the night before. "Oh my goodness," she thought, "something's wrong." A steward was suddenly in her room, helping
          

her put on the bulky orange lifejacket. Then he went to the cabin across the passage and helped Mrs Hick. Mrs Robertson offered to help as they all squeezed along the corridor, and took the eldest boy David, aged six, by the hand. The steward had three-year-old Alma by the hand and Mrs Hick carried Gordon, who was one year old that day. They finally got to the smokeroom.

        
Mr Frank Penman and Mr Miles had composed themselves after being flung in a heap when the order came to don lifejackets. Mr Penman's first thought was: "What a bloody way to go!" He noticed there was no water in the toilet or taps and put it down to the water pumps being otherwise committed. The real reason was that the pumps controlling the drinking and sanitary water had been swamped in the motor room soon after the grounding. Before going to the smokeroom he looked out the cabin window and saw sharp rocks off the port bow. He thought: "Add these to cyclonic conditions: answer, situation precarious."

        
Clarrie O'Neill's first concern when he heard the announcement was to keep his large family together at all costs. "As calmly as possible we got ready; we didn't want to put any more fear into the children's hearts. Stephen found the lifejackets and we put them on. They were big and bulky, and Daniel was hard to see when he had his on. We left our cabins and started to walk down the companionways. I could hear an occasional distressed cry and a stewardess was saying 'Don't panic'. But I could see she was distressed."

        
As they walked along the lights dimmed and there was a strong smell of diesel oil. A voice over the public address system warned against smoking or lighting matches. To Mr O'Neill this sounded really bad. "We were helpless. We still slowly made our way along and my wife and I were both praying. I tried to comfort others; elderly ladies were distraught and weeping. People were being sick and we couldn't move very fast. The lines of people kept stopping."

        
The first indication that honeymooners Peter and 
Susan Madarasz had that something was wrong was when a steward with an American accent poked his head into their cabin and told them to put on their lifejackets. It wasn't until a few minutes later that the loudspeakers told them the ship was on Barrett Reef. They quickly dressed, Susan in a pink twinset, blue slacks and a pair of desert-type boots, and left the cabin for the muster station. It was for the last time. Susan did not even take her handbag. "I
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Wahine seaman from the water. On Luly's right is local resident Pat Mclntyre who helped crew the surtboat.


          

thought we'd be coming back." They were both pretty scared as they walked up two decks to their muster station in a C-deck corridor, passing a young couple who looked particularly upset as they tried to put a little baby into an adult lifejacket.

        
Reaching their muster station, packed with people shoulder to shoulder, they sat on the cold floor of the corridor and listened to the ship banging her life out on the reef. To Peter it seemed to be on and off a couple of times. "Every time it hit or moved there was a frightening crunch."

        
Mr and Mrs Wood left their cabin with its smashed crockery and made their way through corridors crammed with people. Mrs Wood found it quite frightening: "One felt so shut in." The floor was wet, and a young man carrying a baby slipped and crashed to the floor at their feet, knocking himself unconscious momentarily. "My husband had quite a job to take the baby from him even though he was 'out'. He would not let go the child."

        
Everywhere in the ship the scenes were much the same: people struggling into the unfamiliar lifejackets, and all afraid of the unknown. But there was remarkably little panic. Occasionally the pent-up fears erupted in a torrent of emotional words or tears, but generally the passengers followed the instructions and went to the muster stations with little fuss.

        
Albert and Ilene Hansen had left the cafe when the announcement came and were trying to get their lifejackets on in their cabin. Mr Hansen remembers having a hard time opening the cupboard holding the jackets and an even harder time putting his on. "It's pretty hopeless if you have one arm, and my wife couldn't get hers done up properly." As they made their way to their muster station a steward helped them with their lifejackets.

        
Others who had trouble with the jackets were the elderly, and mothers travelling alone with small children. The jackets were not suitable for young children and were useless for infants.

        
Mrs Karalyn Brittain was in her C-deck cabin with her fifteen-month daughter Joanne when she heard the instruction to don lifejackets. It was the first indication she had that something was wrong. "My heart went cold. I got out the lifejacket and went over the instructions paragraph by paragraph. When I had it on I found that what with being pregnant and the bulk of the jacket my arms were not long enough to be able to pick up Joanne."

        
Mrs Brittain, an attractive, brown-haired twenty-three-year-old,

was at this stage unaware the ship was on the reef. She was worried, but tried not to show it to avoid frightening Joanne. She called out to a married couple who had a cabin in the same corridor and asked if they could help her carry Joanne. The ship had steadied considerably and with the man carrying Joanne they set off for the smokcroom on the deck above. They were on the landing between the two flights of stairs and about to join the queue lined up to enter the smokeroom when suddenly the ship lurched violently. Mrs Brittain was horrified to see the man holding Joanne sliding across the landing trying desperately to grab hold of something. "For the first time I felt panic and screamed 'Joanne!' Then the ship righted itself and all those on the stairs turned round and looked at me as if to say, 'What 
is that woman doing?' " She noticed the people looked dazed, as if they were sleepwalking. "There was no talking and the silence was almost eerie. The people were like sheep."

        
The Air Force girls, Dot Smith and Jan Moles, faced up to the situation calmly, their training in emergencies to the fore. The other girl in their cabin was a bit panicky when she realised the ship was on the reef but Jan and Dot calmed her down. The two Air Force girls dug around in their suitcases for track suits and gym shoes and thought, "If we're going to have to swim we might as well be warm." Dot slung a strand of cultured pearls around her neck and. taking some cigarettes, they left everything else in the cabin.

        
Air hostess 
Sally Shrimpton first knew the 

Wahine was in trouble when she heard someone outside her cabin say "My God, we're on the rocks." Her hands shook a little as she dressed but for all that she took her time to put on pale blue slacks, white skivvy and fawn jersey, and to do her short brown hair and carefully apply makeup.

        

Roger Wilson was just about to leave his cabin and go topside to look at the weather when the shock announcement came over. "I rushed up to the starboard side of B-deck and saw the reef and the fantastic conditions, the like of which I have never seen before." Another man appeared at his side and said, "Hell, I don't like the look of this." Wilson agreed with him and speculated about the fate of the ship. "If she foundered in such a storm and with the sea conditions the way they were, very few of us would have reached the shore alive."
          

Hanging on to the rail amidships in the face of the violent wind he peered into the murk. He could see the stern of the ship hitting one large rock and the bow was also being driven on to a rock. In between he saw the exposed tops of more rocks. "I felt sick, but mainly from concern. I watched with fascinated horror as a rock below me ground into the side of the ship."

          

        

        
Ashore, Signalman Todd had telephoned through the news of the grounding to Wellington Harbourmaster, Captain 
Ralph Suckling, at his suburban Khandallah home. Captain Suckling received the call at about 6.43 and heard from Todd there was a heavy, increasing south-south-west gale and that the tug 

Tapuhi was out on the harbour and had been alerted. The Harbourmaster immediately telephoned his deputy, Captain Bill Galloway, and told him to get to the Harbour Board headquarters at Queen's Wharf as quickly as he could and prepare the pilot launches. Captain Suckling, who first went to sea under sail in 1918, was on the verge of retirement the day the 

Wahine struck.

        
The Police first officially heard the 

Wahine was in trouble a few minutes after 7 o'clock. The three police patrols in the Seatoun area were ordered to keep headquarters posted. The Wharf Police Station on Queen's Wharf confirmed at 7.05 that the Harbourmaster was aware of the situation.

        
The ship's SOS had started off a chain of official action. At 7.02 Wellington Radio sent out the SOS: "WAHINE AGROUND BARRETT REEF ENTRANCE TO WELLINGTON HARBOUR. SHIPS IN THE VICINITY ABLE TO ASSIST PLEASE ADVISE." The first to acknowledge the SOS was the Union Company freighter 
Waikare at 7.08. She was off the West Coast of the South Island and making eleven knots to the capital from Melbourne. Listening in to the exchanges on the radio, Lyver, the 

Wahine's radio officer, had no inkling that he would join the 
Waikare as "Sparks" later, his job on the 

Wahine finished.

        
Following the 

Wahine's SOS Wellington Radio carried out the usual emergency procedure. The main city exchange was alerted and from there the police, Harbourmaster, Marine Department were notified. Once the ship had sent the SOS Captain 
Robertson was not obliged to notify anyone else.

        
On the ferry wharf Rob Brittain waited for his wife and daughter and wondered why the ferry had not arrived. At about
          

7.05 he was mystified to see the other cars and tourist buses start to leave the wharf. He asked someone in the terminal what the story was. "Not to worry," he was told, the ferry had been delayed by the gale and would not be in until mid-afternoon. There was nothing for him to do but go to the city building site where he worked as a carpenter.

        
He was not the only one unaware of the drama taking place just seven miles from the centre of the capital. Power failures caused by the worsening gale prevented early morning radio listeners hearing about the news. First word of the 

Wahine in trouble was received at 6.45 by girl reporter Carol Gamble in the NZBC's Wellington district newsroom. A Marine Department official rang through with perhaps the greatest news tip in the history of New Zealand journalism. "The 

Wahine has grounded on a shoal near Barrett Reef," he told her. "Some of our men have just gone out to have a look." Carol checked with the Harbour Board Tolls office and the Wharf Police. Both confirmed the news. The news item was in the hands of the 2ZB commercial station newsreader Paddy O'Donnell a couple of minutes before 7 o'clock. At that stage the station went off the air.

        
Across the harbour the 6.55 a.m. bus from Eastbourne was already on its way into the city with its usual load of early-start workers, undeterred by the storm. The bus with 
Mark Powell at the wheel left the bus barns at the southern end of the borough on time. Those aboard were unable to see to the south where the 

Wahine was still in the grip of the reef. The gale was lashing the coastline and though sunrise was at 6.46, out to sea was just a grey blur of spray. As the bus wound along the road running beside the sea, the waves smashed over the rocks and flooded over the tarseal.

        
Big logs, washed down by the Hutt River, were swept on to the road and every so often Powell and some willing passengers had to get out and shift them. Even heavy boulders were pushed on the road by the huge seas. It was Powell's toughest trip ever.

        

        

        
When 
Mark Powell left the Eastbourne bus garage at 6.55 Chief Officer Luly and the Bosun Hampson were still fighting their way across the gale-swept fo'c'sle deck of the 

Wahine towards the anchors. Leaving the bridge they made their way down a ladder on to A-deck before climbing over the rail on to the captain's deck.

        


        
From there they clawed their way along a safety railing on the roof of the housing before clambering down a steel ladder on to the fo'c'sle head. The short distance from the ladder to the anchor windlass was the most hazardous they had to cross: with nothing to hang on to they went on their hands and knees, the shrieking wind ripping at them.

        
From the bridge, Captain 
Robertson watched their progress. He had felt the ship bouncing up and down on the rocks but at that stage she seemed to be stationary. Off the port bow he could catch occasional glimpses of the orange Barrett Buoy light. He worried about the two men on the fo'c'sle head. "I could see the bosun and first officer crawling along the deck on their stomachs. At one stage the wind picked up the bosun and flung him against the rail. If that rail had not been there he would have been blown to Lyall Bay."

        
The two men finally got to the windlass and prepared to drop the two anchors. First they had to knock off the compressors—two heavy steel bars which drop over the cables and help secure them. Next, the bottle-screws on the devil's claws had to be unscrewed and the claws knocked clear of the cable links which they hooked on to. Then the brakes had to be released to finally drop the anchors. All the time the wind was driving sheets of spray over the ship's bow as the two men struggled to keep their feet. Later, neither man could remember which anchor was released first. The chief officer thought the port one went first and the bosun the starboard one.

        
Luly intended to stop the anchors at six shackles or 540 feet but as the first was released the ship must have come off the reef and the anchor cable started running out fast. Hampson was on the brake, but the more he screwed it tight the more the linings burnt. "It kept going and going and as it burned blue smoke came out."

        
The same happened with the second cable until finally the ship came up with an almighty jerk. Both anchors were out to their full extent of about ten shackles, and were riding on their bare ends in the chain locker. The chief officer had the impression the ship was moving astern fairly rapidly until the anchors pulled her up. With the cables fully out all the two men could do was put the compressors and devil's claws back on to take the strain off the points in the chain locker where the cables' ends were secured.

        


        
From the time the two men set out to drop the anchors to when the chief officer reported back to the master on the bridge, about thirty minutes had elapsed. Approximately forty minutes had passed since the ship first hit the reef. Lilly's next job was to supervise the breaking out of the lifesaving gear. Captain 
Robertson had no intention of abandoning the ship at that stage, as lifeboats and those in them would not have lasted a minute in the terrible conditions. The time was about 7.20 and the gale had increased in intensity with gusts reaching 100 knots. The ship was slowly dragging backwards along the eastern side of the reef with her bow pointing into the weather. By about forty minutes after the grounding the provedore staff reported to Chief Steward Ray Gifford that the passenger accommodation had been checked. They also brought the disturbing news that the lower level of F-deck, deep in the ship, was flooded.

        
One of the Lincoln College cricketers. 
John Wauchop, was more surprised than disturbed wheal he discovered there was water on the lower F-deck. He was having a shower when he was "almost wrapped around the taps" during a violent roll and came out to find the way to his cabin barred by a watertight door. He thought it had been closed accidentally until a steward informed him the ship had run aground. Some other members of the team came down and told him the ship had hit some rocks. Then came the announcement, and the students had the problem of what to do about lifejackets. Theirs were still in the cabins sealed off by the door. Up on B-deck they hunted in empty cabins and managed to get enough jackets. During the search John came across an old lady who had fallen and badly cut her hand. "A few of us bandaged it with a spare handkerchief, and I stayed with her until a couple of ladies came and took over."

        
Ashore, the wind was battering the city and threatening to remove anything not firmly secured, but it wasn't until 7.20 that the country as a whole heard about the 

Wahine. With power restored, announcer Joy Ring gave the news in a special bulletin on the NZBC national network link: "The inter-island ferry 

Wahine is reported to have gone aground on Barrett Reef a short time ago. Tugs are on the way to help but the Marine Department believes there is no serious danger."

        
This was sensational news, but the Marine Department's belief, unfortunately unfounded, that there was no serious danger, helped
          

allay the fears of listeners around the country, particularly those with loved ones aboard.

        
In the Wellington suburb of Kelburn Mrs 
Margaret Spidy heard the news and worried for her daughter and son-in-law who were on the ship. The Spidys' elegant home was already rocking and creaking as the wind gusts raged from the south. In view of the news that it was not thought there was an)- serious danger Mrs Spidy remarked to her daughters Christine and Patsy "They're probably better off out there than here."

        
However, Bob Oliver, a senior diver with the Wellington Harbour Board, did not share the generally felt optimism on the fate of the ship. His first thought when he heard the news was "Oh my God, that's her finished." The thirty-eight-year-old Belfast-born former Royal Navy petty officer had dived near the reef many-times and knew the awful destruction the rocks would inflict on a ship's hull. Leaving his Newlands home he had a hair-raising drive down the Ngauranga Gorge to the harbour, where the gale-wracked scene reinforced his belief that the ferry was a "goner".
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By 7 o'clock the harbour board headquarters was a hive of activity as staff organised the attempt to save the 

Wahine. Deputy Harbourmaster Bill Galloway had been alerted at his home by the harbourmaster at 6.50 and told to get down to the board's office at Queen's Wharf and prepare the pilot launches. Just before he left, one of the pilots rang up to say the tug 

Tapuhi was already on her way to the ship but with her enormous rope bow fender still on. Captain Galloway ordered the tug back to have the fender removed and the tug equipped with full salvage gear. He also ordered the board's 80-foot pilot launch 
Tiakina to proceed to Seatoun Wharf, just inside the harbour entrance, and to wait for him there.

        
The port had two tugs, 

Tapuhi and 

Taioma, both owned by the Union Company but available to the harbour board. Normally one of the tugs was sufficient for the everyday working of the port, but the second could be made available on twenty-four hours' notice. Built during World War II, the 232-ton identical tugs were designed for harbour, and not deep-sea work. On 10 April the 

Tapuhi was ready to go at a moment's notice as it had been required to move a ship in the harbour early in the morning, but the 
Taioma was dead cold and while salvage gear was being loaded aboard the 
Tapuhi, the 
Taioma's crew worked desperately on the other side of the tug wharf to have her ready to go around mid-afternoon.

        
Arriving at the board's headquarters, just a stone's throw from the commercial centre of the city, the harbourmaster sent his deputy to Seatoun to join the 

Tiakina and attempt to board the 

Wahine. The twin-screwed 
Tiakina had left her relatively sheltered Queen's Wharf berth at 6.55 and, commanded by Captain John Brown, headed out into the 90-knot winds sweeping the inner harbour. Visibility was poor with driving rain and spray obscuring the yacht and small-boat harbour at the Royal Port Nicholson Yacht Club nearby. To get to Seatoun the launch had to run down harbour to Point Halswell before turning south into the teeth of the weather for the harbour entrance. Built to withstand the
          

boisterous Wellington and Cook Strait conditions the beamy blue-hulled craft smashed her way through the huge seas to Seatoun.

        
She and the smaller 68-foot pilot launch 
Arahina were equipped with VHF and medium frequency radio, radar, rocket-firing line guns, four-inch hawsers, life raft and lifesaving gear, lines and scramble nets.

        
At- the ferry wharf just along from the tug wharf, the foreman Maurice Johnson had heard from the company that the ferry was on the reef. With no ship to berth he went along to the 

Tapuhi and helped prepare it for sea. The tug was taking aboard 1,200 feet of four-inch towing wire to supplement the 4 1/4-inch wire stowed on a reel alongside her funnel.

        
At Seatoun the Fort Dorset army camp had been alerted and the cooks were preparing plenty of hot drinks and soup in case the ferry was abandoned. The camp is on the western side of the harbour entrance with a low hill between it and the rocky shore. The hill usually provides some protection from southerlies but early that morning the gusts were already pulling at the roofs of stores and other buildings scattered round the parade ground and threatening to topple parked cars, vans and trucks.

        
Captain 
Robertson's wife Anne had woken earlier in the morning to find a Venetian blind flying almost horizontally as the southerly poured through an unfastened window. After the uncanny calm between midnight and 2 am she had found the sound of the gale bashing the house almost terrifying. "It was worse than anything I'd ever heard. Quite the noisiest southerly ever." She went back to bed and when she got up for the day was shocked to hear over the radio the 

Wahine was in trouble. Then the Union company's Chief Marine Superintendent, Captain 
Arthur Crosbie telephoned to tell her not to worry. Switching from station to station to get the news she could not help feeling concerned: "I did not think of Gordon's safety personally, but just of the battle he was facing out there." She could not see anything of the harbour from the house because visibility was nil and anxiously walked the house, transistor in hand.

        

        

        
While those ashore did what they could and hoped for the best the 

Wahine was still in a perilous position. Without power she was dragging on her anchors down the eastern side of the reef with the gale increasing all the time. At 7.11 the Marine Department
          

radioed the ship for further information. The reply at 7.14 was in the form of an SOS to Wellington Radio: "Still afloat, please hasten tug."

        
On the bridge Captain 
Robertson tried to gauge how much the vessel had settled in the water. It was a tricky task. The huge seas swept along the ship's sides as the captain stood in the starboard wing and tried to keep his eyes on a spot on the hull.

        
The chief officer had returned from dropping the anchors and the captain had ordered him to break out the lifesaving equipment. Taking the bosun and some able seamen with him, Luly set about it. Liferafts stored in canvas valises under seats on both sides of A-deck had to be dragged to the outer edge of the deck and their painters made fast to the rail. The seats were collapsed to get at them, and the men, soaked by the stinging rain and spray and struggling to keep their feet on the slippery decks, threw the heavy seat sections overboard rather than have to dodge them as they worked. Each of the rafts weighed 235 pounds and thirty-five of them had to be manhandled into place as the ship plunged and bucked like a mad thing in the violent seas. The hooks on the four cranes used for lowering the rafts were also unlashed, and the lifeboat ladders coiled up on the deck underneath the lifeboats were broken out and dropped over the sides. Sections of rail were removed so passengers could shin clown the ladders if necessary. Three canvas-covered boxes of lifejackets on the deck were broken out. They contained bulky orange jackets suitable for people of seventy pounds weight or over, and white Salvus jackets designed for people under seventy pounds in weight. This was the only place where the Salvus jackets were kept. The orange jackets were also available in the cabins.

        
Overlooked were the grablines, which were left tied into the lifeboats. These drape round the outside of the boats for people in the water to grasp. To stop chafing they are usually kept inside the boats and tied with light twine, ready to be pulled out in an emergency. Luly had no illusions about the fate of passengers and crew if the ship had foundered at that time. Should that have happened, he later told the inquiry, everyone aboard would have been washed ashore dead, whether or not they had lifejackets on. Returning to the bridge he was ordered to assess what damage the ship had suffered from grounding on the reef. Taking a torch,
        


        knife and hammer he first went to the vehicle deck to see if there was any water.

        

        

        
Meanwhile the tug 

Tapuhi was on her way to help, with those aboard her unaware of the impossibility of their task. Jointly commanded by harbour board pilot, Captain 
Cyril Sword, and regular master, Captain 
Athol Olsson, the stubby little craft butted her way through the mighty seas. Good progress was made to just past Point Halswell but from there on the weather and sea conditions worsened, with visibility averaging 100 feet and at times zero. Shipping huge seas the tug was out of control a few times when blown in circles by the 100-knot-plus gusts. Once when this happened the engineer shouted up the voice-pipe to Captain Sword on the tiny bridge that the engine room was three feet deep in water and that his staff were having trouble coping with it. Bracing himself against the violent motion Captain Sword yelled back, "For God's sake keep her going." With no radar the tug was ploughing blind down towards the entrance. At one stage visibility got so bad that Captain Sword had to call up Captain Galloway on the 
Tiakina to get bearings from the launch's radar.

        
The 
Tiakina had already made two determined efforts to go to the 

Wahine's aid after picking up the deputy harbourmaster from Seatoun Wharf. Both times she had been beaten back in the entrance by the huge breaking seas and strong incoming tide. Only on the radar could they see the stricken ship in Chaffers Passage, less than a mile south of them. Visibility was zero.

        
The gale was causing dire havoc ashore. Many roads were impassable because of floodwater, falling trees, broken telephone and power lines, slips from the steep hillsides, and debris of one kind or another. The damage had been occurring from as early as 5 o'clock when a police sergeant's roof started to peel off. The police were busy dealing with a deluge of calls on the still usable telephone circuits and other emergency services were grimly aware that it was going to be one hell of a day. With windows of shops and business premises being blown in, the police also had to guard that criminals did not take advantage of the conditions. The police notified owners of property threatened; a car firm's back door was blown in, a boatshed was breaking up at Worser Bay, part of a roof was blowing along Kilbirnie's Coutts Street, part of the roof of a
          

department store was peeling off. And still the storm had not reached its height.

        
The authorities were still worried about the 

Wahine. At 7.59 the police radioed the ship seeking her position on the reef and asking whether she was breaking up. By then Captain 
Robertson had worked out that she had reached a draught of about twenty-two feet and was not sinking any further. She had settled five feet since hitting the reef, and this had her vehicle deck below sea level. His reply within minutes that the ship was anchored, clear of the reef and not breaking up was received with a sigh of relief at police headquarters. Across the harbour a police patrol car attempting to reconnoitre the dirt road running south to Pencarrow Head was recalled to its base at Lower Hutt police station. The police in the car had found the sealed road along the coast "passable with caution" as was the quarter-mile of dirt road they had negotiated when the news came over the police radio that the ship was out of danger. The two policemen checked with headquarters and were told no further patrol was necessary.

        
One of the first in with an offer of help was Ken Mitchell, chief instructor of the Worser Bay Surf Club, whose headquarters are at the northern end of the bay, just inside the harbour. A forty-year-old foreman at a city printing firm, Ken first heard of the grounding about 7.30 when at work. It occurred to him that surf lifesavers could be useful if an emergency developed and he rang the police. They said everything was under control but as a precaution he contacted several club members and told them to alert all the others.

        
In the boatshed under the club rooms were two surfboats, double-ended low freeboard craft expressly designed for rescues in surf conditions. Manned by experienced lifesavers surfboats can take a lot of punishment; and if the person to be rescued is among rocks or where the boat cannot venture, they are equipped with a reel and beltman who can swim to the rescue and be hauled back to the boat. The surf clubs in the Wellington area had nine surfboats available on 10 April.

        
Word of the grounding was sweeping the city, but few realised the 

Wahine's true predicament.

        
Among the best informed ashore were two men whose work took them to the scene of the drama. Crouched in one of the disused gun emplacements on the hill beside Fort Dorset the two,
          

newspapermen, looked down on the ship as she swung wildly at the end of her anchor cables. Their clothes saturated by the driving rain, 
Dominion news editor Alan Hitchens and photographer Barry Durrant saw huge seas batter the ferry as she swung like a huge pendulum in and out of Chaffers Passage, between Point Dorset and the northern end of the reef. The wind shrieking over the exposed point picked up small pieces of rock and concrete and flung them northwards. As the two watched they were joined by policemen, crawling on their hands and knees to save themselves being blown away. As the wind poured over the hilltop it created a suction effect which lifted the back wheels of the newsmen's car clear off the ground. Down below in Seatoun and the army camp it was threatening to sweep away anything not firmly anchored. In nearby Mantell Street a resident scurried across the road to retrieve a milk box and then had problems getting back. Seatoun and the camp were to be badly battered.

        
At about the time the two newsmen saw the 

Wahine in Chaffers Passage she was also spotted there by the signal station staff on Beacon Hill, who quickly relayed the news to the harbourmaster. He immediately ordered the breeches buoy equipment stored at Queen's Wharf to be taken to Point Dorset.

        

        

        
On the 

Wahine Chief Officer Luly started his inspection of the damage at the huge stern door, which was watertight. However, a steel door on the port side which led to the after steering compartment was leaking water into the vehicle deck. He concluded the compartment was flooded and walked along the port side of the deck to check the 21-foot deep after thruster compartment. It was flooded to within three feet of the deckhead.

        
Further forward he found the number two and three void spaces dry, but the lower section of F-deck was flooded to within two feet of the deckhead. Further forward still he came to the watertight door leading down to the cargo oil tanks but did not open it, fearing that if flooded it would let water run into the vehicle deck. The upper part of F-deck passenger accommodation was dry but when he opened the watertight door leading from the deck down into the forward transverse propulsion space he met the water coming up. He did not wait to see if the space was completely flooded but beat a hasty retreat and hammered the door tightly shut.

        


        
As he walked the length of the vehicle deck he saw that the ship's violent motion had caused some of the cargo to shift. A portable ramp normally secured to a pillar on the port-side aft had come adrift and was lying athwart the deck. The two coke containers had slipped off the trailer along the centre-line of the ship and spilt some of their contents, and some ten crates of eggs had fallen off another trailer making an unsavoury mess. Some other light containers had fallen off their bases, and a complete company trailer was on its side, but overall the chief officer felt there was no shift of cargo to cause any worry.

        
Luly reported back to the bridge and he and the master discussed the situation. They assumed all the double bottom tanks were flooded and added them to the tanks and compartments that the chief officer had found or suspected were full. The motor propulsion room was also swamped, leaving the four main engine compartments virtually supporting the ship. They estimated the ship had three thousand tons of water aboard, but that it was well distributed. The ferry had lost a lot of buoyancy, but the way in which she was acting, rolling to each side and coming back to the vertical, convinced the captain that she had sufficient stability. For fear of upsetting this, he decided not to try and pump out any of the flooded spaces but to use the pumps to keep dry the four compartments supporting the ship.

        
The time was near 8.20 and the ship was swinging perilously close to the jagged rocks off Point Dorset. Out into the channel she went and then back between the northern end of the reef and the point. At 8.22 the control centre at the harbour board heard the message she sent Wellington Radio: "Slowly drifting up the harbour and barely clear of Point Dorset." At 8.30 the situation seemed even more precarious, and over the VHF Captain 
Robertson reported: "Drifting towards Fort Dorset will be ashore in a minute." It was a dramatic moment, but as the harbourmaster later said in a deposition to the inquiry, there was nothing further he could do from a nautical point of view. The rocket equipment to secure the breeches buoy equipment had been dispatched and the police alerted.

        
On the 

Wahine Captain 
Robertson was convinced the next time the ship swung in on her stern she would go right into Breaker Bay and stay there. He thought of the engine-room staff and feared they might be trapped when the ferry hit. Chief Engineer Wareing
          

was also becoming anxious, and came to the bridge to see what the story was. Captain 
Robertson told him to get his men out. Stopping below only long enough to shut down the boilers, the engine-room staff made their way to their quarters on A-deck and waited tensely in the corridor.

        
For Captain 
Robertson it was to be another nerve-wracking hour before the ship dragged slowly, inch by inch, past the point, somehow avoiding going ashore.

        
At their muster stations the passengers were waiting quietly, almost fatalistically. They had been told the ship was off the reef and in no immediate danger, and drifting up the harbour. Most accepted this, not realising how precarious the ship's position really was. Such a situation was completely alien to them. They were used to travelling on the ferries without a thought for their safety. They could hardly believe that this, one of the most modern ferries afloat, could possibly sink under them; drowning them: yet the nagging feeling of insecurity would not go away. Those in the smokeroom and lounge made themselves as comfortable as they could while the unfortunates in the passageways on B and C decks sat or stood in dim, claustrophobic surroundings. Some were still being seasick from the rolling and pitching of the ship.

        
Australians Gladys and 
Albert Donohoo sat in a corner on the starboard side of the lounge. Mrs Donohoo remembers watching the terrible weather outside and thinking "If the wind does not drop, and with a hole in her bottom, we will all be lost." She had seen crew members, hard-pressed to keep their feet, preparing the liferafts.

        
With the Donohoos were three New Zealanders—a young man with his arm in plaster and two young women. They blithely assured the Donohoos that the wind would blow for three days as Wellington's southerly busters traditionally do. One of the women was student 
Kathryn Dallas. She remembers people laughing when they saw each other in the bulky orange lifejackets, some still dressed in their nightwear. They were served coffee, but Kathryn found "it had so much milk and sugar in it that it was like warm muddy water. I couldn't drink mine."

        
It was the best that the hard-pressed provedore staff could provide under the circumstances. With no running water the stewards had to rely on what was in the urns and percolators in the galley.

        


        
Early in the morning they did well to manage tea, coffee and trays and trays of sandwiches.

        
In the smokeroom the Kingsburys were sitting at the same table they had occupied the night before. Lynn heard the announcement that the ship was drifting into Wellington. "At first I thought it was propaganda to reduce the fears of the passengers; I knew we wouldn't get to Wellington safely—at least, not while the storm lasted." He and his wife were in a group of about seven, including grounded air hostess 
Sally Shrimpton whom Lynn remembers as being more concerned about her Jaguar and TV set down on the vehicle deck than herself. Sally knew Gillian Kingsbury from her school days and they talked over old times.

        
The ship was on emergency lighting with few globes burning but the grey light from outside filtered through the already fogged up windows.

        
In the G-deck corridors it was cold and depressing. Peter and Sue Madarasz remember a few people being given blankets which they sat on. The rest had to stand or sit on the cold floor and stairs leading up to B-deck.

        
The passengers, packed shoulder to shoulder, had little idea what it was like outside, which was probably just as well.

        
Perched on the edge of a table in the smokeroom Mrs 
Ingrid Munro watched while a crew member in blue jeans demonstrated how lifejackets should be put on. Wellington accountant George Reid who was sitting nearby offered to take Monique on his lap. Mrs Munro kept her eyes open for a vacant seat. Some of the sights amazed her. "I had barely time to brush my hair but some of the passengers had made up their faces and were dressed for a garden party rather than a ship abandonment. Some gave the impression they thought the captain had put on a stunt for their entertainment." A cup of tea and some biscuits made her feel a bit better.

        
At the next table sat Columban 
Father McGlynn. Mrs Munro remembers him as "an elderly, kindly-looking gentleman who was busy counting the beads as he rattled prayers off, at the same time holding a conversation with a worried-looking member of his flock."

        
Also in the smokeroom was Mrs Leslea Morgan, of Petone, who was returning home after visiting her elderly mother in Christ-church. All the seats were taken when she arrived and with none
          

of the men appearing willing to stand up she stood on the starboard side and hung on to a curtain to keep her balance. Outside she could see huge seas but nothing more. Three men were sitting on a table near her and on another sat a Maori woman carrying a child. Nobody seemed inclined to talk and just sat or stood with their private thoughts. Ashore her husband John, an accountant, had been turned back at the wharf gates with the news that the ship would not be in till midday. He presumed it was because of the weather and returned home to be rung by a friend who told him the ship was on Barrett Reef. "I got a hell of a shock, but then the friend rang back to say it was off the reef and in no danger." With the wind causing power cuts all over the place he took a transistor radio with him and went to work.

        
Quite unperturbed by the whole business, student 
John Wauchop sat in a cabin on B-deck smoking and playing cards with some fellow Lincoln College cricketers for about two hours after the grounding. They worried only whether they would be in time for their second match. They'd missed the first one for certain. Tiring of cards they moved to the lounge to see what was happening. John remembers it was like walking into a movie theatre, such was the variety of expressions on people's faces. "It was a sea of orange lifejackets with people smiling falsely as if to say 'I'm not really worried at all.' People were just chatting nervously to each other or listening to the storm raging around the ship. I was pretty sure we would eventually be towed safely into port but there was always the thought at the back of my mind, 'Could this possibly be a disaster and some or all of us die?' I couldn't say 'No' to this because there was the potential, blowing itself mad all about us."

        
Outside the smokeroom Clarrie O'Neill and his wife kept a watchful eye on their six children. He spoke to others around them about their plight. "We realised the helplessness of our position and the need of a higher power to save us. I tried to encourage the others but I was still very worried though this receded somewhat as time went on. I met a man from Greymouth and his wife I knew, and talked to them of God for about half an hour. I was very sad the next day to see his name on the death roll." Mr O'Neill saw children going around dressed only in singlets and pants, and was glad he and his wife had been up early enough to dress their six.

        
Standing in the corridor nearby was Auckland sales manager
          


Roger Wilson. He remembers most people being fairly calm, but saw two old women sitting on the floor quite terrified; one had been sick. They were cheered a bit by a stewardess. "She was rushing round trying to be like Florence Nightingale full of comfort and reassurance for the older people." Wilson chatted to an old Australian who had a bad heart and was not at all well. "He told me about all the trips he had made by sea from Melbourne across Bass Strait to Hobart and Launceston. He loved ships, and I told him I was born and raised in Australia and did a lot of sailing in Auckland." The old Australian was Alfred Rutland, who died later that day.

        
Wilson later moved off along the passageway and came across the chap who had appeared by his side when he was looking horrified at the rocks grinding into the 

Wahine earlier in the morning. "We shook hands as though we were about to die. We had a feeling of comradeship brought about by a common danger."

        
Nearby some girls in uniform began singing. "It was the last thing I needed at that stage, and I set off to find my friend 
John Perham."

        

        

        
While the passengers waited in relative comfort at their muster stations the Chief Officer was braving the terrors of the fo'c'sle head for the second time that morning. With seaman Dennis O'Reilly he clambered along the top of the captain's deck across the roof of the accommodation and down on the head. The idea was to rig a lifeline to enable an inspection to be made of the forward end of the ship through a hatch in the deck. They managed to rig the line, but while Luly wrestled to pull up the hatch the wind caught him and threw him towards the port rail. O'Reilly grabbed him just in time.

        
Later, when at the after end of C-deck, the Chief Officer found a scene of destruction. Seats usually bolted to the deck around the rail, and a compass that should have been in the middle, had been swept into a jumble by the starboard rail. He put it down to the rogue sea that hit the ship on the port quarter shortly after she inexplicably started turning to port when coming through the Heads.

        
On the bridge Captain 
Robertson kept a wary eye on the point as the ship somehow managed to drag past without grounding. "At one stage I was certain we were going to hit the rocks. We missed
          

them by feet." By 9.15 the ship was in no immediate danger and moving backwards slowly on her anchors. The captain spoke calmly to his officers and men. He said later: "It is no good rushing around shouting out orders; it panics people right down to the deck boy." North of the ship the tug and the pilot boat were keeping station at Steeple Beacon off the harbour end of Point Dorset. Captains Sword and Olsson had decided it would be suicidal to try and go further down the channel. Earlier the tubby little craft had found it difficult to keep on course for the beacon and would have been lost without the 
Tiakina providing a bearing.

        
At the army camp another of the harbour pilots, Captain Keith Mitchell, sat in a gun emplacement with the breeches buoy equipment ready and watched as the 

Wahine safely passed Point Dorset. The sea in the channel was the biggest he had ever seen and he estimated the winds at more than ninety knots. At 9.20 the ship was drifting along the western side of the channel with her anchors well stretched and the wind and sea mostly on her starboard bow. Captain Mitchell advised headquarters of her position and suggested that if the weather continued the way it was there was a chance she might go ashore on the eastern side of the harbour, particularly if her cables snapped.

        
Captain Suckling ordered him to return to base with the breeches buoy equipment so it would be in a central position if needed.

        
The emergency seemed to be easing and a message from the ship at 9.37 that she was riding to her two anchors, not touching and in no danger of sinking, confirmed the harbourmaster's view that she was in a much safer position and in less turbulent seas than when in Chaffers Passage. The harbourmaster realised there was no chance of successfully abandoning the ship at that time and that the passengers and crew stood a much better chance of survival by remaining with her. With the agreement of the Union Company's Chief Marine Superintendent he radioed the ship at 9.40. recommending that the captain ride out the gale in his present position. Captain 
Robertson must have smiled when he received it. There was little else he could do. . . .

        
Ashore, only the authorities and a few on-the-spot observers realised how close the ferry had been to disaster early in the morning. On the radio news bulletins there was no hint of any extreme danger to the ship and various spokesmen were quoted as saying there was believed to be no serious damage. At 9.45 in a special
          

news item on the national programme the police were quoted as saying there was no danger of her going aground at Point Dorset, and it was thought that the only danger would be from winds driving the vessel across to the Eastbourne side of the harbour. At 10 o'clock the commercial network reported that there was no danger of the ship running aground at Point Dorset or Eastbourne, and it was planned that she should stay at anchor to ride out the gale. On this optimistic note attention turned to the effects of the gale on the city and surrounding area.

        
The storm was at its height at 9 o'clock when centred 60 to 80 miles east of the capital and emergency services were flat out coping with the calls for assistance. In some of the more hilly positions exposed to the south the wind was doing tremendous damage, the suburbs of Kingston, Karori, and Northland bearing the brunt. Gusts of well over a 100 knots wrecked houses, in some cases demolishing them to the foundations. Kingston, with its dozens of new and near-new homes, looked as if it had been shelled. Sheets of lethal roofing iron spun through the air with a deadly gracefulness. Pieces of timber, flung like giant javelins by the wind, pierced walls like paper. Terrified residents cowered in basements where possible. Such was the danger that police sealed off the area and started evacuating people whose homes were badly damaged. The problem was what to do with them.

        
The Wellington City Council had not declared an emergency and the city's civil defence organisation was therefore not called on to any great degree. Its value would have been doubtful in any case, as many of the areas did not even have a warden, never mind a well organised group. It was left to the police and the city council workers to do what they could. The council had been sending out trucks with four-man crews earlier in the morning, but had to call a halt after many of the trucks had been immobilised by salt spray and rain blown horizontally by the wind.

        
The danger to the men from flying iron and debris was also too great to ask them to risk injury just to secure private property. In the end, only calls to restore essential sendees were actioned. The council decided to man its switchboard with senior officials to calm the frantic women calling about damage to roofing and rain pouring into their homes. They were advised to go to neighbours whose homes were not affected, and to wait for the gale to blow over. In most cases husbands had gone to work before the gale fully
          

developed and, esconced in solid commercial buildings in the city, were unaware of the damage being suffered by their weatherboard homes in the suburbs.

        
Mrs Margaret Spidy felt nervous as the wind battered her Kelburn home. The storm got so bad that she rang her husband. "I was terrified. I thought the whole house was going to go." Her husband, out in the Hutt Valley suburb of Naenae, which was more sheltered, reassured his wife that everything would be all right, but soon after she had put down the telephone she heard a tremendous crash. "I nearly died," she recalled later. It was the chimney snapping off and crashing through the bathroom roof. Tiles lifted off and floated away in the gusts, and water started pouring into the drawing room, staining the ornate plaster ceiling. In the dining room the french doors blew open and banged incessantly. With the help of her daughters she pushed over a heavy sofa to stop them opening, but the wind still forced the doors open. She managed to get through to her husband again and he said he would be right in. Mrs Spidy remembers that in the midst of her troubles she heard a radio advertisement plugging the film 
Gone With the Wind.
        

        
Down in the city the police had solved the problem of the Kingston evacuees. After contacting the council it was found that by 9.30 no arrangements had been set up for housing the homeless, so the police at the Taranaki Street Station cleared out their inquiry room to put them there. Soon after the council made the Town Hall concert chamber available, with the Salvation Army, early on the job as usual, available to comfort the distressed.

        
The wind was acting freakishly, striking at pockets of individual homes and leaving others nearby unscathed. Out of three or four houses all built by the same builder using the same method of construction, one would be almost wrecked and the others untouched. At Karori, a mature macrocarpa tree was wrenched bodily from the ground into the air and deposited upright yards away, leaving a sizeable bomb-type crater in the ground. Still the wind raged.

        
The police asked the NZBC to broadcast radio warnings to people to stay off the streets. Already there had been a considerable number of casualties and one death. The Free Ambulance service was busy dealing with them, and between 7.30 and 10 o'clock handled forty-three urgent cases, including people who had been
          

blown around by the wind. The ambulance was also called to a Northland home where a young girl had been killed by a piece of timber which smashed through the window of her bedroom. In the room with her was her sister, who was seriously injured. By agreement with the Wellington Hospital Board, which largely subsidises the ambulance service, it had been decided early in the morning to cancel all routine treatment cases. It was a wise move, as the service's Wellington area fleet of seventeen ambulances and the special four-wheel-drive emergency vehicle, Ql, were needed constantly through the morning to deal with storm calls. One ambulance had to be abandoned at Houghton Bay, on the Cook Strait coast, where it joined twenty other vehicles blown over or bodily thrown off the road by the wind. Later it was recovered with the white paintwork on its seaward side sandblasted to the bare metal, which was dented by flying stones.

        
From early in the morning the ambulance service had maintained liaison with the police on the 

Wahine's situation, as had the Wellington Fire Brigade. At 10 am the harbour board asked the brigade if pumps would be available if needed. They were told yes, and a little later the Union Company also asked the brigade about pumps but were told the harbour board had sought them already. Like the ambulance service, the brigade had a hectic morning but only one of the fifty calls answered was actually a fire. This was at suburban Newtown where an old lady died. The rest were false alarms caused by the sensitive automatic fire alarms in many buildings being triggered by the buffeting winds. At one stage calls were coming in at such a rate that only one appliance could be sent to the scene instead of the usual two, three, or four.

        
The emergency was also keeping the hospitals busy. At Wellington Public Hospital the handling of the influx of storm casualties was complicated by having to operate on emergency power. This kept the essential services going but meant that the lifts, among other facilities, were not working. The lifts were not a luxury, but were needed to bring stretcher cases up from the ambulance bay to the casualty ward and also for the shifting of patients to the other wards. At 9.10 the hospital was alerted by the police that there could be casualties from the 

Wahine; the evacuation of one of the surgical wards, which normally holds thirty patients, was started and casualty, the X-ray department, and admission office were alerted. Thirty minutes later the police rang back to say the ship was not
          

believed to be in any danger, but the hospital stayed on general alert.

        
The casualty department was already busy dealing with the seventy-odd accident cases; most of them were minor, but some patients had severe head injuries caused by falling trees or flying debris. Though under pressure, all members of the staff really pulled their weight and the Wellington public never had a better service. For once there were no people waiting on the benches outside the casualty department. So many extra staff had volunteered for duty that patients were being treated as soon as they arrived.

        
The Hutt Hospital also was busy. All the theatres were out because of flooding, and the hospital was on emergency power. Only two of the fourteen telephone lines into the hospital were operative. The staff was aware throughout the morning that the 

Wahine was in trouble, but did not anticipate it affecting them.

        
The police were still not too happy about the 

Wahine and decided to have another look at the coastline through to Pencarrow. At 9.40 a patrol car with an inspector, sergeant and constable aboard set out from Lower Hutt. Slowed to 15 mph by the conditions, the patrol car crawled around the Eastbourne road past the Gracefield reclamation. All sorts of debris covered the road and the incoming tide, whipped up to an abnormal degree by the wind coming straight in the harbour entrance, had eaten into the tarseal in places. Boats ripped from their moorings and thrown on the road signposted the way, and at York Bay the patrol had to seek refuge.

        
Bus driver 
Mark Powell had taken three times longer than usual to get into the city terminal and it was after 9 am when he headed back to Eastbourne. At Gracefield the police stopped him. The roof of a large building in an oil company compound was threatening to take off, and it was feared it might hit the bus and injure the schoolchildren aboard who had been sent home from their Hutt Valley schools. Powell headed back the way he had come and joined five other buses sheltering in a Petone cigarette factory's grounds.

        
At Wellington Airport, exposed to the full blast of the wind, all flights had been cancelled from early in the morning but several aircraft were reluctant to stay on the ground. A Bristol Freighter and an Air New Zealand Electra were jumping up and down on
          

their mooring ropes as aircraft workers tried to secure them with wire hawsers. The Bristol broke loose and was badly damaged as the wind repeatedly lifted and dropped it on the tarmac. It narrowly missed collecting the turboprop Electra but finally both were secured. Helping to keep them intact was Alun Williams, a crash fire officer with the Civil Aviation Department fire brigade at the airport. Apart from airport firefighting duties the firemen operate two tough rubber Zodiac liferafts powered by 40 hp petrol driven outboards. The 14^-foot craft are permanently inflated on a trailer and are designed primarily for picking up survivors from ditched aircraft—always a possibility at Wellington with sea at both ends of the runway. As he returned to the airport fire station that morning after securing the planes Williams, a forty-year-old married man with four boys, little knew how useful the Zodiacs were to prove later that day.

        
While the airport staff were securing aircraft, members of the Worser Bay Boating Club were working quickly to save yachts threatened by huge seas sweeping over the exposed point on which the clubhouse is sited. Sleek flying fifteens perched on trailers by the club were in imminent danger of being swept away before the members, aided by local residents, could pull them to safety. Then a weatherboard-covered section of the concrete boatshed under the clubhouse was smashed in by the waves, and masts, yachts and trailers were mixed together in a scene of incredible confusion. The doors on the shore side were opened to let the destructive seas out and the helpers worked like men possessed to clear the shed before the boats were damaged. The harbour was shrouded by driven rain and spume and they were aware the 

Wahine was in trouble, but were reassured by the NZBC broadcasts which said all was well.

        
Round at Port Nicholson too, yachties were working to save boats whose moorings had broken in the usually sheltered boat harbour. Extra lines were strung in all directions until the harbour resembled a gigantic spider's web. At the Evans Bay marina the scene was the same. Further north in the bay the boats were exposed to the full fury of the wind, and the keeler 
Aorere was a victim, sinking near the patent slip. Across at Shelly Bay wharf two fishing trawlers foundered.

        
The commodore of the Worser Bay Boating Club, Kerry Leydon, had problems at his home in the bay to contend with as well as          

looking after the boats. The quaint 110-year-old former pilot house that he and his family lived in was creaking and groaning with every gust of wind. During the morning the veranda took off, including the framing which had weathered a thousand storms since the house was built in the sailing ship era.

        
Further around the bay towards Seatoun, stevedoring supervisor George Boswell had just returned home from a shopping expedition. An Englishman, he had grown to like New Zealand from his visits as an officer on Port Line ships. With his seaboots hung up he had settled with his wife and six-year-old son in one of the more modern houses in the bay, just across the road from the beach. The weather was so foul that morning he could hardly see a hundred yards out into the harbour. He had gone shopping without realising just how bad it was, but when he reached Seatoun shopping centre he got a shock. The pohutukawa trees along Dundas Street were blown almost flat. "Bits of wood and odds and ends were flying around and I suddenly realised that I was out in a hurricane. It compared with TV scenes of Houston and Miami in cyclone season, and I had weathered enough hurricanes at sea to know this was the real thing." He hurried home and heard for the first time over the radio about the 

Wahine. Out in the harbour he could see the tug appearing and disappearing in the rain and spray. He fretted about not being able to do anything and wished his friend Garry Walker, who lived nearby, would come home from work. Walker, a twenty-three-year-old refrigeration engineer, had the use of an 18-foot launch which was wallowing in the huge seas sweeping into the bay and foaming over the normally sheltered beach. Boswell had a feeling that the launch might be needed.

        
He could see the tug despite the shocking visibility because she had been driven off station at Steeple Beacon, about a mile east of the bay, by the ferocious conditions.

        
Guided by the pilot launch the tug had sought refuge in the bay. Around 10 am Captain Crosbie of the Union Company sought information from the 

Wahine on the extent of the damage she had suffered, as up till that time there had been no indication from the ship on this question. The request was sent over the harbour board's VHF radio and at 10.10 Chief Officer Luly replied that the forward and after thrust compartments and the steering flat were flooded and there was some water in the engine-
          

room. Luly thought he also told shore that the after end of F-deck was flooded, but this information was not received ashore. Luly did not pass on. the assumptions that he and the captain had made on the double bottom tanks being flooded, as he knew the company was aware the ship had been on the reef. The company concluded from the information received that the ship had 1,700 tons of water aboard whereas it actually had about 3,000 tons. From reports on the ship's trim by a staff member out at Seatoun and the knowledge that the flooding was in compartments at either end of the vessel with the main engine-room compartments intact. Captain Crosbie considered there was nothing to be greatly concerned about as far as stability went.

          

        
          
        
For some time shipping at the Wellington wharves had been alerted and the rail-ferry 

Aramoana, fishing boats, a naval launch, and the harbour board's rubbish scow 
Success were standing by. The harbourmaster had received offers of help from small boat owners who had requested permission to go out to the 

Wahine's aid, but in view of the conditions he regarded such action as unsafe. Conditions in the inner harbour were bad enough, and off Seatoun where the 

Wahine was, they were even worse.

        
Seatoun was reeling from the effects of the gale and the arm)' camp and nearby private homes had suffered cruelly. On the camp's parade ground twenty-three cars and vans were flung into a heap at the northern end. Another casualty was a five-ton truck blown, sucked or dumped on its side. The camp suffered $40,000 damage in the morning. The southern end of Mantell Street nearby was also hit hard. The roof on one half of a modern L-shaped house was peeled off and flung across the street straight through the huge plate-glass lounge window of another home. The room looked like a scrap-metal yard. Power poles, already at breaking point, had roofing iron wrapped round them like wet paper.

        
Incredibly, nobody was injured but there were plenty of lucky escapes. In the camp one officer turned around after getting out of his car to see part of a roof smash through the back window. It would have impaled him if he had been at the wheel. Through the morning the camp had been turned into a receiving station for survivors. The camp cinema was prepared for 

Wahine survivors with the gas fires turned on, dry clothes on hand and hot drinks
          

by the urnful. Soldiers were allotted vehicles still serviceable and briefed on what part of Seatoun Beach to go to if necessary.

        
Along the rugged, gale-lashed coastline on the opposite side of the harbour there wasn't a soul. Two of the police party stranded at York Bay had been picked up by a truck from Trentham Army Camp at the north end of the Hutt Valley, and were taken to Eastbourne. The 118 trainees at the police training school, Trentham, were on standby. At 10.35 the Lower Hutt police station contacted headquarters in Wellington and heard the 

Wahine was expected to ride out the storm at anchor. In view of this and the NZBC news bulletins, the Lower Hutt police felt no further immediate action was necessary and the training school was advised that the trainees on standby were no longer required.

        
Out in the harbour entrance the ship was still being blasted by the gale and rolling violently as she sheered on her anchors. Though the threat of going ashore on the point had been averted, a new problem had cropped up: water was entering the cavernous vehicle deck. The chief engineer noticed it around 10 am when he and his staff returned to the engine-room after the Point Dorset scare was over. As he opened the door in the engine-room casing leading on to the deck the water slopped over the two-foot sill as the vessel rolled. The water had collected in the dip in the deck by the casing and appeared to be spraying through ventilators on the port side of the deck which went down to flooded spaces below.

        
After discussing this with the captain, the chief engineer set about getting his men to plug the ventilators with sacks and canvas. Still the water seeped in. The chief engineer was well aware of the threat to stability of the slopping, or free surface effect, of water in a ship. When sixth engineer on the ill-fated Union Company liner 
Tahiti he and other crew members had fought vainly for sixty hours to save the ship foundering in mid-Pacific in August 1930, after the starboard propeller shaft had fractured. The crew and 128 passengers of the 7,898-ton ship were saved in the nick of time by the Matson liner 
Ventura, which steamed 760 miles to the rescue. Though thirty-eight years had passed, the 
Tahiti's dramatic fight to stay afloat was still a vivid memory to the chief engineer.

        
News of the water on the vehicle deck reached the chief officer and he came down to have a look. As a further move to stop water accumulating on the deck the engineers had broken off a
          

scupper pipe allowing the water to run into the engine-room where it could be pumped away. To stop eggshells and other debris slopping over the door sill and blocking the pumps a crude strainer was made of egg boxes.

        
The ship, still dragging backwards on her anchors appeared quite stable and, though rolling, returned to an upright position with a positive movement.

        
She was getting close to Steeple Beacon and, as she swung out and in, it looked at one stage as if she was going to collect it.

        
At 10.40 the harbour board was advised over the VHF that the ship was dragging past the beacon.

        
To 
Kathryn Dallas in the lounge the beacon looked close enough to touch. She remembers some people claiming they could see crabs crawling over it. "The last time we went past most people crossed their fingers. It was so close we could only see the tip of it over the deck rail outside the window. We waited for the crash but incredibly it did not come; the ship had slid past again."

        
By this time most of the passengers had become bored with the interminable waiting. Over transistor radios they heard of the damage ashore caused by the storm. They also heard the news that the ship had reported she was quite safe with the tug just waiting for the weather to moderate before taking her in tow. Over the ship's public address system every half-hour came messages that there was no immediate danger and that "tugs" were on the way to assist. There was no mention that the ship might be abandoned, and many of the passengers took off the uncomfortable, bulky life-jackets. Kathryn saw several children sleeping, using the big orange lifejackets as pillows. The smaller Salvus jackets were not distributed. Albert Donohoo told his wife not to take hers off, adding "We are not safe until we tie up."

        
Down below in the smokeroom Mrs 
Karalyn Brittain also kept her life jacket on. The fact that her home was just over the hill from Worser Bay was comforting, but at the bottom of her mind was the nagging fear that perhaps the ship was in danger.

        
She remembered her seaman father telling her that when life-jackets had to be donned it meant things were bad. Although the announcements were reassuring they did not mention anything about removing the jackets, and she worried about her little daughter Joanne not having one. She asked a passing crew member what to do and he fetched one of the big orange ones and, placing
          

it on a table, showed her how to make a kind of crib. He explained how to tie the cords so the baby would not fall off. Around her the people had cheered up and were singing 
It's a Long Way to Tipperary and other songs. "When they sang 
Michael Row the Boat Ashore I nearly cried. They seemed to think there was no danger but I kept thinking of what my father told me about life-jackets." Though not supposed to smoke, the temptation got too great and together with another woman nearby she lit up. A voice from somewhere said to put the cigarettes out and Mrs Brittain remembers feeling rather sheepish.

        
She enjoyed the food passed around during the morning, as did the Kingsburys sitting nearby. To Lynn the ham was the best he had ever tasted. His wife Gillian later judged all ham by the 
"
Wahine standard". They were among the few who seemed to honestly enjoy the morning and both found it passing quickly. Gillian considered one of the most amusing episodes the time a stewardess came in to mop up some water entering the smokeroom from the doors leading on to the deck. She was using a wringer-mop and bucket without much success when Gillian offered to show her how to use it. This tickled some of the other passengers who sang the chorus of the pop tune 
Sadie the Cleaning Lady.
        

        
Sitting quietly in the smokeroom, Miss 
Margaret Millar of Gore prayed earnestly and tried to sleep. She had not been able to find her Christchurch friends, the Nathans, and had not seen them since the night before.

        
Mrs 
Phyllis Robertson of Wellington remembers strain showed on most faces: "It was a terrible feeling, wondering what was going to happen." She sat tight in the smokeroom and didn't venture away, even to the toilets.

        
Peter and Sue Madarasz had moved into the smokeroom from the cheerless G-deck corridor where they had spent the earlier part of the morning. They did not talk much to the other people but a steward they knew vaguely said hello at one stage. After a spell they went into one of the nearby cabins and fell asleep. Sue could not help remembering a frightening nightmare she had had during their honeymoon: the ship had sunk and she had seen herself dressed in the pink twinset she was wearing that day swimming in the sea. "Beneath me in the water were two men wearing suits. I would not look down because I knew that one of them was Peter and I knew that he was dead."
          

In another cabin 
Father McGlynn was finishing his Office, interrupted when the ship had gone out of control. Outside people were still sitting on the floor of the corridor and the merry-eyed priest chuckled when he heard one young woman confide to her husband that she would never wear a mini-skirt again. As he prayed he thought of the skipper and his vigil on the bridge. "He must have had a terrible time. He did everything to keep the people calm and told us everything was under control." Earlier in the smokeroom he had felt sorry for those with children. "Nearby was a young couple with a six-month-old baby and what with cold milk and other things they were having a trying time." Outside he could see a wild scene. "The wind was howling and the waves were mountain high."

        
In the smokeroom nineteen-year-old 
Dianne Houltham was feeling sad and alone. "I felt tears on my cheeks and a steward came over and told me not to worry." She saw Mrs Hick needed help with her children and took three-year-old Alma from her. Gathering together half a dozen other small children, she sang to them. "One little boy of about six asked me if I was frightened or if we were going to sink. I had to say no and he said 'Well, if you're not scared take off your lifejacket.' I took it off thinking it would make the children feel more at ease.

        
"Time dragged on, and we swayed to and fro and up and down. Still we heard announcement after announcement that we were in no danger and that everything was under control. Some of the children became bored and tired and made their way back to their parents. Alma, a beautiful little blonde with blue eyes, stayed with me, as we had become great pals. Then after a time she wanted Mummy. Once again I felt alone."

        
Clarrie O'Neill and his family were also in the smokeroom after an uncomfortable wait outside. The six children lay on the floor, still in their lifejackets, and Mr O'Neill managed to get a seat for his wife, who was pale and not looking too well. He remembers one elderly woman saying "Your children deserve a medal." Another added, "The parents deserve a medal for looking after them so well."

        
"I turned round and said medals won't help us now. What we need is help from above. They both agreed."

        
Nearby was an American couple, 
Ernest Crosby, a retired steamship operator, and his wife Frances, who were in the course of a
          

tour of the Pacific. Mr Crosby remembers Mr O'Neill as a "rather high-tension character who announced he was quite ready to meet his Maker. There was also some singing of hymns, but only a small minority betrayed such symptoms. In retrospect it is difficult to analyse one's emotions at that time. Fear there undoubtedly was, but not as much as one might expect. When nothing serious happened for quite a while some of us went to sleep, resting our heads on the high, rigid collars of the lifejackets."

        
One of the Tiki Tour party, Mrs 
Constance Martyr, a sixty-two-year-old widow from Henley Beach, South Australia, was also sitting near the O'Neills. She remembered the wonderful help given to the passengers by the stewards and stewardesses. "They were laughing and joking all the time, especially one English boy who came from Coventry. Someone asked him if we could have some music and he replied, 'Sure, bring me a bucket of sand and I'll sing you the 
Desert Song.' "

        
The announcements over the public address system convinced Mrs Martyr that the ship would tie up at the wharf any minute, and she did not think those aboard were in any real danger.

        
Not so sure was Mrs Betty Wood, also in the smokeroom with her husband. "What an endless morning it was. I was so very frightened and yet a calmness pervaded me. The reassuring announcements helped to buck me up." Providing a bit of light relief were two young men who pretended they were interviewing survivors off the 

Wahine. "We all had a whistle tied to our lifejackets and one elderly man near us tried to knock out a tune from his."

        
The young were not so apprehensive, and telex clerk 
Diana Lilley joked with 
Colin Bower and 
Paul Field about what they would do if they had to abandon the ship. After a while they became bored and for a laugh Diana massaged Paul's back for a couple of bob. Later they moved up to the lounge and played euchre. A couple of air force girls joined in, and Paul and Colin played five hundred with them. Diana took off her lifejacket and shoes and, wrapping a blanket around herself, settled down to learn how to play.

        
The air force girls in the lounge included Dot Smith, Jan Moles, and Pinky Brown. Pinky talked with an old lady who was deaf and more concerned about her budgie at home in Wellington than about herself. She helped the old lady to the toilets, which were
          

out of order, and shouted out the messages coming over the public address system so she could hear them.

          

        

        
By 11 am the weather appeared to be moderating fractionally but visibility was still nil, with huge seas pounding through the harbour entrance. The wind was still averaging more than 70 knots and gusting to over 90. Captain 
Robertson decided to ask the tug to have a go at dragging the ferry into the more sheltered area off Worser Bay. The 

Tapuhi had been trying to stay on station in the bay but when the 

Wahine's request for the tow came, she was well out in the harbour by the front leading beacon.

        
The plan was for the ferry, after securing the cable from the tug, to shorten the anchor cables to give the tug a chance of dragging her stern first. It was a slim chance. The tug could muster little more power than the 

Wahine's thrusters developed. At one minute past eleven the 

Wahine advised Wellington Radio that the ship was quite safe and about to make fast to the tug.

        
Captain Olsson manoeuvred the 

Tapuhi into position near the 

Wahine, which was still swinging in an arc of up to 120°. On the stern of the ferry Chief Officer Luly supervised the firing of a line to the tug.

        
With magnificent seamanship Captain Olsson managed to get the tug's stern within 25 feet of the 

Wahine's. A rocket was fired and the line grabbed by the tug's crewmen, who were having a tough time keeping their feet, so violent was the motion. A three-inch rope messenger was tied to the line and the four-inch steel towing wire attached. The 

Wahine's crew started pulling it aboard by hand as there was no power for the winches.

        
The news that the tug had arrived was greeted with relief by the passengers. Auckland sales manager 
Roger Wilson decided to go out on deck and have a look. "The conditions were quite fantastic, tremendous winds, poor' visibility and a big swell. The poor little tug was having obvious difficulty in getting into the right position. Her propeller was right out of the water at the top of each swell and the captain must have had very little steerage way. He did a magnificent job in a tug which was designed for anything but the ocean-going work she was being asked to perform."

        
In the smokeroom Karalyn Brittain saw the tug appearing like a ghost ship through the murk. She told a man near her and the word went around. A half-hearted cheer went up and a bit later
        


        

[image: The Zodiac rescue craft from Wellington Airport arrives at Seatoun Wharf full of survivors plucked from the water. Mrs Mary Lee of Kaitaia (second from right) was being pounded by huge seas when the Zodiac crew rescued her "in the nick of time".Rescuers struggle through the low surf to help those aboard the Wahine's number two lifeboat, which was towed into Seatoun Wharf.]
The Zodiac rescue craft from Wellington Airport arrives at Seatoun Wharf full of survivors plucked from the water. Mrs 
Mary Lee of Kaitaia (second from right) was being pounded by huge seas when the Zodiac crew rescued her "in the nick of time".

Rescuers struggle through the low surf to help those aboard the 

Wahine's number two lifeboat, which was towed into Seatoun Wharf.


        


          

[image: Wahine crewman George Brabander carries a young boy to safety from the Wahine's number four lifeboat which landed midway along Seatoun Beach.]


Wahine crewman 
George Brabander carries a young boy to safety from the 

Wahine's number four lifeboat which landed midway along Seatoun Beach.


          

[image: A young girl from the Wahine's number two lifeboat is helped by rescuers at Seatoun.]
A young girl from the 

Wahine's number two lifeboat is helped by rescuers at Seatoun.


          

[image: At Seatoun Wharf a policeman holds a young child swaddled in a blanket.]
At Seatoun Wharf a policeman holds a young child swaddled in a blanket.


        


        it was announced over the public address system that the tug was going to try and tow the ship up the harbour. A wag called out: "Glad they said 
try." The people around laughed, but rather nervously.

        
The cable secured aboard the 

Wahine, the tug started trying to tow the ferry at 11.50. Shortly afterwards the 

Wahine advised that power had been lost on the windlass and that it was impossible to shorten the anchors.

        
Then an enormous sea picked up the tug and flung it northwards. The cable tautened, then snapped. To save time the tug crew just cast off the broken wire and immediately started preparing another. The wind ripped at the tug's crew as they worked on the second wire and eventually blew two of them down, slightly injuring them. Among the crew on the 

Tapuhi was Captain 
Robertson's brother Neil, who normally worked in the Union Company's gear store at the wharves. The tug retired to the shelter of Worser Bay to prepare the second wire.

        
The pilot launch 
Tiakina had been hovering round to assist the tug if necessary and also to try and get the deputy harbourmaster aboard the ferry. The chance came at noon when, with the tug gone, the 

Wahine swung once more into the channel with her huge bulk protecting the starboard side from the weather. The 
Tiakina nosed in with Captain Galloway ready to leap. Captain 
Robertson watched from the starboard wing of the bridge as the deputy harbourmaster leapt for one of the boat ladders hanging down the ferry's side. "He slipped down a couple of rungs and I thought he was going to be chopped in two by the launch when it came back and hit us," Captain 
Robertson recalled.

        
Captain Galloway was lucky. The launch's bow just missed him and he scrambled up on to the slightly listing ferry. Going to the bridge, he offered his assistance to the master.

        
Because of the swing of the ship, both sides were being swept by heavy seas. Any lifeboats launched would have been swamped or smashed against the sides, and both men agreed that the passengers were better off remaining on the ship.

        
After offering Captain Galloway some lunch, which he declined, Captain 
Robertson decided, at 12.30, to leave him and for the first time that morning left the bridge to do a tour of inspection with the Chief Officer. They went first to the stern door, which was still watertight. The engineers were still trying to block off
          

the water coming through the ventilators, but more water was on the deck than when the Chief Officer had been down before. Water extended from the stern door to a third of the way along the deck, ranging from about two inches deep aft to 15 inches forward. At 12.30 Luly was quite confident the ship was stable and was optimistic that with the weather forecasted to moderate it would be possible to tow the ship round to calmer waters.

        
Ashore, the harbour board had received a request from the 

Wahine at 12.30 for pumps. They were already prepared at the fire station and were sent down to be loaded on the pilot launch 
Arahina. Around the same time as the 

Wahine called for pumps a naval officer from the RNZVR launch 
Manga, which was on standby, called at the harbour board to see what the situation was. He was told the situation was easing and the 
Manga's crew could be stood down. The officer declined the offer as it was just as easy to keep the crew on standby.

        
On the 

Wahine the captain and first officer walked forward along the vehicle deck and looked down the stairway at the water on F-deck before checking the watertight door leading to the forward transverse propulsion unit. From there they went back to the bridge.

        
In the lounge student Jan Travaglia noticed the ship had developed a slight starboard list around noon. At first he took little notice of it, but by 12.30 it had increased and he was beginning to feel worried. His friend Joan Hodgson kept drawing his attention to the ever-increasing angle between the window and the curtain. "Eventually I stood up and looked out of the aft windows. The stern was tilted at an alarming angle. I quickly replaced my lifejacket which I had been using as a pillow."

        
Mrs Mary Lee, a music teacher from Kaitaia, noticed shortly after noon that the ship was rolling to starboard but not to port. This continued until she was in no doubt that the ship was listing. On a few occasions she felt a definite settling feeling to starboard. She and her husband were worried and could not understand why the messages over the public address system were of such an encouraging nature.

        
In the smokeroom 
Kathryn Dallas felt the list and worried about the people who were not wearing their lifejackets. She saw several children sleeping, using their jackets as pillows, and one woman also without one, walking out on deck to take pictures of the tug
          

steaming past. Outside waves still broke over the ship and the rain was torrential.

        
Sitting with Kathryn, Mrs 
Gladys Donohoo noticed the ship starting to wallow and a big man began pacing up and down. "A young woman said he made her nervous and I asked him to sit
        down, telling him that if he fell on anyone they would be badly hurt."

        
A little later the increasing list interrupted other activities. At 1 pm Kerry Armstrong, captain of the Lincoln College cricket team, was writing to his mother in Whangarei. "Just been listening to the news, and we aren't in a very good position yet. They have been treating us very well on board here, but haven't been putting us in the picture very clearly. It is surprising how fast any rumours carry through the six hundred passengers . . . we don't know what has happened to our gear. Someone said that the doors have been sealed in our cabins [F-deck] and we won't be able to get it until she goes into drydock. We will just have to wait and see. . . . Every now and then in the lounge someone's seat is toppling over." Armstrong did not write any more.

        
Earlier, down in the engine-room, around 12.30, the chief engineer noticed that the water accumulating in the after end suddenly seemed to run forward. At the same time he felt the ship shudder. He said to the chief electrician Hamer who was with him: "What the heck was that?" Hamer surmised that the ship must be going aground. Then they noticed she was listing. The chief engineer got the impression that something had given way or the ship had touched and that something further had happened to it. Right up to the time he felt the ship shudder he was confident she would stay afloat to the extent of discussing who would have to stay aboard all night when she berthed.

        
On the bridge the deputy harbourmaster noticed just before 12.45 that the ship's position was deteriorating rapidly. She seemed to be sinking aft and the degree of list and feel of the ship were unsatisfactory. He radioed the tug on the VHF and told them time was running out. The weather was moderating and the visibility improving as the tug backed up to the stern again. The first rocket from the 

Wahine dived into the sea and the line on the second was lost as it was not secured on the ferry. The tug had drifted to the east and had to make another approach.

        


        
Just after 1 o'clock the abnormally high tide in the harbour started to run out, an hour before expected. It seemed to catch the ferry and she swung out with her bow pointing to Seatoun. From the starboard wing of the bridge the deputy harbourmaster saw the starboard side of the ship was now sheltered and realised there was an opportunity to abandon ship. He went to the port wing to confer with the master and saw the port side was awash with breaking seas. The ferry was listing up to 25 degrees to starboard. The captain then decided to abandon ship.

        
The time was near 1.15 and round at the Port Nicholson boat harbour the yachties relaxed, their boats no longer threatened by the wind. From noon the wind strength had dropped by a third until at 1 pm it was averaging only 44 knots at Wellington Airport. Over at Eastbourne the small police party were instructed at 1.15 to return to their Lower Hutt base.

        
But out at the harbour entrance the 

Wahine was about to be abandoned.
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Chapter Eight

        
Suddenly she lurched a couple of times to starboard . . . and stayed there. The harsh jangle of the alarm bells and the abandon ship order a few minutes later punctured any complacency that remained. Six hundred and ten passengers were faced with the stark reality of getting off the ship into a still wild sea.

        
Fright showed clearly on many of the faces of the men, women and children jammed into the B-deck smokeroom and cafeteria, passageways and cabins and in the A-deck lounge. For a few minutes panic was imminent as passengers surged to the exits in their desperate desire to get on deck. Frantic parents sought children lost in the jostling. Families and friends separated in the confusion shouted questions and answers at each other. Some searched frenziedly for discarded lifejackets. In the smokeroom one man was heard yelling to his wife above the babble, "I love you, I love you."

        
The disorder in the smokeroom was heightened by the jumble of passengers and their belongings, and by chairs and tables hurled against the starboard walls when the ship lurched. Stewards and passengers fought to free those trapped among the furniture, helping people to their feet and pushing them towards the exits.

        
South Australian widow Mrs Constance Martyr, sixty-two, looked at her watch at 12.55 pm just before the 

Wahine heaved violently. Then she and others toppled from their chairs: "We tried to hold on to the tables but they came away, and over we went to the windows." Instantly she regretted having earlier loosened her lifejacket tapes, which now wrapped tightly around a chair. Mrs Martyr lay on the floor and called for help to get them free. Through the starboard windows she could see lifeboats being lowered to B-deck from above. She dumped her handbag and camera as she stumbled up the sloping, slippery floor. "I couldn't hang on to them," she said later. "They could have meant my life." Not all women acted similarly. Some, even in the worst crisis of their lives, refused to be parted from their bags. Mrs Martyr reached the deck in time to get into a lifeboat.

        
Canterbury University cricketer Roger Bush joined a human chain from a pillar in the smokeroom to the starboard forward
          

exit. Many passengers slid from the port side of the room to the chain and then floundered out into the six-foot-wide passage fronting the smokeroom, and thence to the deck. Bush helped for ten minutes until a sliding passenger knocked him into the pile of chairs and tables against the starboard wall. Several elderly passengers were still caught up in the furniture. Bush and a steward helped get them out, while two stewards were trying—unsuccessfully—to smash the windows with a table-top.

        
Seventy-eight-year-old Arthur Welsh and his wife clung grimly to a table that had not overturned and watched passengers scrabbling for lifejackets, and stewards taking young children from mothers' arms. Another steward came to the aid of the Welshs, tied their lifejackets securely and took them to a port side door.

        
Despite confusion and uproar the smokeroom began to empty rapidly. Passengers poured on to the decks on both sides of the ship.

        
When Captain 
Robertson stabbed down on the alarm system deputy harbourmaster Galloway strode to the port wing of the bridge and barked over the VHF to Beacon Hill, "We are abandoning ship, we are abandoning ship." On the same channel he ordered the 

Tapuhi to forget the tow wire and begin to save lives, and asked for the 

Aramoana to be sent out. As he talked, Purser Clare made the abandon-ship announcement over the public address system; it was his job under the ship's muster rules. He had tried telephoning the bridge when water began lapping the portholes of his office on the starboard side of D-deck, but the phone was dead. He started off for the bridge and was almost there when he met Third Officer Noblet who was looking for him to tell him the ship was to be abandoned.

        
Captain 
Robertson told Clare to make the announcement. Noblet twisted the switches on the console so the message would go through all compartments of the vessel and Clare began speaking. "We are about to abandon ship. All persons are to proceed to the starboard side of the ship, the starboard side of the ship being the right-hand side facing the front." He kept repeating it.

        
Chief Engineer Wareing too was on the bridge. He went to his cabin, phoned his engine-room staff and told them to get out. Then he went below to check his men off as they came out. Third Engineer King was the only one missing. Wareing asked the second electrician, Roy Langbein, to find him. "Chief, have I got time?"
          

Langbein asked. "I won't leave here until you come out," Wareing replied. Langbein went forward and found King.

        

Colin Bower of Whangarei was in a toilet when the alarm rang. He raced aft to the smokeroom to find his mate, 
Paul Field, and Diana Lilley of Masterton. Paul was standing by one of the tables that had not careered to starboard. He was holding two women to prevent them sliding, and his legs were grasped by Diana. "One of the women asked me what was going to happen and the only thing I could say was that it would be all right. This boat will take at least two hours to sink," Paul said later. The youngsters helped the women to the port doors and there they all kicked off their shoes. They knew they would be better without them on the wet deck.

        
Mrs Karalyn Brittain also managed to clutch a table. Alongside, a man was holding Joanne. Another woman clasped Mrs Brittain's light cotton frock and Mrs Brittain guided her hand to a grip on the table before heading off after her child. She heard the order to go to starboard and, being the daughter of a seaman, knew which way to go. But the slant of the floor made it impossible to cross with any degree of safety so she and the man carrying Joanne made their way from table to table toward a port exit.

        
One who realised the ship was going to go over before the alarm bells sounded was Miss 
Margaret Millar, of Gore. The list told her so. Grabbing anything she could lay a hand on to keep herself upright, she left the smokeroom from a forward exit. She watched the confused rush to starboard for the lifeboats and saw women and children and thought to herself: "There won't be room for me." She heard crewmen calling out "Port side is the top side or high side," and, not knowing that they were emphasising instructions to go to starboard, she turned toward port. "We had no instructions about abandoning ship so I just did as I was told." She had never been on a ferry before and had no idea which side was which.

        
Miss Millar fought to keep her feet from whipping from under her. Everywhere people were falling, and sea and rainwater, trapped on the port side when the ship was level, were washing through the passages to starboard making the uphill walk more difficult. Miss Millar managed to grab a door at the end of a passage, hung on to get her breath, then scrambled through an open weather door on to the deck. She shucked off her shoes.

        


        
"I didn't think it would be that bad, or that we would have to get off the ship," Mrs 
Phyllis Robertson of Wellington recalls. She began to realise the seriousness of her plight when chairs and tables began falling and passengers began to scream and leave the smokeroom. Clutching her handbag and a lightweight zip-up suitcase containing Easter eggs for her family, she crawled to the aft port door of the smokeroom and rolled over the sill on to the deck. Instantly she was drenched by salt spray and rain. The storm was dying but the sou'wester was still at 45 knots, gusting to 60, with heavy driving rain. Away from the relative calm of the starboard lee, bruising seas were pounding up the harbour. The 

Wahine was wallowing and the list was increasing. From shore the ship was shrouded in mist. In turn, the land, even though only a few hundred yards away, was barely visible from the ship. Many passengers did not have the faintest idea where they were.

        
Captain 
Robertson had left the bridge to supervise the loading of boats and help launch liferafts from the forward stations. Galloway remained. A few minutes after the abandon ship order he could see passengers filing on to the port side. He pointed out this development to the purser. Jammed between the end of the chart table and port chartroom door Clare spoke again, directing people to the "low" side of the ship. "The low side, the low side, the low side," he repeated. But the port side was crowded and the public address system began to play up. A light on the console, showing green when the set was operating correctly, started to flicker.

        
Radio Officer Lyver, intent on his work behind the bridge, was probably the only man on the ship who did not know it was being abandoned. His headphones shut out the sound of the bells and Clare's announcements, so he was happy when the Captain told him shortly before he left the bridge that passengers were being put into the boats. He knew the tug had been trying to get a line aboard, and he assumed that the operation had succeeded and that passengers were to be off-loaded. He was sadly disillusioned a little later. Lyver had been given no order to tell ZLW the 

Wahine was being abandoned, and could not do so without the Master's authority.

        
The alarm signal and abandon ship order roused many passengers from passageways and cabins on B-deck forward of the smokeroom. Some were in accommodation they had occupied the
          

night before, others had taken over empty berths. When Mr 
Samuel Folkard and his wife Christobel, of Raumati, near Wellington, came out of a cabin well forward, they ran into a bunch of fifty or sixty people making for the port side. Folkard explained to the others they were headed the wrong way, and most turned and got out on the starboard deck. In one of the two luxury cabins Max Nelson of Wellington zipped a few personal belongings into the pocket of his reefer jacket while he waited for the packed corridor outside to clear. As the crowd retreated a woman was left lying in the passage with two chairs on top of her. She was only semiconscious and it appeared the people ahead had either trampled her or stepped over her in their haste to get on deck. Mr Nelson picked her up, and with his wife helping, got her down a cross-passageway leading to starboard.

        

Peter Madarasz and his bride were tumbled from another cabin, where they had been reading and napping, by stewards in the passage yelling orders to get out. The stewards gave them incorrect directions. "They pushed us out on the wrong side, the port side. They were getting quite carried away telling everyone to go to that side." Sue laughs now: "We thought they wanted us to go to the high side and balance the ship." She and Peter got out on the port deck but then heard Clare's 
"low side" announcement and turned back.

        
Hanging on to handrails in the passage in front of the smoke-room they started to starboard, helping several elderly people including one old woman who wouldn't don a lifejacket because she didn't want to remove her hat. Sue insisted, and the woman put on her jacket. At the door leading to the deck Peter peeled off into the smokeroom to pull out an old man of seventy or eighty who didn't want to leave. He helped drag the old man out. "We had to," he said later. "He'd never have gone on his own. Stewards had to bring out another old woman." Many of the old people were reluctant to go: "They were frightened, and would rather have stayed. Some of them had to be pushed out the door and over the rails into liferafts," Sue says.

        
The smaller general lounge on A-deck was being evacuated somewhat more easily. Its carpeted floor offered a reasonable footing and its heavy armchairs and settees were less inclined to sail off than the chairs and tables on the polished smokeroom floor.

        
One-armed 
Albert Hansen and his wife Ilene heard the alarm
          

bells but nothing else as people yelled and scrambled for the exits. At a door leading to the deck a crewman ordered "Women and children first", and a man who tried to get through was bopped on the nose by a seaman. Hansen sent his wife ahead and, bracing himself against a wall, leant over so that passengers moving past could steady themselves on him while they kicked off their shoes. Hansen watched a growing heap of shoes of all shapes, sizes and colours.

        
"Bloody hell," was student 
John Wauchop's reaction when he heard Clare's first announcement. Several months later Wauchop remembered "After the initial screams and cursing, people started to act instead of vocally expressing their concern. It was women and children first."

        
Wauchop and his teammates tried, with mixed success, to convince elderly women that their handbags wouldn't act as lifesavers. "One woman put down her bag to take off her shoes, then swiftly snatched it up again as though it was worth the proverbial million." Wauchop saw two cameras on the floor as he left the lounge and felt guilty because he almost wanted to save them. "I remember thinking too that this was one hell of a way to die."

        
Air Force woman Pinky Brown was among the last to leave the lounge. She found a lifejacket for the old woman who was worried about her budgie and a steward went off with her. Pinky had taken her own jacket off earlier and it slid away when the ship lurched. One of the students found her another. "The University boys were wonderful. They ran about assisting anyone they could," she declared later. Two of them helped her from the lounge to starboard. Some of the passengers in the lounge had gone to port, but Pinky knew the ship would be abandoned from the low side and shouted "The right, the right." Others echoed her cry.

        
Chief Officer Luly got the word to abandon ship while he was directing rocket-firing operations on the wide open expanse of the aft end of C-deck or poop. Second Officer Bill Shanks shouted the order from the tail of A-deck. Luly and the crewmen with him had not heard the bells or the announcements because of the wind. Luly bolted up two flights of ladders to the port after-end of A-deck when he spotted a knot of passengers there. In the few seconds it took him to reach the group people were already in the water between the stern of the 

Wahine and the 
Tapuhi, standing close by, thereby effectively preventing the tug from moving into
          

the lee formed by the listing 

Wahine. They had not awaited developments, but had leapt into the sea.

        
Seamen helping, Luly heaved several of the 235-pound life-rafts over the side hoping they would float to the people down below. It was not a very successful move: some inflated as they hit the water, but the wind promptly picked them up and wrapped them around the ferry's stern. Others were blown on to C-deck on the way down.

        
Luly told the passengers to go to B-deck where the 

Wahine's four lifeboats had been cleared away and lowered to embarkation level. In the ship's muster rules the starboard side of the ship was Luly's responsibility. Wet through by hours of rain and spray he went down to B-deck to supervise loading. Half a dozen crewmen had swiftly dropped the boats under Shanks's direction. Quartermasters Ken MacLeod and Tom Dartford had been sent to A-deck at 1 pm by Captain Galloway to drain rain and sea-water that had collected in the boats during the morning. They had just completed dealing with the port four when the ship was ordered to be abandoned. There was no time to drain water from the plugholes on the starboard boats. Dartford returned to the bridge while MacLeod strode to No. 4 boat, slipped the quick-release, mechanism on the grips, and worked the winch to lower the craft to B-deck. Then he gave a hand to get the other three down. It took one minute to clear each boat away.

        
When Luly reached B-deck the four boats were already swinging at deck level, several feet out from the side of the listing ship. In theory they could accommodate more than half the passengers. Furthest forward was the number one, or accident, boat, smallest of the four and the only one with a motor. Twenty-six feet long and powered with a diesel engine it was designed to take fifty persons. Strung behind were numbers two, three and four boats, identical hand-propelled 31-foot, 99-person craft. Number four was opposite the smokeroom's aft exit. All four were built of stout fibreglass with two tiers of moulded benches running fore and aft around the sides.

        
Dartford sped from the bridge to number four boat, which was under his command. It and the others were loaded quickly once the hesitation of some passengers had been overcome. Because the boats were hanging clear it was necessary for passengers to jump or be helped in. Initially Dartford encountered resistance from
          

women who would not move without their husbands or children, and from those standing back for others. But once the first passengers were aboard others followed and embarkation went more smoothly. Generally it was women and children first, but as loading progressed many passengers began sliding down the deck and crewmen had more or less to take people as they came.

        
Clarrie O'Neill, his wife Lydia and their six children, were in a good spot to get off the ship when the command was given. They were together near the aft starboard exit of the smokeroom. At their father's command Stephen, Mark, Clarence, Karen, Ruth, and Daniel crawled to the tiny vestibule leading from the smoke-room to the deck. Mr O'Neill picked up one of his wife's new shoes but then realising it was only an encumbrance threw it away. As he did so he remembered that earlier in the day he had heard a passenger asking a steward for permission to go to her cabin to change her shoes because they did not match her outfit.

        
When the doors to the deck were opened the wind and rain came howling in. "There was a lot of pushing," says Mr O'Neill. "My wife slipped over on the deck and hit the rail and so did one of the children." Dartford's boat was right there. Mr O'Neill grabbed Daniel and swung him from the rails across the wide gap to a crewman in the boat. "I held him by one arm and swung him with all my force, and the crewman grabbed his other arm." Mr O'Neill repeated the process with three more of his children and then helped his eldest two and his wife to jump in.

        
Mr O'Neill saw a woman throw a baby to someone in the lifeboat, but the child didn't go far enough and splashed into the sea. Someone retrieved it. "The boat was looking pretty full and I was wondering whether I would get in when the crewman said 'Are you the father of these children?' I said 'Yes' and he replied 'Well. you had better get in.' I did so and almost simultaneously a woman jumped from A-deck above and landed right in the middle of my back. Many others were diving into the water."

        
Mrs 
Ingrid Munro of Christchurch managed to get her daughter Monique aboard Dartford's boat. She and Monique, her brother Warner and his friend Stuart had been in the lounge above when the alaim sounded. As they reached the deck Monique said to her mother. "Isn't this exciting Mummy?" Mrs Munro could hardly agree, particularly when she skidded into a rail a few seconds later. She got to her feet and, holding Monique by the hand, went
          

down the companionway to number four boat. Monique was passed to a crewman in the boat but the yawning gap between the rails and the lifeboat was too much for Mrs Munro and she wasn't keen, either, on landing on the people already covering the bottom of the craft. She watched a steward nearby launch a liferaft and saw Warner and Stuart jump for it. Mrs Munro thought "It's now or never" and leapt from the rails.

        
Further along the deck the other three lifeboats were being loaded. There was not much variation. Passengers slid to the rails and jumped in. For some reason number three boat wasn't quite as full as the others. Railways accountant George Reid decided number four was crowded enough. Reid, a non-swimmer, was worried that it might capsize if there were too many in it so he headed for the other boat, which had only a dozen aboard as he came abreast of it. It was swinging slightly below deck level. Still clutching his briefcase, Reid leapt in. Others followed.

        
Philip Bennett, the 

Wahine's young fourth engineer, who had been on the ship only five days, had charge of number two boat. One of those who got into it was Christchurch businessman Frank Penman. He had been in his luxury cabin when the alarm bells clanged, and he thinks the initial "go to starboard" order was bad. "Few knew starboard and fewer still which was the sharp end." But he considers one good side-effect was that there was less of a rush to one side of the ship and that there could have been more injuries had all passengers gone to starboard. Mr Penman fell heavily getting to the lifeboat and saw others do likewise and suffer injuries. He remembers no panic or selfishness near him and he and other men helped women towards the lifeboat. When he got to the rails a crewman asked him to get in and give them a hand.

        
Once before Penman had left a sinking ship. He was on the Cunard-White Star liner 
Laconia when it was torpedoed at 8.15 pm on 12 September 1942, off the west coast of Africa. Penman, a Ferry Command air pilot, was on his way back to England from Cape Town after a bout of diphtheria. The ship went down in 55 minutes after a hellish abandonment, the pandemonium caused largely by 1,200 panicky Italian prisoners of war. For 22| terrible hours Penman clung grimly to a tiny wooden raft before he and 268 others were rescued by a German U-boat. He spent the night and most of the next dav aboard while the submarine
          

waited for a French cruiser due from Dakar to take off survivors. Toward evening Penman was transferred to a lifeboat so the people who had been in it could shelter in the U-boat. The submarine reappeared next morning and Penman, his face and legs blistered and swollen, rejoined the submarine.

        
Then the U-boat with lifeboats in tow set off to rendezvous with the cruiser. It hadn't gone far when a RAF Liberator flew over. One of its bombs smashed a lifeboat. Penman and the others were ordered on deck. They were washed into the sea as the U-boat dived. This time Penman held on to a waterlogged lifeboat. Six hours later, half dead, he was dragged aboard an Italian submarine. The French warship arrived in due course but Penman and a Fleet Air Arm pilot were kept aboard the submarine as prisoners as it headed for its base at Bordeaux. In the Bay of Biscay RAF Sunderlands located the submarine and for four days Penman endured the terrors of depth-charge attacks. At dawn on the fifth day the submarine surfaced warily and got safely into Bordeaux. Penman had been on the ship for thirty-two days. He was carted of to a prisoner-of-war camp.

        
Aucklanders Gordon and Betty Wood also made it to Bennett's boat. Someone pulled Mrs Wood through a door and she slid down the deck and clung to a section of railing between boat-loading points. She could not see her husband anywhere and there were people all round her feet. Then she heard her husband yelling to her to get in the boat. He had lost sight of her, and boarded in the belief that she was already on. Mr Wood leant out and pulled his wife into the lifeboat.

        
The motorboat was to be an unfortunate and in some cases fatal choice for those who joined it. While it was swinging alongside the ship it looked as good a bet as any; better, in fact, to the few who spotted it had an engine. Because it was across from the door leading from the B-deck cabins many of those who boarded came from the accommodation areas forward of the smokeroom.

        
Mr and Mrs Folkard were among the first into the boat. They were waved in by a crewman as they emerged from the cabins area and the craft was immediately packed with further passengers. Mrs Folkard was in the bottom of the boat and all her husband could see of her in a few seconds as others crowded around them was her head, which he held in his hands between his legs.

        
Half-carrying the woman he had found in the corridor, Max
          

Nelson slid on his haunches to the railing and tried to hand her to the boat's commander, Third Officer Noblet. The woman fell, however, and struck her head on a seat. Chief Steward Gifford, standing on deck to direct the flow as best he could, ordered the Nelsons to jump the three or four feet into the boat.

        
When Gifford started loading number one he found passengers trying to run down the steep wet deck to the boat. Some of them became tangled in the padded rails so he shouted to oncoming passengers to slide on their backsides. Apart from the few who continued to charge down the deck, most followed this advice. Several of Gilford's staff made the accident boat. One of them was Steward Frank Robinson. He had photographed passengers, the tug and the rocket-firing party earlier, and was in his cabin when he heard the alarm bells and Glare's first announcement. He told the 

Wahine Inquiry he remained there for another five minutes processing two of the four rolls of film he had exposed and then went up to Noblet's boat with the films, developing tank, and a camera. "I slid down the deck and asked the chief steward would I get in and he said 'Yes'. Just at that time some elderly women came out of a doorway, so I stood aside and let them get in and then I asked the chief steward if I could get in and again he said 'Yes'." Robinson threw the developing tank containing two rolls of film, to the 

Wahine's butcher in the boat, and climbed in. The other two rolls of film were in Robinson's pocket. The boat was well crewed. There were ten crew aboard according to Robinson. Among them were a couple of assistant pursers carrying two bags of the ship's official papers, one of which was to be lost.

        
Another of number one's occupants was 
Father McGlynn. Before he jumped in, carefully, to avoid hurting anyone, he murmured a general absolution for passengers and crew.

        
Mrs 
May Hickman of Ashburton was also in Noblet's boat with her husband, Henry. She was helped down the deck by a crewman and more or less pushed in. She told him "I can't get in there." He replied "Yes you can!" and made sure she did.

        
The boats were not full but it was time they were gone. Conditions away from the ship were such that a craft loaded to capacity could be in serious trouble, and the ever-increasing list of the ship and the dangers of the overhanging davits and big books made it imperative to get the four lifeboats away from the ship's side. Luly ordered the men in command of the boats to get out of it and
          

to pick up anyone in the water they were able to reach. Up above Quartermaster MacLeod got the word from Luly and let Dartford's boat down the few feet into the water. Further along A-deck crewmen lowered the other three. As MacLeod got down to B-deck the motorboat, its engine running, appeared below him. MacLeod slid down a rope and jumped in.

        
As the lifeboats tried to clear the ship, the sea was already thickly dotted with passengers clad in their bright lifejackets. From the stern of A-deck it looked to 
John Wauchop as if a fruit freighter had gone down and its cargo of oranges was bobbing about in the waves.

        
The passengers on the port side of the 

Wahine worried Captain Galloway and he made the first of two trips to that side of the ship urging them to go to starboard. The crew had done their best to marshal passengers to starboard but some of the exit doors to port were not manned, it was impossible on the listing ship to get everyone to the low side, and some crewmen helped people to port. As it turned out almost all passengers finally left the ship from starboard and probably in a more orderly fashion than would have been possible had there been a sudden mass arrival on that side. In the confusion some passengers did not hear the alarm bells or the announcements directing them where to go, and it was natural that many went to the high port side.

        
The immediate problem of those who did emerge to port was to find somewhere else to get off the ship. There was no choice of direction. From the smokeroom and accommodation sections of B-deck, aft was the only way to go without returning through the ship. Some trekked to the aft end of B-deck, others down the companion ways to the C-deck poop.

        
Australians Albert and 
Gladys Donohoo moved from the A-deck lounge to B-deck via the inside stairs. A young man ahead of them told a seaman assisting people down he had no lifejacket. The sailor replied, "You were not bloody well told to take it off. Go and get it." The young man obeyed. At the foot of the stairs the Donohoos turned and came out on the port side. An officer ordered them and others back. The Australians turned obediently but as they did the ship lurched again and the passage became a struggling mass of people. Someone shouted to stop pushing, and Mrs Donohoo relayed the message, but she decided that if she was going to die she would rather die in the open, so she and her
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husband retraced their steps. They staggered on to the deck and had almost made it to the rails when the ship lurched again and threw them against the deck walls.

        
As Mr Donohoo pulled his wife to her feet she told him she thought she had broken her back. But he insisted she wouldn't be able to talk if it were and, hooking his arm through the tape of her lifejacket, hauled her to the rail. "I hung there getting my breath back," she said later, "then we decided to go hand over hand along the rail. Albert started to move further ahead of me as if he thought I was following. But I was still feeling the effects of the fall and couldn't let go of the rail. Albert came back twice and I don't think I could have made it without his help. He could have saved himself much more easily without me." As they shuffled along the steeply slanting deck, they caught up with another Australian couple on the Tiki Tour, Mr and Mrs Jack Tabuteau of Tralalgon, Victoria. Mrs Donohoo heard Mary Tabuteau. sixty-four, tell her husband, "I don't think I have the strength." Somehow she managed to keep going; but she was to lose her life before the afternoon was over.

        
The Donohoos went down a deck and finally arrived at the open end of C-deck. Passengers lined the rails around to the starboard side. Some were sliding across the forty feet to the far side but Albert warned his wife against doing so and they kept moving until they got to the stern and a spot where it was possible to jump safely. "I called out to my husband 'I'm going to jump'," and with that she and her husband leapt into the sea.

        
People jumped from the stricken ferry as soon as the abandon ship command was uttered and continued to do so until the ship was empty. They jumped from amidships and the after end of the 

Wahine, from the starboard side of A, B and G decks. A few even managed to leap from D-deck aft before it disappeared under water. The jumpers faced quite a leap in the early stages, particularly from A-deck, but towards the end people were simply climbing the rails and stepping into the sea.

        
Like the Donohoos Miss 
Margaret Millar inched her way along the deck, clinging to the rails. At the stern she remembers deckhands yelling: "Get off, you've got a minute and a half left." There was more time than that, but Miss Millar knew a sinking ship was no place to be, "So with no thought but to get off the ship I
          

climbed the rail and just let go." She fell four feet backward into the water.

        
Mrs 
Phyllis Robertson crawled aft to the stern. She could see blood pouring from the legs of one woman near her as she struggled along the inside of the deck. She lost her shoes on the way. A crewman toward the stern shouted at her and others, "Come on, you women." Thoroughly frightened, Mrs Robertson reached the stern. The wind was howling. The handbag and light suitcase with its Easter eggs she had somehow dragged along the deck suddenly vanished as the same crew member yelled at her to hurry and get over the side. She screamed back, "I can't swim, I can't swim." Then she lost her grip and plunged down the deck on her back. She crashed into the starboard rails, cracked her head and thought for a minute she had broken a leg. In the water, not far from the railing, was a liferaft with about a dozen people in it. They were trying to paddle away from the doomed ship. A crew member helped Mrs Robertson to her feet. "She's going to go," he shouted to her and then screamed at the liferaft, "Come back for this one." Then he hoisted Mrs Robertson up on to the rail. "You've 
got to go," he said, and shoved her into the water.

        
Rain and spray soaked Mrs Brittain's light dress as she got out on the deck. The man was still carrying Joanne. They went down to C-deck and, as others did, worked around the rails. When they reached the poop the ship was listing heavily and all they could do was hang on. Mrs Brittain and the man tried to bundle Joanne up in a lifejacket but the child was crying and wriggling. Mrs Brittain was grateful when a seaman took her. They continued moving around the rails. Some passengers tried the short cut of getting to starboard by sliding across the deck. After watching one lose control and crash head first into the railing Mrs Brittain decided that wasn't the way for her. A girl in front seemed on the point of trying the same thing but Mrs Brittain grabbed her arm and said "No."

        
When Mrs Brittain and the seaman carrying her daughter were directly above the stern doors she heard someone cry, "Jump for it." "I looked up to see an officer a deck or two above us. I turned to the seaman and asked if he was coming. He said 'yes' so I clambered over the rail. We hung on a minute or two with our backs to the sea and then jumped."
          

Other crewmen were taking children with them as they left the ship. Seventh Engineer Stan Spiers, twenty-five, helped clear passengers from the A-deck lounge, then went to C-deck to assist. While he was there he was told there were women with children under the lifeboats, still hanging uselessly on the port side. He went there and found a small girl. Spiers carried her to the aft end of C-deck and gave her to Chief Officer Luly, who put the girl into a liferaft. Spiers followed.

        
Able Seaman 
George Brabander, thirty-seven, went off the stern with a baby boy aged between twelve and eighteen months. The child's mother handed him over before she jumped. The child had a big red lifejacket hooked around its neck. Brabander tucked the baby under one arm and helped the mother off. While he was doing so the lifejacket blew off the baby. Passengers nearby were not keen on taking care of the baby so Brabander went over the side with the little chap.

        
Able Seaman Al Finlayson, aged twenty, plunged three or four feet into the water off C-deck without a lifejacket after a woman refused to let him take her young son. Someone prised them apart and threw the boy to Finlayson. Twenty-nine-year-old seaman Laurie Sayers jumped in immediately after with another child. Sayers, father of four young children, was one of the seven crewmen to lose their lives that afternoon.

        
Second Steward 
Bryan McMaster, thirty, who couldn't swim a stroke, carried Mrs Shirley Hick's year-old son Gordon into the sea. Gordon was the last of her three children to be taken. Mrs Hick had already had a terrifying ordeal but there was worse to come. David, Alma and little Gordon had started to slide away from Mrs Hick when the ship lurched, just before 1 pm. A couple of girls grabbed the children by the scruffs of their necks and returned them to their mother. Holding Gordon, she shepherded the other two out a door on to the port deck. After she had been standing by the door for some time with the two older children, David and Alma, leaning against deck seats, an unknown male passenger told Mrs Hick that people were being put off the other side. The man took Alma with him. It was the last time Mrs Hick saw her daughter alive.

        
"David was standing there screaming and wouldn't move, and I wouldn't go without him. Two stewards appeared and told me 'You have to keep moving.' " Mrs Hick told the man she wouldn't
          

until David went. The stewards bent down and tied David's life-jacket. Then one of them picked David up and took him down to C-deck. Mrs Hick followed and watched as the steward slid David down the deck. Another crewman caught the little boy and put him in a liferaft. Then McMaster found Mrs Hick. He took Gordon from her arms and slid to the starboard railing. The water was lapping the deck. Luly took the child while McMaster got over the rail into the sea. Somehow, sometime, someone had at last broken out the white Salvus lifejackets. Luly placed one around Gordon and passed the child to McMaster in the water. The little boy wore only a T-shirt, nappies and pants. The wind was still blowing strongly, there was heavy rain and, just beyond the 

Wahine, the seas were tremendous.

        
The ship's crew managed to launch most of the thirty-five life-rafts aboard during the abandonment. The operation was far from "copybook" but was effective, and the rafts saved many lives. Few of the crewmen had seen a liferaft inflated more than once or twice. For several years the New Zealand Seamen's Union had been unsuccessfully pressing the Government and shipowners for practical shore training in the use of rafts. The drawback to regular shipboard instruction was the makers' recommendation of as little handling of the rafts as possible, and also the fact that once a raft had been inflated it had to be sent ashore for repacking. Ship drill to the extent of hooking rafts to davits, inflating and loading them with crew and lowering craft and men to the water was "out" on the 

Wahine and other Union Company vessels.

        
Captain 
Arthur C. Crosbie, the Company's chief marine superintendent, testified at the 

Wahine Inquiry that the Company would not carry out this operation because it was considered a "most dangerous procedure". He said a sudden gust of wind could upset a raft and throw crewmen into the water. The Company would not risk men's lives to that extent. Bosun George Hampson told the Inquiry he was on one raft that was lowered fom the 

Wahine shortly after it arrived from England. He was hit on the head and had to have four stitches. It was the first time he had seen a liferaft inflated. The 

Wahine's crew learnt a good deal about rafts on 10 April.

        
The majority of the twenty-five-man rafts, all on A-deck, were heaved straight over the side. As they inflated on the water some emerged from their cocoons upside down or with canopies not up.

        


        
Several were promptly blown away empty. Some inflated before hitting the sea, ending up on the lower decks. Because of the listing ship a few, still in their envelopes, hurtled straight on to B and C decks. Others, until their painters were released from the rails, lashed around in the air like kites. Some punctured on superstructure projections. But upside down, partly inflated or damaged, they supported life amazingly well.

        
The rafts launched from the forward A-deck station on the starboard side drifted down the side of the ship and were loaded with passengers aft. One of the more successful launching operations was carried out at the aft starboard station. Several were properly inflated on the davit, loaded with passengers and lowered to the sea.

        
Sales manager 
Roger Wilson was one of those who boarded a raft at the davit. He had been in the lounge and, before changing his mind, considered jumping and swimming for shore when the alarm bells sounded. "The ship was listing quite quickly then and I suppose we did not feel we had time to get down to B-deck and the lifeboats to escape before the ship toppled over and sank. One always has visions of ships sinking and dragging people into the water. People seemed to appear in a flash, screaming and yelling, then froze with fear when they got to the deck doorway and saw the boiling sea and wet sloping decks with people jumping. Add the high winds, and it must have looked shocking to those who could not swim and cope with this sort of thing. They were looking at death and the uncertainty of what would happen to them."

        
Wilson, his friend 
John Perham, and John Fulton supervised the short slide to the rails. Passengers waited patiently for the chance to get into a raft. Two rafts were lowered successfully but something went wrong with the third and it dropped to the sea before any passengers were aboard. The fourth was inflated properly and it had room for Wilson, Perham and Fulton. They went. Air Force woman Pinky Brown was also loaded into one of the rafts from A-deck.

        

Colin Bower, 
Paul Field, and Diana Lilley got down to C-deck and slid down to the rails. Paul remembers Colin smashing into the railing yelling the pop tune title 
Hurray for Hazel and vanishing over the side. "He looked up at us and suddenly turned and
          

swam off faster than I have ever seen him swim before." Paul and Diana followed Colin into the water a few seconds later.

        
Student 
Kathryn Dallas, hair and clothes soaked, clung with other drenched passengers to the after G-deck railing. The line moved slowly toward the stern. She noticed a broken string of pearls in a puddle of water before a man trying to hang on to his wife forced her off the rail. Kathryn slid across the deck and into the sea.

        
Mrs 
Tressa Dunford of Christchurch saw the body of a man float past as she got to the starboard railing: "His lifejacket was over his face. He was dead." Mrs Dunford also saw debris in the water and empty lifejackets floating past. When she reached the G-deck rails she thought to herself, "If this is it, this is it. I can't do anything about it," and plunged into the sea. Her husband followed.

        
One-armed 
Albert Hansen remembers doing a silly thing when he left the ship: He jumped into the sea between the side of the 

Wahine and the motor lifeboat. He had become separated from his wife. Mrs Hansen dimly remembers sliding down a rope into a liferaft.

        
Airwomen Dot Smith and her friend Jan Moles leapt from directly above the stern doors. Air hostess 
Sally Shrimpton boosted herself over the rails aft. George Howatson stayed until near the end helping people, then he dropped over and landed on his stomach in a raft.

        
New Plymouth farmer, Cecil Benton, sixty-five, also remained on the ship late helping others. Then he jumped into the sea and thought, "What a b-------, and no boats around."

        
Diane Houltham of Waipawa was given a lifejacket on the open decks and a steward told her: "Jump. It's now or never. I'm coming in after you." Diane did as she was told.

        
The confusion separated Mr and Mrs lies of Dunedin. Mr lies fell into the sea after shooting across a deck. His wife slid down a rope into a liferaft, burning her hands and losing her grip on her handbag containing air tickets and $200 in cash. She never saw it again. Lynn and Gillian Kingsbury jumped together on to a raft floating past the stern of C-deck. Sue Madarasz was loaded into a liferaft amidships on B-deck where the lifeboats had been. The water was lapping the deck when Peter clambered aboard another raft after helping others. They were separated by the "women and children first" edict.

        


        
Another couple who boarded a liferaft from B-deck were Edna and 
Arthur Gatland of Tauranga. Like the Madaraszs, they had come from the port side through the crowded passageway in front of the smokeroom and had had a frightening struggle getting across. They could never have accomplished it without the aid of the handrails. Mrs Gatland saw an old man crash down the passage and someone gasped "Oh, Dad." In front a woman with a daughter of about twelve sobbed and moaned, but most people were quiet and intent on what they were doing. The Gatlands reached the storm door to the deck as the last lifeboat was lowered and Mrs Gatland turned and kissed her husband because she thought it might be the last time she saw him. Fortunately it wasn't, and Mr Gatland stayed right behind as a crewman took his wife's elbow and stepped over the sill. "Sit down and slide on your bum. The rail will stop you," the crewman told her. Mrs Gatland did as she was asked. She climbed to her feet at the rail, saw liferafts being dashed by the wind and waves against the davits and boat ladders as they sailed down from the forward A-deck station, and heard the hiss of escaping air as they punctured. Crew members were urging passengers to jump on to the rafts a few feet below, whether the craft were a hundred per cent seaworthy or not. Mrs Gatland's turn came and she did not hesitate. Her husband followed.

        
Seventy-eight-year-old Mr Arthur Welsh of Gore watched his wife slide across the stern of C-deck and hit the rails. Two men got to her before Mr Welsh could and heaved her over the side. The old man jumped after her.

        
Student Jan Travaglia and his friend Joan Hodgson got to the starboard side of B-deck round the aft end. "Many elderly people there seemed badly shocked and several appeared to be injured. One old woman had fallen against the rail and couldn't get up. I tried to help her but someone else picked her up. I was aware of little else than the will to get off the boat and somehow on to dry land. I had seen several rubber liferafts in the water and had decided to try and reach one of them. Strangely enough, I had never entertained the idea of getting into a lifeboat. Ever since I had first travelled on the ferries I had decided that in an emergency, a liferaft would be the best means of getting to safety. I have no idea why this was so. Nor had I thought of actually getting into a raft. I had decided to go into the water and to hold on
          

to the ropes about the sides of the raft." Jan spotted a crowded liferaft with space for a couple of people to hold on. He jumped. Joan followed.

        
While Lincoln College cricketer 
John Wauchop was on the port side of A-deck he looked down into the water and saw a woman without a lifejacket spreadeagled on top of the water. The sight of the woman, apparently dead, didn't shock John, but the fact that he wasn't affected by the sight shocked him. He reached the starboard rail with a thud and wondered what the hell he was supposed to do next—"Watch the boats mill around as if it were the Henley regatta?" He spotted a raft pulling away from the side of the ship on an outgoing wave. He was over the side after it before he had time to think.

        
A few passengers weren't eager to leave the dying ship. Lawyer 
Bernard Knowles knew the depth of the water where the 

Wahine wallowed was too shallow for her to disappear completely when she rolled over. Later he did not kid himself that he would have been perfectly safe had he not left the ship, but he regarded his position as fairly satisfactory and watched developments. He remained on the port side until an officer on A-deck insisted he move to starboard. Knowles did as he was asked and eventually stepped off the deck into the sea.

        
Half a dozen brave souls quit the ship from the port side. One of them was Wellington Detective Sergeant David McEwen. He had helped several people to the starboard but returned to port in an attempt to move a man who was holding on to the rails and refusing to budge. At this point an officer told McEwen to get off the ship, so the policeman simply swung over the rails and hand over hand climbed twenty-five feet down one of the boat ladders to the twelve-inch wide steel belting around the 

Wahine's hull. The belting was five or six feet out of the water. McEwen turned, steadied himself, and dived out from the side of the ship as far as he could. The man who had refused to leave the rails changed his mind and followed McEwen. Another who went down the port lifeboat ladders was seventeen-year-old steward David Bradley.

        
The officer on A-deck who shouted to Knowles and McEwen was Bill Shanks. During the abandonment Shanks spent most of his time hanging on to the A-deck rails telling passengers on the deck below to go to starboard. Because there were no passengers forward of the lounge he could move about freely and was better
          

able to direct operations from A-deck than by going down among the milling passengers. Most obeyed his instructions, but three or four elderly women declined to shift and hung grimly to the port side seats. Shanks checked the lounge. It was empty. The B-deck cafeteria. Empty. Smokeroom. Empty. To his dismay he found the women still sitting when he emerged. It took Shanks, two stewards and a young male passenger to get them moving aft. They half-carried them.

        
As the little group reached the rear of B-deck the list was acute. The narrow deck outside the cafeteria windows was at an alarming angle. Suddenly one of the woman slipped from the men's grasp and slid from port to starboard. She smashed into the rails, breaking bones in both her legs. Two seamen extricated her and as gently as possible lifted her over into the water. She was picked up a few seconds later by a raft holding nearly twenty people.

        
Those on board, including Radio Officer Lyver and Purser Clare, were among the last to leave the ship. Lyver had been told by Galloway to get out of the radio room just after 1.30 pm. He felt he could not leave without advising Wellington Radio and got Galloway's permission to send an urgency signal and tell ZLW and other stations the 

Wahine was being abandoned. At 1.37 pm Lyver sent the signal—a series of Xs and the message "We are abandoning ship."

        
The 

Wahine was listing about 45 to 50 degrees. Lyver hung on to the transmitter. His message was received by ZLW but he was told the signals were weak and chopped up. Out the window he could see the aerial was still intact but because of the list was brushing a steel halyard and earthing. He stuffed the radio log into a plastic bag. Then the 

Aramoana called as it left its berth. Lyver urged the ferry to hurry. Asked for the ship's position by ZLW at 1.39 pm he replied immediately with the final message from the 

Wahine: "Alongside Steeple Rock. Anchored. Some men in water and some boats away OK."

        
Before he quit his post he switched to the automatic key to send an automatic SOS. The signal began to pulse out, but a few seconds later smoke puffed from the key and the output indicator winked out. Lyver reverted to manual, attempting to work the transmitter with his left hand while he hung on with his right. There was no response from the set. ZLW noted that the 

Wahine's transmission ended at 1.44 pm.

        


        
Lyver lunged for the doorway. He made it, but dropped the plastic bag containing the log, which skidded out of sight. (A diver later recovered it.) When Lyver reached the bridge it was deserted. He spotted Captain 
Robertson on B-deck. Intending to join the master Lyver climbed down the ladders to the same level but then became aware of three women and a man emerging, very late, from the passenger accommodation. The radioman turned to help the seaman accompanying them. The passengers were herded into a raft and Lyver and the seaman followed them aboard. They were joined by Clare, who had arrived from A-deck. The raft drifted slowly down the side of the ship and was in the right spot at the right time to pick up the woman whose legs had been broken earlier.

        
After seeing her lifted over the side, Shanks shouted to Luly that as far as he could see all passengers were off the ship. As he started to go down a ladder to C-deck he fell, crashing flat on to his back. His left leg buckled under him, breaking near the knee. Shanks flopped over the rail into the water, and a few seconds later he was aboard the same raft as the injured woman.

        
It was about 2 pm and now only four men—Able Seaman 
Donald Maclnnes, Luly, Galloway, and Captain 
Robertson—remained. Save for the occasional crashes from below as equipment and cargo moved, the ship was spookily quiet. In three-quarters of an hour 732 people had left the 

Wahine. Considering the conditions, the abandonment had gone amazingly well.

        
After making a second trip to the port side, Galloway had stalked back to the bridge intending to use the VHF to direct the rescue operation. But the VHF was dead. After telling Lyver to beat it he picked up a package wrapped in oilskins and tied to a lifejacket. It contained the bridge log, tapes recording the engine-room movements of the voyage, and other papers. Galloway tossed the package and jacket into the sea (they floated ashore) then hastened through the B-deck accommodation shouting, "Is anybody there?" There was no answer.

        
He emerged on the starboard side and joined Captain 
Robertson. Galloway got lifejackets for the Master and himself and then the two men went up one deck aft. Maclnnes joined them. From C-deck Luly yelled that everyone else was off the ship. The seaman jumped and Captain 
Robertson waved his executive officer off. Luly floated over the rails.

        


        
In the tradition of the sea Captain 
Robertson would be the last man to go. He turned to Galloway. "All right, Bill, it's your turn now." The deputy harbourmaster jumped. A few seconds later the 

Wahine's skipper left the ship he had come to love.
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Chapter Nine

        
The news that the 

Wahine was being abandoned jolted the authorities ashore. Only a short time before, the indications were that everything was under control with the ship and those aboard in no danger. Then came the shock news and the authorities had to organise, virtually from scratch, the biggest sea-rescue in the country's history.

        
The horrible realisation that the ship was doomed had a stunning impact on the watchers who were gathered in silent knots on the shore and hills nearby. At the Worser Bay Boating Club the yachties paused in their cleanup work and the silence was electric as they looked through the clearing weather at the 

Wahine heeling dangerously a mere mile away. Round the bay George Boswell was wringing his hands at being unable to do anything. He could see what appeared to be activity on the starboard side of the ferry and he rang the local commercial radio station, 2ZB. demanding to know why they were not mentioning it.

        
About five minutes later the radio broke into programmes with a special bulletin: "The inter-island ferry 

Wahine in the entrance to Wellington Harbour appears to be beginning to disembark passengers. The 

Wahine has a heavy list and some of the boat-decks are under water ... a tug and a pilot ship are circling the 

Wahine."
        

        
Boswell's friend Garry Walker had rung his home to hear that the ship was listing badly. Leaving his work he leapt into his van and headed for the bays.

        
The commodore of the boating club, 
Kerry Leydon, like Boswell. was anxious about the fate of those aboard. Before 1.30 he had realised the ship was in dire straits and rang the NZBC to get a general call put out for all boat-owners to get out to the scene. The station could not do this without authority, so he rang the Wharf Police Station on the emergency number, 111. The police said everything was under control and that the ferry 

Aramoana was just leaving to go to the rescue. Believing the 4,160-ton 

Aramoana would be of little use to pluck survivors from the sea, Leydon went
          

over the head of the authorities and contacted the Royal Port Nicholson Yacht Club, at the small-boat harbour.

        
The harbourmaster had already ordered the 

Aramoana and numerous small commercial vessels and fishing boats to head to the scene. However, the state of alert existing through the morning had relaxed as time went on, and some of the crews had dispersed, thinking the emergency was over. By 1.45 the 

Aramoana, the pilot launch 
Arahina, the second tug 
Taioma, the scows 
Portland and 
Success, the naval reserve launch 
Manga, and fishing boats 
New Fish I, San Constanza, San Antonia, and 
Golden Star had left. They were to be joined by dozens of private launches, yachts, and power-boats in one of the most stirring seaborne rescue operations ever.

        
When a dramatic "Send craft to save lives" alarm came from the 

Tapuhi the harbourmaster was concerned mainly to send only boats of proven seaworthiness in view of the severe conditions he understood were still being experienced out at the harbour entrance. He was unaware that the wind had dropped dramatically by the time the abandonment was completed, and that the breeze that remained had swung round to the northwest. It was as if a giant fan had been turned off.

        
The land rescue was also under way, and at first was mainly concentrated at Seatoun. Then at 1.31 a police constable at Beacon Hill passed on a message overheard from the tug 

Tapuhi that lifeboats, rafts, and people in the water were drifting towards the other (eastern) side of the harbour.

        
The Lower Hutt police had already told the patrol heading back to the station from Eastbourne to turn back, and with the realisation that more help would be required all available staff at Lower Hutt left for the eastern side.

        
At 1.32 the Free Ambulance was notified by the police that the 

Wahine was in imminent danger of rolling over and that the rescue area would be Seatoun. Five ambulances and the Ql emergency vehicle were immediately dispatched to the area. About five minutes later the police asked that two ambulances be sent to Eastbourne. The ambulance service decided to send the two based in Lower Hutt, and three more from Upper Hutt and Porirua. There was to be plenty of work for them. The white ambulances, their sirens screaming, raced through the cities alerting people unaware of the disaster that something big was on.

        


        
In suburban Kelburn Mrs Margaret Spidy was shocked when a relative rang to say the 

Wahine had foundered. Earlier in the morning worried relatives down south had telephoned about her daughter Susan and son-in-law 
Graeme Betteridge, who were on the ship. When she heard it was in serious trouble Mrs Spidy found it hard to believe: "I thought, 'Oh well, they are close to Seatoun. They must be all right'." She rang the Union Company, who told her to go to the Wellington Railway Station which was to be used as a receiving centre.

        
The thousands of listeners who heard the news of the ship's abandonment over the radio also found it hard to believe that those aboard could be in any serious danger. The ship was so close to the shore of populated Seatoun and was actually in the harbour, that it seemed inconceivable that life could be endangered. It was to be hours before the full extent of the disaster became widely known.

        
The ship was close to Seatoun and it seemed reasonable that all the survivors would come ashore there, but few realised that the early outrunning tide and the switch in wind were pushing and blowing those in rafts, lifeboats and the water away from the sheltered Seatoun side towards the rugged eastern coast. As the tide rushed out it hit the still huge incoming swells, and breaking seas developed hundreds of yards off shore.

        
At Seatoun and other points round the harbour the gallant rescue operation by small boat owners had been launched on their own initiative.

        
From the Seatoun foreshore twenty-seven-year-old Jim Toulis. watched with his friend Bill Bell as the 

Wahine lurched three times to starboard. They felt sure she was going to sink. Racing back to his home only a short distance from the beach, Toulis hitched up the trailer carrying his 16-foot outboard motorboat and the two set off for the slipway just west of Seatoun Wharf to try and launch it. Big seas were swirling over the slip and the nearby rocks so they decided to go further round to Worser Bay and try there. They succeeded in launching the boat straight into the sea, and with its 60 hp motor thrusting it through the water at up to 26 knots it headed out to the ferry.

        
The 33-foot launch 
Cuda with forty-five-year-old Joe Bown aboard had already left her mooring in the bay and was heading out at a more sedate rate of six knots. With him was his friend Cyril Austin, who had seen the ship in strife from his home over-
          

looking the area and had rung Bown, a Wellington businessman. Bown covered the distance from his Hataitai home to the bay in a record eight minutes and the boat was under way soon after.

        
In town Ken Mitchell was telephoned at 1.30 by worried members of the surf club at the bay and told that the 

Wahine appeared to be offloading passengers. Mitchell told them to take the surf boat 
Miss Europa to sea at once, and the second one as soon as a competent crew was available. He then rang the police, who were concerned when they, heard a surfboat was going out. "They thought it might get into trouble, and even when I told them it was our job to undertake sea rescues they still expressed concern." Mitchell then headed out to the bay himself.

        
At the boating club those gathered there debated what to do. Across the bay at Seatoun Wharf ambulances and rescue vehicles were already converging. An excited surf club member came racing round from the beach. The 
Miss Europa needed an extra hand on the oars. Local resident Pat Mclntyre, a wiry individual in his thirties, offered to help. As the 
Miss Europa clawed through the surf the 

Aramoana could be seen heading down the harbour. Mclntyre, used to rowing only a small dinghy, pulled on a huge oar. He could see the sweep standing up at the stern, dressed in suit, shoes, collar and tie; straight from a city office. It was a scratch crew, and arms unused to the heavy oars were soon aching as the little boat headed to the scene.

        
While his friend George Boswell was literally dancing on his lawn with impatience, Garry Walker had reached the top of the hill road leading from Miramar to Worser Bay. By the time he got there the area had been sealed off by police and council traffic department staff. Walker was stopped by a very resolute officer who refused to let him past. Urgently explaining that he had a boat on moorings in the bay ready to go, Walker tried to persuade the officer to stand aside. But orders were orders and the man in authority had had specific instructions to let through nothing but emergency rescue vehicles. With heavy humour Walker was informed he would need a signed letter from the Commissioner of Police before he could get through.

        
His way to the bay blocked, Walker gunned his motor and, driving up on the footpath, headed up the road running along the spine of the hill. So many cars were on the road that he had to stay on the footpath for most of the way. Cars blocked every
          

intersection, with some of them abandoned in the middle of the road while their owners looked down at the drama unfolding across the bay. He finally managed to slip down a road leading to Seatoun, planning to drive from there round to the bay. Another roadblock sealed off the beach area and the traffic officer manning it waved him away. Walker pulled over and again tried to explain about the boat. No dice; so he put his foot down, and with the irate officer running alongside drove on to the footpath and past the block.

        
Slipping back on to the road through a gap in the parked cars, he headed past Seatoun Wharf and round to his home. Grabbing the keys of the boatshed, he and Boswell sprinted across the grass flanking the beach and launched the dinghy. With only the 

Wahine on his mind, Boswell started heading for the doomed ship. It needed a prod from Walker before he turned down the bay to where the boat was moored. Starting the launch's 40 hp diesel they headed out.

        
Across on the foreshore Wellington's fire chief, Bill Henderson, realised rescue boats were urgently needed and radioed headquarters to get the airport fire staff's rubber Zodiac rescue-boats out to Seatoun, fast. At the airport the call was received at 2.02 pm and the alarm sounded. Within minutes crash fire officer 
Alun Williams and five colleagues had grabbed their lifejackets and the fire engine towing the trailer with two Zodiacs was heading out of the compound. Siren blaring, it rushed up Broadway towards Seatoun then had to slow to a crawl to edge its way through sightseeing vehicles almost blocking the entrance to the tunnel through to the area.

        
Big waves were rolling in on the slipway by the wharf, but within minutes the first Zodiac with senior fire officer Vic Cranston in charge had spurted away. Also aboard were Graeme Harris and Terry Kelliher. The other Zodiac was not so lucky. As Williams, helped by his boss, regional fire officer 
Trevor Rowe, tried to launch it the big seas swept over, dousing the motor and partly swamping it. The fire engine, which had been backed down so the Zodiacs could be unloaded, had got stuck and the small boats arriving at the scene piled up waiting to get out. Finally the engine and trailer were hauled out of the way. The Zodiac was not the only boat to get swamped: Stuart Young, who earlier that morning had been the first to spot the 

Wahine in trouble, arrived with
          

his 16-foot trailer sailer. Helped by his brother Marten they launched it but then found that in the haste to get round to the scene the cord to jerk the outboard motor into life had been left behind. The boat was swamped and rolled over by the seas, trapping Marten underneath. Wellington fire chief Henderson was one of those to help right it and a pretty sick Marten, full of sand and water, was hauled to safety. The fire chief continued helping to launch the boats. Dressed in full fire kit with heavy rubber boots on, at times he was up to his neck, hanging on to violently pitching boats and trying to avoid being sucked out by the severe undertow.

        
The scene was much the same at the Worser Bay Boating Club's slip, exposed to the southerly swell. Boats were lined up waiting to try and get out, and some of the volunteers were in the kamikaze class. Commodore Leydon had a hard job trying to convince some of these would-be rescuers that they would not last a minute, even in the moderating conditions.

        
"I nearly had a stand-up fight with one bloke who, with his daughter, wanted to take out a small outboard dinghy with a 1| hp motor. I argued that there was no point in adding to the tragedy, and he finally saw my point."

        
One of the boats to get off the slip was the 16-foot runabout 
Vivaci owned by Seatoun Heights resident Bill Bowe. The first he knew of the emergency was the radio report that lifeboats were being launched. He dashed down to Seatoun in his car to see if boats were needed and received a reply in the affirmative from police. Back home he hitched on the boat and taking his two sons Bill, sixteen, and Trevor, fourteen, passed through the roadblock at the city end of the tunnel.

        
The slip by the wharf was blocked by boats banked up behind the fire engine and trailer, so they headed round to the boating club. Bowe found it a "bit dicey" launching into the surf rolling on to the slip, but his boat lived up to her Italian name of "Quick and Lively" and, pushed by a 120 hp motor, she shot away from the ramp.

        
Another to get away was the boating club's small double-ended rescue dinghy with Wellington shipbroker Maurice Crisp and Bob Mclntyre, whose brother was already out in the surfboat.

        
At the Port Nicholson boat harbour Kerry Leydon's last-chance telephone call had sparked action. Most of the yachtsmen were cleaning up after a hectic morning trying to keep the boats intact.

          


Company director Gerald Gibbons had been down at the harbour most of the morning keeping an eye on his 37-foot motor-sailer 
Rewanui.
        

        
Even as late as 12.30 the boat had dragged its moorings, but by 1 pm the wind had dropped and the problems were over. The centre of the storm that had caused all the trouble was then south of Wellington off the South Island's Kaikoura coast and moving at a greatly reduced speed.

        
Before that, conditions in the inner harbour were so severe that Gibbons would only have taken his boat out in a serious emergency. He had been aware the 
Wahine was in some sort of trouble but with only the radio to go by, had not thought it was serious. His boat safely moored, he and his twenty-four-year-old son John, a 1968 Olympic rower, were getting dressed about 2 pm when the graphic message passed around the yachties: "Passengers are abandoning the 

Wahine and all available boats are needed."

        
The two men immediately prepared the 
Rewanui to leave and were joined by fellow club-member Brian Barraclough and by Brendon Gilmore who, when he heard the news, closed up his small dairy across the road from the yacht club and offered his services. At 2.15 the 
Rewanui motored out of the boat harbour along with a fleet of about a dozen other boats of all shapes and sizes.

        
The 40-foot launch 
Nereides, owned by Lower Hutt company director Allan Pain, was among them. With him were Mrs 
Joan Ward and her twelve-year-old son Peter, family friends, who had been having lunch at the club. After eating, they decided to row out to the launch to clean it up as a fanlight had been open through the morning. While on board Mrs Ward heard a yachtie calling out that boats were needed for the 

Wahine. Thinking they were needed merely to ferry passengers from the ship to shore they decided to set off. The yachtie who alerted them must have thought the same, because he cautioned them against taking more than twenty-five on board at a time.

        
As the little fleet straggled out towards Point Halswell with the faster ones going on ahead, motorised lifeboats from the Shaw Savill vessels 
Southern Cross, Corinthic, and 
Carnatic joined them. From the wharves across the inner harbour more commercial vessels were steaming out including the trawlers 
Seaway and 
Venture, the launch 
Tina, pilot cutter 
Tuna, and Victoria 
Uni-
          

versity research vessel 
Tirohia. Those aboard them had heard the news in a variety of places—pubs, shops, at work or at home. Launches and yachts were also setting off from Evans Bay and it was a regular little armada that eventually passed round Point Halswell and turned south for the 

Wahine. The ageing police launch 
Lady Elizabeth was also with them, but shortly after passing the point her engine broke down. Earlier that morning she had been unable to go out, not being designed for really bad weather. Pier breakdown was a blow to the rescue effort, as apart from the airport Zodiac crew the policemen aboard were the only trained rescue launchmen on the harbour. The men aboard her must have thought ruefully of the old adage: a workman is only as good as his tools.

        
Aboard the pilot cutter 
Tuna were some of the harbour board divers including Bob Oliver, who had been champing at the bit all morning. He and his mates were still on standby shortly before 2 pm, when a man came rushing out of the Union Company wharf office shouting, "She's gone over, she's gone over."

        
Oliver's worst fears were confirmed. Ever since he knew early in the morning that the ship had hit the reef he had been worrying about her fate. When he heard she had gone he did not know which way to turn. The pilot boats 
Tiakina and 
Arahina were already out on the harbour and there seemed no way of being able to do anything. Then he saw the 
Tuna getting ready to set off. He called out to those aboard to call at Aotea Quay and pick up him and his fellow divers, and then leapt into a truck to set off around the wharves to alert his mates.

        
At Aotea Quay the divers dressed hurriedly in their long Johns and other assorted gear before pulling on the sleek-fitting rubber dry suits which, apart from keeping them warm and dry, were also tremendously buoyant. Despite not having air bottles, which were away for filling, the divers, used to spending hundreds of hours a year in the water, felt sure they could be of help.

        
At Seatoun the watchers stood powerless to do anything as the ferry dipped further and further to starboard. At the Star of the Sea convent school overlooking the scene, the nuns and young boys prayed continuously for those in peril below.

        
Then incredulous watchers around the hills and shore saw a stirring sight as two tiny figures on surf skis paddled out from Worser Bay beach and appeared and disappeared as the swells
          

rolled under them. They were Worser Bay surf club chief instructor Ken Mitchell and Maranui surf club lifesaver Murray Haxton. When Mitchell got to the bay his club's two surfboats were out on the water and he and Haxton decided to go out on the club's 18-foot skis. They grabbed three lifejackets each and with local resident and well known stamp and coin designer, James Berry, steadying the enclosed canoe-type craft, they negotiated the surf and set off. They had hoped to drag survivors in the water on to the skis and ferry them to larger rescue boats that could not get close to the 

Wahine. However, by the time they got there those in the water were well east of the ferry and in the rougher seas in mid-channel. Realising they were beyond their reach, Mitchell and Haxton turned back.
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Chapter Ten

        
Within five minutes of leaving Worser Bay the power boat skippered by Jim Toulis was out by the 

Wahine, to be the first private boat on the scene. Toulis could see the tug 

Tapuhi and pilot launch 
Tiakina further east of the ferry, which at that stage was on the point of capsizing. The rail-ferry 

Aramoana was hove to a few hundred yards north with boat ladders dangling down her sides. She heeled and pitched in the big swells and looked a daunting sight.

        
For Toulis and his crewman Bill Bell there was plenty to do. All around them in the water were dozens of people, and further east lifeboats and rafts, all needing help. "We didn't know where to start. There were people everywhere and we went round from group to group trying to find those needing to be rescued immediately."

        
An experienced boatman, Toulis found no difficulty in handling the conditions near the 

Wahine. The wind drop had made all the difference. As his boat moved among those in the water, 

Wahine crewmen directed him to those suffering most. "They were great, those crew members. They didn't try and get themselves rescued but just told us where to go."

        
The two in the boat managed to manhandle three elderly women and two elderly men aboard. Toulis remembers it as quite a struggle. "They were just about out to it." One of them was seventy-eight-year-old Arthur Welsh, of Gore. After leaving the ship he and his wife floated in the water for a while before people on a passing raft pulled his wife and two other women aboard. "I felt more contented when I saw my wife rescued." He floated around some more until hauled into the power boat. Soon after, Jim Toulis spotted a baby floating by himself in the water. "We thought he was dead, as he was quite unconscious when we lifted him aboard." Mr Welsh remembers the baby being picked up: "He lay by my feet and I looked at him several times, and thought he was dead." The baby was Gordon Hick, one-year-old that day. Second steward Bryan McMaster had been caring for him since leaving the ship. A non-swimmer, McMaster floated on his back with the baby on
          

his chest. The swells lifted and dropped them and the motion made the two quite sick. Little Gordon was crying and McMaster wondered what would happen to them. After thirty minutes they had floated south and east of the 

Wahine, and then a big wave washed Gordon out of McMaster's grasp. A few minutes later the second steward was picked up by Jim Toulis and he found Gordon already in the boat, apparently dead.

        
The boat was drifting all the time towards the turbulent seas caused by the outflowing tide meeting the incoming swells. At the time McMaster was pulled aboard Arthur Welsh remembers a big wave hitting the small boat and almost overturning it: "The man in charge said 'Hell, let's get out of here'." Fearing for the safety of those rescued, Toulis decided to head back to Seatoun Beach. Because of the seas and the extra weight aboard the overloaded boat could make only eight knots and as it ploughed back Arthur Welsh was anxious for those still in the water: "The most vivid thoughts I have are of the expressions on the faces of the unfortunate people we had to pass by and could not help."

        
There were hundreds who needed help, but when they were in the best position for being rescued, in the calmer waters around the ferry, there were few boats on the scene. The current carried them away to the east and the big swells quickly spread them over a wide area. Some managed to cling together in little groups of three or four, but others were on their own. In one case a young boy knelt crying on a small wooden raft while an old man hung on to it in the water beside him.

        
The 

Wahine lifeboats and liferafts were also moving east from the stern of the ship.

        
Passengers in number three boat under seaman Terry Victory soon mastered the propelling mechanism—large rods geared to propellors—and the boat headed toward Eastbourne with the sea behind.

        
Number four boat with quartermaster Tom Dartford at the helm was managing to stop its drift to a certain extent by the survivors' use of the propelling gear, and as people in the water drifted towards it they were hauled aboard. One of Dartford's crew mates, 
George Brabander, floated along on his back to the boat with the twelve to eighteen-month-old-baby he had taken from the 

Wahine sitting safely on his lifejacket. Brabander passed the. baby into the lifeboat but found the boat was riding too high in the
          

water for him to clamber in. He asked one of those aboard to hand over one of the lifelines, which were still tied inside the boat. The survivor did not understand what he was talking about so Brabander hauled himself up and broke it out himself. He stayed in the water, hanging on.

        
Meanwhile the lifeboat and a lifcraft had drifted together. The raft was the one Mrs 
Ingrid Munro had managed to jump into after handing her daughter Monique from the 

Wahine into the lifeboat. As she fell into the raft she collapsed like a rag doll, felt a sharp pain shoot up her spine and passed out for a few minutes. Coming to, she looked about for her brother "Warner and his friend Stuart. The raft was upside down and partially deflated but it was floating, and Stuart was hanging on to the side. "I pulled him aboard and looked round for Warner. He was also hanging on and staring ahead with glassy eyes. I told Stuart to get him while I grabbed the lifeboat." Her back still sore, Mrs Munro struggled aboard the lifeboat. It was lurching in the heavy seas and Mrs Munro was worried about its safety. "I yelled out for everyone to sit down as the boat looked a seething mass of people and somewhere among them was Monique. The constant moving about put us in grave danger of capsizing. Everyone took up the cry: 'Sit down, sit down.' I looked around for the raft and couldn't see it. Where were the boys? I prayed hard that everyone would be saved. I couldn't see Monique, and asked around for her. Then someone passed her to me and I sat consoling her and a little boy who was sitting beside me on his mother's knee. Monique managed to be sick again but no one cared. The rain and spray washed off most of it."

        
Unknown to Mrs Munro the liferaft was still alongside, its ropes and tapes tangled with the boat's propellor and rudder.

        
Clarrie O'Neill, his wife and six children were also in the boat. He was worried about the waves and feared the boat would get side on to them. "We were helpless, and couldn't do a thing. A woman came floating towards me in the water crying, 'Save me, save me.' I reached out and grabbed her hand and she cried out, 'Don't let me go, don't let me go.' She must have been in her fifties, and weighed between fifteen and sixteen stone. I had a terrible job to try and get her aboard and I had to get another man to help me. I told her how glad we were to have her aboard.

        
"Then a woman in the boat cried out 'Has anyone seen my
          

baby?' A man at the end of the boat held up a poor mite, all dripping wet and asked 'Is this it?' It was. The woman took her baby and cuddled it to her. It looked so cold and bedraggled that I took off my felt hat which I had on all the time and put it on the baby's head to keep the rain off. The woman did not say anything, just gave me a look of thankfulness that was worth all the silver and gold in the world."

        
Seaman 
George Brabander had freed the propellor and rudder, and the lifeboat, with the liferaft in tow, was valiantly trying to make towards Seatoun. The pilot launch 
Tiakina loomed up, took the lifeboat's painter and started to drag the craft back towards the 

Wahine, by this time almost capsized. The 
Tiakina had already managed to pick up five survivors. The tow was too fast for the liferaft tied on behind, and the launch had to stop while those on the raft were transferred to the lifeboat.

        
Mrs Munro, still unaware the liferaft was still with the boat, was relieved to suddenly see her brother's friend Stuart climb aboard. "I asked him by sign language where Warner was and he indicated he was aboard also. We were all together again."

        
Another of the seven to get into the boat from the raft was 
Colin Bower of Whangarei. He was beginning to feel the cold, as were most of the others in the boat. "I looked around and some people were crying and others looked terrible. One game old lady was sitting in the bottom with a broken leg which had turned blue. She just sat there, turning the propulsion handle."

        
With the launch towing, the boat was under way, but soon after the painter broke. The 
Tiakina crew passed over a four-inch manila rope and they were away again. However, Brabander was worried about the possibility of the line breaking again, and as the passengers were managing the propulsion gear satisfactorily, he told the 
Tiakina that the boat would be able to make it on its own.

        
The line was cast off—and promptly fouled the pilot launch's propellors.

        
Leaving the launch immobilised, the lifeboat headed for Seatoun foreshore and safety under its own power. The spirits of the survivors aboard rose as they realised the danger was nearly over. Clarrie O'Neill started singing 
Michael Row the Boat Ashore and many of the sixty or seventy aboard took up the chorus.

        
The rain was still falling and the wind from the northwest was chilling. Those on the top tier round the sides of the boat were the
          

most exposed. O'Neill called out to his children to see if they were OK. They were. "The little ones were sitting down in the bottom of the boat trying to keep out of the wind and rain. They didn't murmur the whole time."

        
The boat slowly rolled along until it passed Steeple Rock off the end of the beach. From their perch in it the American tourists, Ernest and 
Frances Crosby, could see what looked like hundreds of people on the beach with ambulances, buses, and all sorts of vehicles behind them. Those aboard number four boat were safe. While the lifeboat continued on its way to shore, Joe Bown's launch 
Cuda, the second private boat on the scene, was busy picking up people from the water. Earlier, as the launch had neared the 

Wahine, Bown saw four people leaping off her. They appeared to be the last. Soon he and his crewman Cyril Austin came across two crewmen and hauled them aboard. Next were two elderly women, and it needed the strength of the four aboard the launch to fish them out of the water. Bown remembers one of the women was under five foot tall but "built like a barrel". Both women were already suffering from exposure and shock and one seemed to have a broken arm.

        
The 
Cuda cruised on, and came across two men—Chief Officer Luly and a seaman. Bown remembers they refused help, saying they were all right, so the launch carried on.

        
Next they found Captain 
Robertson and Captain Galloway, the deputy harbourmaster, who by then had been in the water about half an hour. Bown and his helpers nearly strangled the 

Wahine's master while trying to get him aboard. Both Captain 
Robertson and the deputy harbourmaster were big men, and with their clothing waterlogged were almost impossible to drag on to the launch. Bown discussed with Captain 
Robertson what to do next as the condition of the two old ladies was causing concern. Both were semi-conscious.

        
Captain 
Robertson was convinced that all those who had abandoned the 

Wahine would be perfectly safe. He anticipated those in the water being picked up by liferafts and lifeboats which would then be towed into Seatoun by rescue boats, so it was decided to head back to Seatoun and get medical attention for the two women.

        
At the captain's request Bown took the 
Cuda close to the 

Wahine on the way back, for an extra check that nobody was still aboard.

        


        
As they passed, the ferry was at an acute angle and then capsized. They could see straight down the funnel before the water poured on to her still hot boiler pipes and a great gout of yellowish steam rushed out. The ship was finished, but her port side remained above the water. The 
Cuda headed for Seatoun wharf with a saddened Captain 
Robertson aboard.

        
The 

Wahine's final plunge was also seen by the crew of the surfboat 
Miss Europa. Earlier they had passed the doomed ferry and pressed on towards the east, searching for survivors. Suddenly the sweep saw the black shape of a liferaft a hundred yards ahead. It appeared to be empty but the crew, their arms aching, pulled on the oars and, rounding the raft, saw what they had been looking for. Two men, grey with cold, clung to the lines around the raft. They said nothing when the surfboat drew close but their eyes showed their feelings. They were hauled aboard and lay silent on the bottom of the boat, the brilliant orange of their lifejackets contrasting with the grey pallor of their faces.

        
With the breaking seas dangerously close the 
Miss Europa turned for home. As they neared the 

Wahine she rolled for the last time. One of the oarsmen, Pat Mclntyre, remembers the older of the two crewmen looking sadly at the sight. This was Luly; after waving the 
Cuda on to help others he and the seaman had stayed with the raft until picked up by the surfboat.

        
As the surfboat headed for shore the crew saw other small boats converging on the scene. They waved them away towards the eastern shore and then wearily pulled on the oars.

        
Surging over the swells in his 16-foot runabout 
Vivaci, Bill Bowe and his two sons came upon three men and a woman floating in the water, arms linked. They all looked middle-aged, and shock and cold had sapped their strength. While fourteen-year-old Trevor kept the boat's bows pointing into the seas young Bill, sixteen, and his father set about dragging the survivors aboard. It was a tough job but at last they got the woman into the boat. Bowe recalls she kept moaning "Don't let my husband go."

        
Then they set about pulling in the man next to her, who they presumed was her husband, and had just got him inboard when two big waves hit the craft and water poured in. The other two men were swept away and Bowe yelled out that they would come round and get them. This was easier said than done: the boat had drifted into an area where the waves were beginning to break, and
          

the boat started surfing, making it difficult to manoeuvre. Already it was half full of water and Bowe had no option but to head back. Nearby he and his sons saw the trawler 
New fish I busy pulling in people.

        
As the 
Vivaci returned to Seatoun the woman kept mentioning her husband, but Bowe never found out if the still figure of the man they had rescued was him or not.

        
The Zodiac rescue craft that had got away from the Seatoun slip zoomed past the ferry, and with nobody in the vicinity, carried on, guided by the flow of debris that strung out to the east. The bigger waves in the channel cut down its speed as airport fireman Vic Cranston manoeuvred up and down the swells. Twenty to thirty minutes after passing the sunken ferry the firemen spotted two rafts, one upside down, with survivors clinging to the sides. They launched the two ten-man inflatable rafts they were carrying and held on to the painters as they floated down to those in the water.

        
Cranston found it hard to see what was happening to the rafts. "The waves were so big that one minute we were on one side of a wave and the rafts on the other."

        
However, they glimpsed two male survivors managing to haul themselves aboard and so decided to leave them and 
so further south, where they had spotted other people in the water. One person to get into a raft from the Zodiac was Australian Albert Donohoo, who had seen the rescue boat heading towards him. "I thought, 'I'm right now', but he didn't see me and ran right over me. I was lucky it was the side of the boat that hit me and not the middle, or the motor would have cut me to pieces. Then I saw a raft drift by and I grabbed on to it. A man gave me a lift in and then pulled in some others including a woman. I couldn't help him as I couldn't even move enough to straighten my leg which was under me." The elderly Australian was unaware that the raft had come from the Zodiac. He and the rest aboard it were later picked up by one of the tugs.

        
The Zodiac had moved on and was soon among a group of seven people scattered within about a hundred yards of the boat. To get them aboard the crew swooped in at a fair speed and used the movement of the water sluicing past to help flip the swimmers inboard. As they worked they could hear the anxious blowing of whistles around them. The remainder of the group were making
          

sure they weren't left behind. The whistles helped in locating survivors as quite often they were near but out of sight just over the other side of a wave. Fireman Graeme Harris remembers one elderly woman overcome by emotion and reluctant to leave her husband in the water. "Together they were too heavy to drag in so we had to more or less forcibly separate them. She thought it was a matter of women and children first and that we were going to leave her husband in the water. We made another sweep and got the man, and she was happy after that."

        
They finally rescued three men and four women, all suffering from exposure and shock. One young woman asked Harris where they were, and then a few minutes later asked whether they were in Christchurch yet.

        
Another of the women picked up by the Zodiac was Mrs Mary Lee, from Kaitaia. The raft came in the nick of time as far as she was concerned; she had become parted from her husband on leaping from the ship, and had drifted alone across to the east. She almost exhausted herself swimming and turned over on her back for a rest. At one stage she saw a tug to her right, but its screw looked lethal and she deliberately swam away from it. "Maybe by this time my thinking had become numb. I got myself tangled in some seaweed and then I was in the breaking surf. A really big roller reared up and I was powerless to avoid it. Down it came, right on top of me, and I seemed to spin like a cartwheel down and down. I touched something down there. It may have been the bottom or just something caught up in the same twirling dance. My head hurt terribly and I was trying to hold my breath. I remember seeing light before I came to on the surface, and found my lifejacket had been knocked off over my head. It was a real effort to get back into it without drowning myself. Being more buoyant, it was on the surface and, only attached at the waist, I was beneath it."

        
Suddenly Mrs Lee was tumbled into the Zodiac. "The men who manned this craft knew their job and did it well."

        
In another part of the harbour Mrs Lee's husband was also being rescued. He was picked up by the scow 
Portland.
        

        
The Zodiac crew were jubilant at rescuing their seven survivors. Cranston remembers being utterly thrilled. It was the first time they had ever rescued anybody in a real emergency. "It was like
          

catching your first fish." With the survivors packed in tight in their bulky lifejackets, the Zodiac returned to Seatoun.

        
The 

Wahine's number two lifeboat under fourth engineer Phil Bennett got away from the ship safely but not without some heartburning on the part of the passengers. Mrs Leslea Morgan of Petone sat on the top tier on the starboard side of the boat and watched, terrified, as it rose up and down on the swell and the two hook-like davits threatened to clout some of those aboard: "How this was avoided I'll never know. We sat scared as the 

Wahine loomed over us, and I thought we would never get away. They started turning the bars to get the boat moving and a girl beside me who was in a real panic got caught up in it. It threw her right over and under and I don't know how she didn't break her back. A man cut her free."

        
The boat finally cleared the side and started moving around, picking up people from the water. Mrs Morgan remembers the man on the helm kept saying "We've got to get the baby, we've got to get the baby."

        
"Apparently there was a baby in the water, but I couldn't see it. Then somebody leant over and grabbed it and it was passed to me. It was a dear little thing about fifteen months old with a coat and hat on. Somebody threw me a blanket to wrap it in and it only whimpered when I moved. The girl next to me was still frightened and I had to keep asking her to stop leaning against me. The baby was so quiet I kept looking at it to see if it was alive. The boat hung around the vicinity of the ship, never going far away as the officer directed it this way and that to pick up survivors. He was not popular with some of those on board and they had a go at him. But he just kept saying T know what I'm doing' and went on picking up survivors."

        
Mrs Morgan noticed that one of those picked up was an elderly woman lying calmly on her back with glasses still on. It was Australian Mrs 
Gladys Donohoo who had jumped off the ship along with her husband Albert. Lying on her back she had started swimming as fast as she could away from the ship, by kicking out with her feet. "I slipped off my shoes and pulled up my skirt and tried to swim to a boat I could see, but it drifted away. I looked round for my husband and saw him closer to the 

Wahine and called out 'Hurry up, Albert.' Thinking he hadn't heard I pulled out the whistle on the jacket and blew it to attract his attention."
          

But her husband was having trouble making headway with all the clothes he had on. He heard his wife calling out to him to get a move on and then heard someone blowing a whistle. "I thought that ass should save his breath, but later found out it was my wife." As he floated he could see a man lying on his back with a baby sitting on his lifejacket. A bit later he saw the baby plucked to the safety of a lifeboat. Used to the sea (he was at one time a surf lifesaver with Sydney's Bronte Club), he decided to move just enough to keep his circulation going. He saw an empty lifejacket in the water and worried in case it was his wife's. He remembered stretching the tape on hers when pulling her along the deck and thought she might have slipped out of it.

        
But Mrs Donohoo was very much in control of the situation, although she had just been swamped by a wave. "When I came up I tried to blow my whistle again but all it gave was a feeble bip. I don't know whether it was the whistle or me that gave out, but I rather think it was me." She could not see her husband any more so just swam and rested alternately. "I had no idea where I was but I hoped I was swimming towards the shore, though I may have been swimming out to the ocean." Finally she saw Bennett's lifeboat and swam towards it on her back, turning her head every so often to keep the boat in view. She did her best to protect her glasses. "I knew if I wanted to see clearly I must have them." Finally she made the boat and hung on to the side. "A woman looked over and said 'Hang on dear.' And when a big man looked over I asked him to help me. I was hauled like a sack of coals over the side."

        
Composing herself, Mrs Donohoo looked around at her fellow-survivors. She saw people in the middle operating the propelling gear and asked if she could help. "The big man told me to sit where I was and anyway I doubt if I would have been any help at that stage. In the centre of the boat were a crowd of people huddled in coats and sometimes I heard a cry or a whimper and realised there were children under the wraps."

        
The boat still stooged around on its mercy mission and some of those aboard were not too happy about it. The helmsman was being abused by some young people in the boat and as a small power boat went by a youth shouted out to it "Why don't you give us a tow?" Mrs Donohoo remembers the helmsman replying "You're quite safe. He is looking for people still in the water."
          

"I felt like cheering him, but I was so cold I felt like a puppet on a string with no control over the shivering and jerking of my body and limbs." She was sitting on the top seat and more exposed to the weather than those down below. "I remember seeing a small case at my feet and wishing I had the strength to lift it and slide down into its place, but by this time my back was giving me trouble and all I could do was sit."

        
The sight of people still in the water was harrowing to sixty-year-old Australian widow Mrs Florence Crawford who was in the same boat. "Rain washed the tears from my eyes and I couldn't bring myself to look around any more." She closed her eyes and just sat holding hands with another Australian widow, sixty-two-year-old Mrs Constance Martyr.

        
Christchurch sales-manager Frank Penman was one of those helping to pull people aboard the boat. With each rescue he remembers an Englishwoman commenting beside him, "Oh, isn't that lovely!"

        
The ferry 

Aramoana was hovering around but Penman realised she was a danger to them in the heavy swell. "She was a morale-booster, and we had quite a time persuading our passengers that we must not go near her."

        
Another survivor plucked from the sea into Bennett's boat was air hostess 
Sally Shrimpton. She had swum well clear of the 

Wahine but was getting a bit puffed and had decided to rest for a while. "With my feet popped up I floated around like Lady Muck," she recalls. Her contact lenses were still in place and she looked at her watch. It was 2.20 pm. "I remember thinking, 'Plenty of daylight left yet, not to worry.' I gave an odd kick to keep the circulation going and I saw a lifeboat and raft about a hundred yards away. I aimed in between them, and the lifeboat closed in first. A crewman shouted 'C'mon, swim, fella!' They thought I was a boy with my wet short hair." Sally was hauled in, and had to sit on the exposed top tier, cold and exhausted.

        
Aucklanders Gordon and Betty Wood, who had stepped from the ship into Bennett's lifeboat, were concerned about the wellbeing of those dragged from the water. Mrs Wood remembers that the boat was so packed that nobody could move an inch. "We couldn't help to warm them. My husband was very sick and he had to give his rowing position to someone else. We watched the last plunge of the 

Wahine when the huge plume of steam belched forth. I couldn't believe I was watching a real sinking. Surely not that
          

beautifully-appointed 

Wahine! We thought we were going to be picked up by the 
Aramoana, but it looked like a mountain looming out of the sea and we knew we would be smashed to death in the effort. By then a fleet of rescue craft of all shapes and sizes had come out to help. That truly was a wonderful sight and, I felt, almost an answer to prayer."

        
The lifeboat had drifted well astern of the sunken ferry and was getting near the treacherous seas pounding in on the eastern side. But help was at hand. After dropping his cargo of survivors and the little boy he thought was dead, Jim Toulis had headed straight out again from Seatoun. He saw the lifeboat and cruised in to throw it a line. From the boat came a rousing cheer as he secured the line. He headed for Seatoun, but when he reached the more sheltered water near the 

Wahine he decided to let a fishing boat tow the lifeboat in the rest of the way. He thought his own boat, being very manoeuvrable, could be of more use further over on the eastern side where there were still people in the water. Accustomed to taking his boat out fishing in the turbulent Cook Strait, he had no difficulty handling the heavy seas close to the eastern shore, but was too late. "We felt helpless. We could see people right in among the rocks but we couldn't do anything." Empty handed and with heavy hearts they turned for home.

        
Bennett's lifeboat, left alongside the 

Wahine by Toulis, had been taken in tow by the fishing boat 
Ho Ho which started off full-bore for Seatoun Wharf. Then the line snapped. To the rescue came 
Garry Walker and 
George Boswell, who had been cruising around for some time looking for survivors without any success. They threw the lifeboat a line and somebody yelled out "You won't be able to tow us in that." Undaunted by this apparent lack of confidence in their launch, the two secured the line and set off at a sedate four knots with the three-ton lifeboat wallowing along behind. Walker heard somebody call out "Thank God we're moving." Linked together, the two boats moved along the foreshore crowded with spectators. Then, just a hundred yards off the wharf, a speedboat zoomed in and threw the lifeboat another line. As the slack took up the lifeboat slewed to one side, endangering the launch, and hurriedly Boswell cast off. The two rescuers, rather piqued, watched the lifeboat towed the remaining yards to the wharf.

        
For lawyer 
Bernard Knowles, who had been picked up by the lifeboat, it was the second major disaster he had survived. The
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Wrapped in a blanket Fred Lee of Kaitaia walks along the Ferry Wharf after being landed by the scow 
Portland.
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first was in July 1962 when he had walked out of the flaming crash of a Canadian Pacific Bristol Britannia at Honolulu. Twenty-seven persons died in that disaster. Only thirteen survived.

        
The ill-fated motor-boat from the 

Wahine was the only one of the four lifeboats from the ferry to come to grief. Designed to take fifty people, it was fully loaded when it moved away from the ferry's side. A few more survivors were plucked from the water including 
Albert Hansen, who was lucky not to get crushed when he jumped into the sea between it and the ferry.

        
Canterbury University student Roger Bush was also hauled aboard, but the boat was so full that he had to lie across people in it with his legs dangling over one side.

        
In charge was third officer 
Grahame Noblet, who decided not to head for Seatoun but turn and go to the tug which he could see in mid-channel. This decision, he later told the inquiry, was based on past training which stressed the danger of surf to a lifeboat. He feared that the swell rolling in on the Seatoun beach would topple the craft with possible loss of life. As he headed for the tug he manoeuvred round the pilot launch 
Tiakina, which had Dartford's lifeboat and a liferaft in tow.

        
To many aboard, the motorboat seemed overloaded. Sixty-nine-year-old Father McGIynn remembers it being so crowded that people were lying on top of one another. "I had to hold up the heads of two men so they could get some air."

        
Mrs May Hickman was almost squashed by those on top. She was sitting on one of the footboards in the bottom of the boat with her husband near her on one of the cross seats. A man was sitting on her shoulders and she could hardly breathe. She felt water in the boat and later told the inquiry she had the impression that it was coming through the bottom somewhere. As she sat, the water rose until it reached her chest. By then it had swamped the engine and the crowded boat just seemed to sink to sea level, but with built-in buoyancy it could not sink completely.

        
Father McGIynn was one of the survivors who floated off the sunken boat. "We were left floating in the water; nothing but people in lifejackets could be seen. I felt quite cool and tried to say a few aspirations but decided to save my energy and keep my mouth shut." He thought of making for Petone because he knew there were no rocks there, but just trying to avoid swallowing water
          

as the waves beat him under was hard enough so he kept praying, with his mouth shut, and hoped for the best.

        
When it sank, the motorboat was near the tug. The tug crew had already pulled in about a hundred survivors but the vessel was getting dangerously close to the shallows on the eastern side of the harbour. At one stage the wallowing lifeboat just bumped the tug and then drifted away about thirty feet. Suddenly and tragically a big wave turned the lifeboat completely upside down. All aboard were flung into the sea and for some of them it was the end.

        
Mrs Hickman was holding her husband's hand when the boat capsized. As this happened, he went limp and she thought he had been knocked out. He slid away from her grasp and she never saw him alive again. A crewman dragged Mrs Hickman back to the upturned boat and she joined the shattered survivors clinging to it. The bulk of the tug loomed nearby but it was getting too dangerous for it to stay around. Captain Sword knew there was only fifteen feet of water beneath the tug and with the big swell the boat was due to touch bottom any minute. This could have meant the loss of all on board. He shouted to a crew member to make sure the propellor was clear. It wasn't. A shocked and exhausted survivor was clinging to the rudder. When he was hoisted aboard the tug got under way but had to leave behind the motorboat with people clinging to its bottom.

        
Mr Samuel Folkard had been slightly stunned when the boat capsized. He came to and saw the boat about twenty yards away and his first reaction was to look for his wife. He found her and they both managed to get back to the boat. He was certain some of those previously aboard had lost their lives as he saw two or three people floating away either unconscious or dead. About three people were sitting astride the boat and they included Third Officer Noblet and steward Frank Robinson, who noticed that the bung was out of the bottom of the boat. Hanging on to the rails along the bottom of the boat was 
Albert Hansen. He put his feet on the lifelines round the side of the boat and hooked the stump of his right arm over one of the rails. "The stump was better to hang on with than a hand, because my hand was so cold it was hard to keep a grip."

        

          The boat was drifting closer to the eastern shore and the giant waves washing over it were sweeping people off one by one. "I saw a woman float off who didn't seem to have a lifejacket on.

        


        
Water was coming out of her mouth and she looked as if she was dead."

        
Max Nelson and his wife also managed to stay with the boat for quite a while. Six times they were swept off and finally they and the boat parted company.

        
Finally, after what seemed like hours to those clinging to the boat, the pilot launch 
Arahina came to the rescue. The launch still had the fire brigade pumps aboard, which it had been taking out to the 

Wahine when the call came to rescue survivors in the water. With Captain Doug Newey in charge and a crew of firemen, policemen, and some launchmen, the 
Arahina had sped to intercept people before they were washed ashore on the eastern shore. She had already picked up about fifteen cold and shocked survivors and as she bore down on the upturned motorboat the crew threw out lines, but only the more ablebodied of those clinging to the boat were able to grab them. Flauled aboard in this way were third officer Noblet, Robinson the steward, and McLeod the quartermaster.

        
Mr Folkard had by this stage managed to get astride the boat and was hanging on with one hand while with the other he held on to his wife. He later said his wife was first to notice the blue-hulled pilot boat's arrival. "She said 'There's a boat coming; it's so close it might hit us.' A chappie was shouting out for us to grab the ropes. I looked again and saw what appeared to be small strands hanging from the pilot boat. I said to my wife, 'When it comes near, just make a jump and grab the rope. We'll do this together.' " He and his wife jumped and he grabbed a rope. He felt himself slipping, and the next thing he remembers was coming to on the boat with one of the crew members taking off his life-jacket. "I immediately looked round and asked for my wife and he replied, 'Don't worry. We couldn't stay any longer because we were hitting the bottom.' I said to him, 'What about my wife,' and he told me they would be safe as there were people ashore waiting for them." Flis wife's body was later washed ashore at Eastbourne.

        
When the 
Arahina had to get out because of the shallow water there were four people left hanging on to the upturned motorboat. One was a partially paralysed Albert Flansen. Fie had been hanging on when somebody cried out, "Look out!" "I looked around and saw the bum of a boat and the next minute, 
whack, whack, I was jammed between the lifeboat and the boat. I felt one leg go
        


        and then the other had no feeling and I thought,. 'I've had it.' " With him were Mrs Hickman, student Roger Bush and another man.

        
The 
Arahina had been forced to leave them and at the same time Captain Newey heard from his engineer that the auxiliary engine had broken down. In view of this and the condition of some of the survivors he asked for and received permission to go to Seatoun Wharf and unload the thirty to forty survivors.

        
The seaborne rescue operation was by then in full swing and all along the deadly coast boats of every description were doing heroic work in saving lives. The tug 
Tapuhi, whose officers and crew had been on the go from early in the morning, were doing a tremendous job intercepting survivors before they slipped past into the surf-pounded shallows. The tug was astern of the 

Wahine when she was abandoned and within minutes her crew were plucking people out of the water. Liferafts had also been secured, and at one stage the tug had three of them alongside while its hardworking crew hefted people from them over the rail to safety.

        
Among those whom the tug picked up were student Jan Travaglia and his friend Joan Hodgson. Both had managed to grab hold of a crowded liferaft and hung on to the tapes around it. Jan saw the tug nearby picking up survivors. "I remember being desperate that it pick our raft up. For about fifteen to twenty-minutes we drifted. I was fully clothed and wearing a duffle coat, but the water just sapped the heat from my limbs. I kept swallowing water and felt I couldn't hang on much longer." Unable to see the shore, he had no idea which direction they were heading. The tug closed in and grateful hands grabbed the rope thrown to the raft. "A ladder was over the side and I tried to climb it but I was so cold I could barely move my arms. I was dragged aboard and Joan was with me a few minutes later." They went down below and joined the people already there. "One young girl was crying for her mother and a young woman married only a few days couldn't find her husband. A little Maori boy, about four years old, had nobody to look after him. An old lady was brought into the room and a few minutes later an old man. They were husband and wife. 'Hullo dear,' he said quietly, 'How are you' 'I'm fine, love,' she replied and they embraced. It was wonderful."

        
Also aboard were airwomen Jan Moles and Dot Smith, who had been plucked from the water. Down below they helped rub down
          

the little Maori boy and some other children. They comforted the young newly-wed woman who, dazed, just said "My husband is out there." Later her husband arrived.

        
Wellington accountant George Howatson got aboard the tug after an eventful time in liferafts. His first raft slowly sank as he lay in the bottom in about five inches of water with an Australian woman lying on top of him. A young woman was with them with a baby in her arms. Some youths in a nearby raft were urging her to give the baby to them. Reluctantly she did so and they shouted, "What's its name? We'll remember."

        
Suddenly the raft lurched and toppled sixty-two-year-old Howatson into the water. Another properly inflated raft, was nearby, but upside down, and he lunged for it and hung on along with the Australian woman and about six others. The raft with the youths in it was still around and he heard someone yelling, "Pull the rope, Baldy, pull as hard as you can." A rope ran across the raft and pulling it was supposed to right it. Howatson tried but was unable to and finally he and the others were hauled on to it by two men who jumped across from the other raft.

        
The 

Aramoana was about two hundred yards away, pitching and rolling in the swells. She fired out lines and they were grabbed by two rafts nearby. The ferry looked enormous and Howatson's raftload watched horrified as the other rafts were pulled close to her. The ferry heeled over so far they could see her bottom and, as she rolled back to an even keel it seemed as though she must crush the rafts and those in them. She didn't—but the survivors in the rafts had had enough and had hastily cast off.

        
Wellington land-agent 
Peter Madarasz was on one of the rafts. Separated from his wife Sue during the abandonment he was unaware she was on another raft heading for the eastern side. He and others on his raft had pulled on a line from the 

Aramoana until she towered about them. Ladders hung down her side but nobody was game to try and climb them. As far as Peter was concerned he wouldn't even try to climb them on a good day, never mind with the ferry rolling like a mad thing.

        
The three rafts were close together when the 

Tapuhi appeared on the scene. The survivors on the rafts were quickly helped aboard and most went down below. Mrs Edna Gatland, off one of the rafts, was hugged by her retired farmer husband Arthur who had just come off another one.

        


        
The tug was packed to overflowing and survivors were everywhere. In the toilet, the bathroom, the captain's quarters, the boiler room and even the fiddley, a narrow iron catwalk round the top of the engine. The tug even had a priest aboard: 
Father McGlynn had been floating along, hoping for the best when the tug threw him a good strong line. "I grabbed it, but after a while with the effort of trying to hold it and get near the boat my energy was weakening." With the waves either tossing him away or dashing him against the side, the old priest thought his number was up: "But I managed somehow to get dragged aboard and I shall never forget the moment when I stood on that boat."

        
He went down below and, wrapped in a blanket, lay down on the floor of what he remembers as the galley. "I got a fit of the shivers but after a while my body seemed to generate a certain amount of heat and then all was well." Alongside him was an old lady of eighty and he was amazed to find that she was fit and well. Nearby was a young woman who had become separated from her husband and three boys. "She was weeping so we tried to console her." Another woman who came aboard was interested in one thing only—a cigarette. "I thought to myself there must be something in these cigarettes after all."

        
When Dunedin clerk Bill lies was hauled aboard a crewman told him to get inside. He thought he said go round the other side and struggled there to find big waves smashing over the vessel. "As I lay on the deck with the water swirling over me and out the scuppers I was violently sick. After some time I got up and struggled through a doorway into the ship. I slouched down again to be sick and was brought to my senses by the crying of an elderly lady nearby who had had her leg damaged. Sobbing, she told me she had lost her husband. I felt worried about where my wife was, but here was a poor soul in pain and I tried to comfort her by holding her hand and wrapping a blanket round her."

        
By this time the 

Tapuhi had done all that could be done without endangering those aboard. Others from the 

Wahine that were still in the water, apart from some the tug 
Taioma was looking after, were beyond the 
Tapuhi's reach and had to be left to the shallow-draught rescue boats thronging the area. The tug headed back to the Ferry Wharf with more than 170 survivors aboard, including four babies. She had done a fine job.

        
Sitting with her husband on a pile of greasy gear on the tug's
          

deck Mrs Gatland remembered it as an unforgettable sight: "Small rescue craft braving mountainous waves, all doing what they could to save as many as possible from the merciless sea."

        
The 
Taioma was dangerously close to the eastern shore, where she had been picking up people from the water and rafts. Those rescued included sixty-one-year-old Mrs Tressa Dunford of Christ-church and her husband, who had had a terrifying time since jumping off the ship. They had managed to swim to a liferaft and hung on to the side while waves washed over them. Mrs Dunford felt she was under the water most of the time. "I had swallowed a lot of water and had to gasp to get my breath before the next wave came." A crewman on the raft tried to get her aboard. "My husband called out 'Don't let her go,' and he replied T won't let her go, mate.' He hung on to me for more than one and a half hours but we didn't talk very much. Some of my thoughts were for my mother, who is eighty-four, and I wondered who would look after her if 1 didn't get out alive. I also thought of my three sons and five stepdaughters and wondered if I would ever see them again. I thought about sharks, and the mess there would be if a few got loose amongst us. Actually I love water but I like to know what is in it with me. I wasn't frightened of dying but realised that it's not until faced with death that you realise how sweet life is."

        
After what seemed an age Mrs Dunford heard the crewman say "Come on, Mum, we're going to get up here." Mrs Dunford looked up and thought the vessel looming above was the 

Wahine. "I smartly told him I wasn't going back on 
that, and he told me it was the tug. Then the fun began dragging me out of the water. It took three men and I thought they would pull my arms out; the pain was terrific. I weigh seventeen stone, was soaking wet and full of water." Finally aboard she saw her husband and also a crewman with a big knife. "My husband joked that he was going to stick it into me to let the water out, but he only cut our life-jackets off. I was sick and felt much better rid of the salt water. Later down below my crewman came along, put his arm around my shoulder and said 'Do you feel better now Mum?' I kissed him, thanked him very much and felt like crying but I didn't. I'll always be grateful to him. There was an Australian woman there and somehow she had managed to keep her handbag dry. She had five packets of cigarettes which she handed round and they didn't last long. She also gave me two dollars and another girl two dollars
          

and then gave my husband a dollar. But she wouldn't give us her name so we could send it back to her."

        
The shore was getting too close and the 
Taioma had to steam out into deeper water. Further south and just on the edge of the breaking sea were three liferafts. Captain Taylor neatly manoeuvred among them and the crew started pulling more people aboard. On one of the rafts was Lyver, the 

Wahine's radio officer, along with some seriously injured passengers and crew. Earlier the RNZVR launch 
Manga had rescued fifteen people, young and old, from Lyver's raft and another partly submerged one before having to cast off when the 

Aramoana began drifting down on them. Two of the 
Manga's crew had leapt overboard to help load people from the rafts on to the launch and had to be left behind. They were the second officer, Graham Brown, and carpenter Jeff Sayer, off the freighter 
California Star, who had volunteered for rescue work and joined the 
Manga at the wharves along with their captain Fred Wood and nine other crew members.

        
When intercepted by the tug those on Lyver's raft managed to unload Second Officer Bill Shanks, who had a broken leg, Brian Clare, the 

Wahine's purser, and some others. The raft rose and fell in the huge swell by the tug and Lyver considered it too dangerous to attempt to get off the elderly woman, who had a compound fracture of one leg and the ankle of the other shattered. The same applied to an elderly man who was completely helpless through shock and cold.

        
The water in the raft was red with blood as Lyver cast off. Remaining with him to help were the 

Wahine's third engineer Theo King and the 
California Star's carpenter Jeff Sayer. The raft drifted closer and closer to the dangerous shore before salvation arrived in the form of Barney Daniel in his 30-foot launch 
Tina. With masterly seamanship he and his crew of three volunteers secured the raft alongside and started rescuing those aboard. Gently the badly injured woman and unconscious man were lifted to safety. From another raft nearby the 
Tina's crew uplifted a 

Wahine crewman and an elderly woman before setting off for Seatoun Wharf.

        
Lyver's raft wasn't the only one the 
Taioma's crew had trouble rescuing people from. The President of the New Zealand Seamen's Union, Bill Martin, was one of the helpers aboard the tug and remembers one young woman so shocked by her experiences that
          

she wouldn't release her grip on some webbing. Also in the raft was steward John Ross, who was holding it against the tug by hanging on to a cargo net slung over the side of the rescue vessel. Things were getting desperate. The tug's intakes were taking in sand and kelp and it was going to have to move off without the woman. Martin shouted to Ross to come aboard but the steward replied: "I'm OK. I'll look after her," as the raft drifted off.

        
Ross, father of three children, did not survive. The fate of the young woman is unknown.

        
In imminent danger of grounding, the 
Taioma steamed out into the harbour with twenty-six survivors including four hospital cases, and headed for the Ferry Wharf.

        
Those aboard were in distinguished company: warming himself in the fiddley after being rescued from a raft was Wool Board chairman John Acland, later to be dubbed Sir John. Distinguished or not, everyone was treated the same that day.
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Chapter Eleven

        
Before survivors started arriving at Seatoun the foreshore already resembled a disaster scene.

        
Ambulances, army vehicles and police patrol cars were scattered the length of the beach, and more were arriving all the time.

        
The first survivors ashore were from the motorboat skippered by local resident Jim Toulis, which cruised in midway along the beachfront. While the bow was held into the moderate swell surging in, the elderly men and women aboard were lifted out and carried up the beach to transport. The apparently lifeless body of little Gordon Hick was gently taken from the boat. The efforts made to revive him were successful, but the tiny boy's brain was later found to have been damaged by lack of oxygen.

        
Initially it was planned to take all survivors landing at Seatoun to the Fort Dorset army camp, which had been set up as a reception centre since early in the morning. This plan was abandoned when the emergency control centre at the city police headquarters came into operation and the railway station was designated to receive all survivors not taken to hospital.

        
One of the few to be taken to the camp was seventy-eight-year-old Arthur Welsh, who was lucky to be picked up early by Toulis's motorboat. He remembers being offered soup at the camp but being unable to take it. Somebody said "Give him a whisky", and he swallowed a good nip. After being checked by a nurse he was ordered to hospital. "As I was being taken out I said I wanted to be sick, and I lost the whisky and a lot of water."

        
The next survivors to arrive at the beach were in the 

Wahine's number four boat, which rolled in about 2.30 pm on the low surf. While rescuers fought to haul the boat up as far as possible those aboard leapt into the shallows. The heavy craft rocked and slewed like a wild thing, but it was safe.

        
Able Seaman 
George Brabander, one of the first out, grabbed a child and dashed up the beach into the arms of the waiting rescuers. It was a dramatic moment, but the question in the minds of people ashore was "Where are the rest?" Off the end of the beach through the rapidly clearing murk they could see the sunken
          


          

Wahine with waves bursting over her. Behind her the tug 

Tapuhi could be dimly seen, but nothing else. One of many helping the lifeboat's complement ashore was Rob Brittain. He knew that his wife Karalyn and baby daughter Joanne had been on the 

Wahine and he was aghast at the sight of the sunken ferry. "I turned to a policeman and said, 'For God's sake, where are the rest?' They had gone to Eastbourne, he told me, because it was easier for them to go that way. . . ."

        
The boat quickly emptied but the elderly woman with the broken leg who had gamely helped propel it ashore remained aboard while ambulance men examined her before she was carried to an ambulance.

        
A young woman survivor with a baby in arms was asking anxiously about her husband who was still out in the harbour somewhere, and a kindly local woman took her and the child into her nearby home.

        
Clarrie O'Neill, his wife and six children thanked God for getting them safely ashore. "I realised we had been in a terrible situation and my first thoughts were that we had been permitted to go through the valley of the shadow of death. On the law of averages I suppose we should have lost one or two of the children, but apart from being soaked and cold we were all right."

        
His seven-year-old son Clarence became separated from the rest of the family on landing and his father found him very distressed, sitting on a woman's lap in a bus. "I took him off the bus and a soldier put us all into an army wagon and we set off for the railway station."

        
The main concentration of police and emergency services was further along the beach at the small wooden wharf.

        
By 2 o'clock there were more than seventy police at Seatoun with more arriving all the time. There were mounds of blankets, dozens of civilian volunteers, hot soup and drinks supplied by local residents, and an abundance of transport. The ambulance service's Ql four-wheel-drive emergency vehicle was co-ordinating the ambulances. Equipped like a field hospital, the Ql carried blankets, drugs, splints, resuscitation gear and, in fact, everything likely to be needed in an emergency.

        
The reason for the initial heavy deployment of police and rescue services at Seatoun was a mysterious message at 1.24 heard by a policeman over the VHF radio at Beacon Hill. It said, "We will
          

take the passengers to Seatoun Wharf", but its source was never firmly established.

        
After the first lifeboat arrived at Seatoun a constant stream of survivors were landed by launches, powerboats, the pilot boats 
Tiakina and 
Arahina, the RNZVR launch 
Manga and the 

Wahine's number two lifeboat.

        
Most of the boats turned round after dropping off survivors, and headed back to the eastern side to rescue more, but all except those designed to withstand the heavy conditions close in were forced to stand off unable to help.

        
After one of her two fouled propellors was cleared, the 
Tiakina steamed into the wharf, unloaded her five survivors, and set off again. However, with her manoeuvrability impaired by the still fouled propellor she too was unable to get close inshore on the eastern side.

        
After arriving at the wharf Captain 
Robertson was taken by a Union Company car to his home. "When I walked through the doorway I had no feeling at all. I just felt numb." His wife Anne was upset by his condition. "He flooded the kitchen with water from his soaking uniform and the wet blanket draped around him. He was shaking all over and shocked. It was terrible for me to see him like that." She could not get him to eat anything or even take a bath.

        
At Seatoun Wharf the launches were having difficulty unloading some of the more shocked and injured survivors. The swell lifted the boats level with the wharf decking one minute, then dropped them way below the next. After Captain 
Robertson, the deputy harbour-master, and the more agile survivors had been helped off his launch, Joe Bown had the problem of the two elderly ladies who were nearly comatose. An ambulance man came aboard and said one of them required immediate attention at hospital, but there was no chance of lifting either onto the wharf. Finally Bown had to go a couple of miles round the coast to a more sheltered bay where the two women were, with difficulty, taken off and loaded into an ambulance.

        
The same problem hampered the handling of the seventy-odd survivors in the 

Wahine's number two lifeboat.

        
Some managed to scramble on to the wharf but the elderly, the women, and the children were so cold and shocked by their experiences that it was decided to let the boat drift on to the
          

beach. It came in stern-first with dozens of helpers hauling on ropes to pull it up as far as possible. One of those swinging on the ropes was shipbroker 
Maurice Crisp, who had been out on the harbour in the Worser Bay Boating Club's pickup boat towing liferafts to a tug until water swamped the motor and forced him and fellow crewman Bob Mclntyre to return. The lifeboat's rudder dug into the sand, acting as a brake until it was wrenched off. The helpers, in their haste to get the boat up were hauling from two or three different angles.

        
Crisp dragged the ropes together and in no uncertain terms directed that everybody pull in the same direction.. Tempers were fraying and a policeman remarked testily, "You've got a loud voice haven't you?" Eventually all those in the boat were helped out. The serious cases of exposure were wrapped in blankets and raced to hospital by the ever-present ambulances. The other survivors were handed blankets and mugs of steaming hot drinks and loaded into the waiting buses for transport to the railway station.

        
Hot drinks were held to the lips of some people too cold to help themselves. Mrs 
Leslea Morgan, still carrying the baby she had cuddled on the way to shore was in this condition: when the boat beached she was so cold and weak she could hardly move. "It took me all my remaining strength to lift the baby over and hand it to the men who were alongside. I had to keep saying to myself, 'You've got to lift it, you've 
got to lift it.' " Old women, their hair straggling, stood as if hypnotised by it all and had to be helped to the buses.

        
Some still carried their handbags. One old lady clutched a tattered basket of Easter eggs. "They're for my grandchildren," she whispered. Babies swaddled in blankets were loaded into a taxi. Crisp organised this and also a nurse to go with them. "They were as good as gold, not a cheep, even though they were all soaked and cold."

        
Their parents didn't seem to be around, so Crisp boarded a bus carrying survivors and said the children had been taken to hospital. "They just nodded happily and old women 
tsk-tsk'd and said 'Good!' I still didn't know where their parents had got to."

        
Still the survivors kept arriving. An old woman sat on the wharf and cried before being helped away. A shivering steward asked for a smoke and was given a packet. Volunteer doctors helped a medical team from Wellington Hospital to examine survivors as
          

they arrived. A young house surgeon dressed in white shoes and white cap stood on the road looking as if he had just come from the operating theatre. The rain soaked his thin smock.

        
The area had been sealed off to all but emergency vehicles and 
bona fide rescuers. At the city end of the Seatoun tunnel harassed traffic officers argued with people wanting to go through on foot. There were angry scenes when residents of the area were turned back and cut off from their homes and families. Some had been away to get building materials to repair shattered roofs, but still the answer was 'No'. Pressmen sent to the scene received the same treatment, but generally found a way to get through to the wharf, where a police inspector with a clipped military moustache was crisply efficient as he directed operations.

        
A never-ending stream of messages issued from the radio in a patrol car parked by the wharf which was being used as a local headquarters. The country and indeed the whole world were awaiting news of the disaster, but information was scanty. The newsmen were kept away from survivors being helped to the transport. Some managed to have a few words, but the survivors, grey, cold, and weary were not much interested in talking.

        
The police officer in charge was questioned closely. A rumour had gone around that one person brought ashore was dead. Asked to confirm it, the officer shrugged his shoulders. No, he couldn't. By 4 pm there was still no news of any deaths.

        
To many present the whole scene seemed utterly unreal. They had fished, swum, and sailed in the area and regarded it as their playground. It seemed inconceivable that it was the centre of a major disaster that had claimed a proud ship and was still threatening hundreds of lives.

        
At the Ferry Wharf the Seatoun scene was being repeated. From 3.30 onwards helpers there were busy dealing with those brought ashore by the tugs, fishing boats, and other small vessels.

        
Among the helpers was accountant John Morgan. Earlier he had been shocked to hear the 

Wahine was being abandoned and, dressing in his waterproof golf clothes, sped into Wellington from his Petone home. On the way he heard that a lifeboat was heading for Seatoun. "I thought my wife couldn't be lucky enough to be on that." From the wharves he thought he could see a lifeboat out on the harbour and went to the Ferry Wharf. "A policeman there told
          

me he didn't have a clue where my wife might be, and suggested I might as well help with survivors there."

        
Morgan joined the growing band of volunteers assisting survivors ashore. They took the names of those whisked away in the ambulances and made sure everyone else knew they had to go to the railway station and be checked off. Buses and a fleet of taxis were waiting to uplift those destined for the railway station. The dead were taken to the morgue. As Morgan helped put one stretcher case in an ambulance he tried to save the man's hand being caught in the door. A gruff policeman told him it was too late to worry about things like that: the man was dead.

        
Union Company foreman Maurice Johnson was also on hand to receive some of the passengers who should have stepped off the ferry there at 7 in the morning. In one boatload he saw a bedraggled Chinese man and his wife and two children. He remembered that the Saturday before this man had badgered him for berths on the ferry leaving that night as he had a few days of holidays left and wanted to see the South Island. Finally Johnson had been able to accommodate him, but the man must have regretted his luck.

        
At Wellington Hospital the task of thawing out and treating survivors suffering from severe exposure and injuries was under way. At 2 o'clock the hospital was told that casualties were expected and the mobile surgical team was sent immediately to Seatoun to assess the situation.

        
The rehabilitation department was cleared and turned into a ward, and within half an hour the hospital was ready to receive up to sixty admissions. With a little more preparation it could have taken up to 140. Soon the first of the cold, sick, and exhausted survivors were being carried into the basement by ambulances. Full electric services, disrupted by the storm, were restored just before they arrived and the lifts were available to carry the canvas-covered trolleys up to the ground-floor casualty ward.

        
Shortly after the alert had been received the police called to say more doctors and resuscitation equipment were needed at Seatoun. This request was cancelled a few minutes later, but at the time the hospital authorities thought of sending the extra medical staff and equipment to Eastbourne on their own initiative. They decided to keep them in reserve until called for, but the call never came.

        
In casualty the survivors were quickly checked by a team of doctors for injuries and kept back for treatment if necessary. The
          

majority were suffering from exposure and exhaustion and were sent through to the outpatients department where Sister Beatrice Arthur was ready with her team of nurses and fellow-sisters to warm them up before admitting them to the wards. Because of the storm nobody had turned up at the outpatients' clinic, and the normal staff, supplemented by an army of off-duty staff, was more than able to cope with the flood of survivors.

        
Sister Arthur, her crisp white uniform swirling around her, set about bringing them back to normal. "Piles of mattresses, mountains of blankets, and loads of warm pyjamas arrived. Everybody chipped in and it was really wonderful. The poor people were terribly shocked and blue with cold. Some didn't even know where they were. One poor young mother, soaking wet and shivering, held her little baby with a blanket wrapped round both of them. The little mite didn't have a stitch on."

        
The padded benches in the room had been pushed out to the walls and mattresses laid in the middle. The clinic was a warm and cosy haven for the shipwrecked, as the steam heaters had not been affected by the powercut. As the survivors came in, some on trolleys, some in wheel chairs, they were stripped, rubbed down, popped into pyjamas, given hot-water bottles, wrapped in blankets and laid on the mattresses. As those in the centre of the rooms regained their colour they were moved to the sides, and from there to the wards. More survivors were laid on the mattresses and so the warm-up operation continued. They were so shocked that dress or undress meant nothing to them. Nurses wrapped a blanket round an old man standing in the middle of the floor wearing only underpants. Bottles of milk arrived for the babies, and gallons of hot drinks for the others.

        
So many staff were on hand that each survivor had a nurse or aide. Doctors moved among them checking again and again that everybody was all right. Here was a challenge, and the hospital staff responded magnificently. Sister Arthur remembers that the survivors themselves were also wonderful: "One man came in on a trolley with his clothes so sodden that a pool of water lay inches deep on the canvas. He waved away helpers and told them to attend to the others."

        
It was the first time the hospital had handled a full-scale emergency, yet it coped with this situation as if it were routine.

        
"Every department worked and acted together so well. It was
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Captain 
Robertson confers with Union Company chief marine superintendent Captain 
Arthur Crosbie (left) and a police officer after being landed at Seatoun Wharf by a private launch.
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Two of the lucky ones who survived the landing on the eastern coast.
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A fellow survivor puts a comforting arm around seven-year-old 
Clarence O'Neill after the 

Wahine's number four lifeboat landed at Seatoun Beach.
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A young mother cuddles her baby after being landed at the Ferry Wharf by one of the tugs.


          

exciting yet heartrending. A young woman with her husband missing was terribly distressed. Another had lost her child. Others couldn't believe they were safe and didn't want to be left alone for a minute. It was thrilling to be able to help them and see the colour coming back "to their faces and their teeth stop chattering," Sister Arthur recalled.

        
While the survivors ashore felt warmth returning to their limbs, some of the less fortunate off the 

Wahine were still fighting for their lives out in the harbour.

        
The close inshore rescue work on the eastern side could be effected only by the shallow-draught boats, and men such as company director Gerald Gibbons braved the huge seas in close to snatch many a helpless survivor from the imminent danger of being smashed on the rocks.

        
Gibbons' solid 37-foot motor-sailer 
Rewanui moved towards the edge of the breaking seas, the crew scanning the swells for signs of survivors. As they neared the shore Gibbons saw the orange canopy of a small liferaft, one of the two released by the airport Zodiac rescue craft.

        
"Slightly to the north was a large raft with about thirty to forty-people in it. We tried to get a line to the large one as we rounded up into the heavy seas, but missed. We were then closer to the smaller raft and those on it called out that they had women and children aboard." The 
Rewanui was then right in the thick of it, with the huge seas rolling into Camp Bay and smashing on the rocky shore. Those on board could see people in the vivid orange lifejackets being taken by the breakers and dashed on the rocks. The 
Rewanui manoeuvred close to the small liferaft and managed to get a line aboard. Pulling it close, the crew started dragging the survivors aboard. On the helm was Gibbons' son John holding the sturdy boat with her bow into the incoming seas.

        
In the raft were four young girls, a boy of about nine, two women and two men. Hanging on in the water were two more men. All seemed in a pretty bad way. With all of them safely aboard Gerald Gibbons looked round for the larger raft and saw it had drifted too close in shore for the 
Rewanui to venture. "As it was heading towards a small beach and looked as if it would miss the rocks we headed for other survivors we could see in the water to the south."

        
The survivors picked up by the 
Rewanui had had an eventful
          

and in some cases tragic experience. One was the wife of Wellington rubber-worker James Hicks. Mr Hicks later said that when the ship was being abandoned he got his wife and two-and-a-half-year-old son Philip out on the starboard deck but then, deciding that women and children should go first, he returned to the smokeroom to help elderly passengers. Mrs Hicks and her son were helped into a liferaft which was hit by a tremendous sea and folded in two like a sandwich. "That appeared to be when our son died, possibly through suffocation. I'm not sure. I don't know."

        
Seventh engineer Stan Spiers was on the same raft with a little girl he had taken from the ship. When the raft overturned he was thrown clear but the remainder, about a dozen, were trapped underneath. He swam back to it and a man with a baby in his arms surfaced near him. Spiers helped them on to the raft and the man used a penknife to slash the rubber fabric and free the others.

        
Three people had already died—Philip Hicks, an elderly woman, and a woman of about thirty. Another raft appeared alongside and started picking up the survivors. This was one of the two released by the airport Zodiac. Aboard was student 
John Wauchop. He had managed to get into a liferaft soon after leaving the ship and sat on the side as it drifted eastward. Wauchop felt safe at first, but as the raft drifted closer to the eastern shore he realised there was almost certain destruction there in one form or another. As he watched, a wave curling viciously on top loomed over the raft, and before he had time to hang on properly the raft was engulfed and he and some others were thrown off.

        
The water was warmer than Wauchop expected and he floated along, worried mainly about cramp, which he had experienced slightly on the raft. He thought of the book 
The Cruel Sea, and realised how lucky those with him were to be in warmer water than the frigid North Sea.

        
"After about thirty to forty-five minutes in the water a motorised rubber dinghy battled its way up to the centre of our group; or, really, more an area of individuals than a group. The three men in it surveyed our predicament for a moment and shouted cheering words to those calling for help."

        
Wauchop made for the rubber raft the airport men threw over the side and inflated. "Getting there was only half the battle. Getting into it proved a very difficult task indeed. I'm not sure
          

whether it was because I was tired or cold, but my arms could hardly pull themselves out of the water let alone the dripping dead weight that made up the rest of me. What helped me eventually was the fact that I had done a fair bit of bare-back horse-riding, and climbing on to the raft was rather like squirming up the side of a horse and on to its back. Once in the raft the sense of immediate relief made me sit back and think how lucky I was; for about a minute, though it probably seemed like hours to the people in the sea nearby who were hoping for help."

        
Wauchop set about getting them aboard by throwing the raft's nylon painter out and hauling them to him. The raft floated down towards the one that little Philip Hicks had died in, and more people were picked up.

        
"We were getting pretty close to the rocks by now and I had given up hope of avoiding them when a large motorised yacht came along. It was taking a very grave risk being so close in shore."

        
Wauchop and the others were picked up by the 
Rewanui which then set off after more survivors. Circling out to avoid being swept into the breaking water its crew managed to grab another seven men and women on the verge of being swept into the surf.

        
Gibbons remembers it as a tricky job with some people unavoidably being missed as the boat swept past. "On one pass we missed one man in a lifejacket who seemed to be doing his best to help a woman who appeared to be exhausted."

        
The 
Rewanui was operating within a hundred yards of the shore and Gibbons could see survivors in the water right in close. "Others lay on the boulder-strewn beaches, but there was no transport for them, nor could we see any helpers to assist people being washed ashore. It was about 3.30.

        
"The people we picked up were so weak that we feared for those close inshore, as it was difficult to see how they could clamber up the beach without help. I considered putting ashore with some of my crew in our dinghy, but as it required two crew members to lift a survivor on board and the helmsman could not leave the wheel, this idea was abandoned."

        
They had particular trouble lifting one woman aboard. As well as being solidly built she was wearing a mod-style mini fur which acted like a sponge.

        
After scouting round for a while without seeing any more people in the water the 
Rewanui headed for Seatoun with eighteen 
sur-
          

vivors. One of the young girls aboard had a deep cut on her forehead and one woman had a suspected broken arm. Coldness and fatigue were the main complaints of the others. Some of the children didn't seem to be with anyone and Gibbons asked a woman sitting quietly by herself if she could look after them. One of the rescued men whispered in his ear that the woman had lost a little boy, but the woman, putting aside her grief, took a blanket and, holding it round two of the young girls, snuggled them to her. Two of the male survivors had lost their wives.

        
The 
Rewanui's crew tried to make the survivors as warm as possible, and while blankets were dug out Gibbons started administering tots of rum. "Some protested they didn't touch spirits but I poured it into them." He thought he recognised one of the men and later discovered they had last met at a Canterbury rowing regatta in 1936.

        
To the survivors already safe on the city side the disaster was a memory, albeit a recent and vivid one. To the more than two hundred who had drifted past the intercepting rescue boats onto the grim eastern coast it was still frighteningly real.

        
Some were still in the water, and it was three of these that the launch 
Nereides was trying to rescue. Initially, owner 
Allan Pain, and his scratch crew of Mrs Joan Ward and her twelve-year-old son Peter, had believed boats were simply required to ferry the 

Wahine's passengers to shore. When the launch arrived at the scene the 

Wahine had already sunk and the three realised they were in the midst of a disaster. Over the eastern side they came upon three people in the water crying for help. One was student 
Kathryn Dallas.

        
After slipping through the 

Wahine's rail into the water Kathryn had been pulled aboard a raft with about six people in it. "They tried to pull another man on, but his head got caught between the raft and the side of a lifeboat we were drifting against and he seemed to sink. Then the propellor of the lifeboat punctured the raft and it sank, tipping us back into the water. We didn't know where we were in the harbour and couldn't see land at all."

        
Kathryn was well dressed in slacks, wool jersey and a corduroy coat, hush-puppy shoes and lifejacket with her handbag still attached to it. For a while she was on her own and the swell started to make her feel sick. "Two Maoris drifted by, and I stayed with them until we joined about ten other people hanging
          

on to each other's lifejackets. The tug 

Tapuhi steamed up and tried to get us, but we were in such heavy seas it was impossible. It would be up on a huge wave and we would be down in a trough looking up at the huge black side of the tug towering above. Then it would be down in a trough and we would be looking down on the deck from the top of a wave. This was really frightening and it looked as though the tug would run us over or we would be smashed on to the deck by a wave. They sailed off a bit and threw out two lifebelts with lines attached. I grabbed one along with two other people, but the lines seemed to break and we were left with just the lifebelt. The tug steamed away and the rest of the group in the water seemed to have scattered."

        
Sharing the lifebelt with Kathryn were 
Paul Field of Whangarei and 
Brian Townend, fifty-three, of Cambridge. After jumping from the ship with Diana Lilley of Masterton, Paul had towed her to a chain of people, hoping they would be noticed and rescued more quickly. Diana had cramp in her leg and soon the waves started peeling the group apart. One took Diana and two others away, and for Diana it was perhaps lucky as she was picked up by the tug soon after.

        
It was after this that Paul grabbed the same lifebelt as Kathryn and Townend. They drifted, each with an arm hooked over the belt which was helping support them. Their lifejackets rode up over their heads and Kathryn blamed this on the ill-fitting neck part. "They were too loose, and kept floating up and letting our heads fall through them under water. I used my spare hand to hold the neck together. Just keeping afloat was tough. Glimpses of land came and went through the rain. There were no rescue boats in sight but on the coast I could make out orange patches where people in lifejackets were being washed ashore. Then we stopped heading inshore and moved out towards the harbour entrance. At this stage huge breakers were hurtling towards us and breaking over us in white water. It got so I couldn't bear to watch them coming. They were enormous. I just shut my eyes and the other two took it in turns to say when one was on its way. Then I held my breath while it broke and boiled over us. After each wave I rose back to the surface, checked that the others were still there, then shut my eyes again. Water kept washing into my nose and mouth. I could scarcely gasp to the others, let alone shout. To contemplate blowing the rescue whistles was almost funny."
          

The three continued floating south and Paul could see people being tumbled among the rocks on the shore. He thought he and his companions would probably go the same way.

        
Slowly the cold and constant effort to avoid drowning began to take its toll. Kathryn felt it would be easier to give in. "But it was Mr Townend who kept us conscious and determined to live. We began to feel sleepy and he kept us awake by asking us questions about ourselves. Paul and I gave up all hope, but Mr Townend began to pray aloud for us all. Suddenly I saw the mast of a boat appear over the top of a wave."

        
The boat was 
Nereides. It circled the three in the water but had difficulty getting close without endangering them. Kathryn remembers trying to swim to the boat with the other two, but in the process the lifebelt was lost. "We had to dog-paddle to keep afloat and this meant letting go the neck of the lifejackets. We then had to fight to keep our heads up."

        
Mrs Ward was on the launch's helm while her son Peter and Allan Pain managed to drag Paul over the side. The rocks seemed to be reaching out to the little boat as it soared and plunged in the swells. With the help of a boathook Kathryn was snagged and also pulled aboard while huge beds of kelp swirled around threatening to strangle the propellor. The 
Nereides had to get out, and after a rope was tied round Townend to keep him alongside, the launch moved away from the dangerous shore. Mrs Ward held on to his hand as they towed him clear but still they found it impossible to lift him from the heaving sea. Water was breaking over him constantly and Mrs Ward could see him weakening before her eyes. She held on, trying to encourage him. Then, with a suddenness that surprised her, two black-suited figures appeared in the water. At the same time there was a bump and two seamen leapt aboard from the lifeboat sent out by the liner 
Southern Cross. With the two black-suited creatures in the water pushing, and the two seamen hauling, the drowning man was brought aboard. It was too late: despite immediate efforts to resuscitate Townend, he died on the deck five minutes later.

        
Down below in the cabin Paul and Kathryn were recovering. Three and a half hours had passed since they had leapt into the water from the 

Wahine. Only the young could survive such an ordeal. But Kathryn and Paul also attributed their survival to the
          

calmness and courage of Townend in keeping alive their will to live when they had all but given up hope.

        
The two black figures in the water who had helped hoist Town-end aboard were harbour board divers Bob Oliver and Sonny Morunga from the nearby pilot cutter 
Tuna.
        

        
The 
Tuna had been patrolling the coast seeking any survivors still left in the water after standing by while the two divers had first checked the sunken 

Wahine. Oliver and Morunga had swum from the cutter to the ferry and entered the 

Wahine through a door on the port side. The ship was still slewing on the bottom as they worked their way along a passageway and shouted themselves hoarse seeking an answering cry from anyone possibly still aboard. Oliver remembers it as an eerie experience: "Luggage was floating around everywhere; suitcases, dresses, shoes like little boats. I saw a big doll with long golden hair and it made me think of the children. There were all sorts of creaking, knocking and scraping noises. It was as if the ship was crying."

        
There was no sign of anybody left aboard so the divers swam back to the 
Tuna, coughing and choking in the diesel fuel floating on the water. The cutter headed for the eastern shore and after the two divers had helped with Mr Townend, continued on towards the jagged rocks. All her crew could do was stand off and watch the last of the survivors go through the hell of landing on the coast. "I felt pretty lousy at being able to do nothing," Oliver recalled.

        
The seaborne rescue was over and most of the armada of upwards of sixty boats of all descriptions had returned to shore. Some carried sad cargoes of people; shocked, injured and dead. But many returned empty, their crews bitter about not having been called earlier.

        
However, whether they had saved anyone or not, all could take pride in the fact the had done their best. In many cases it had been an heroic best.
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Chapter Twelve

        
Eastbourne township, with a population of 2,850 sprawls along a thin ribbon of land between the sea and the steep hills on the eastern side of Wellington Harbour. It's a small, friendly, pleasant place. But at its southern end the pleasant character of the borough changes abruptly: just beyond the houses the sealed road ends in a car park area as the hills plunge almost to the edge of the sea. Beyond is a narrow dirt road twisting four miles to Pencarrow Plead. Private vehicles are prevented from using the road by a gate spanning the narrow gap between hills and the rock-strewn beach. From here, Burdan's Gate as it is known, the road bends around a small point, then sweeps in a gentle curve two hundred yards to another gate, stout and padlocked. Just before this gate a narrow track angles off up the hills to Gollans Valley.

        
The coastline from here to Pencarrow is raw and bleak. In a few places the roadside is lined by a scraggy native shrub giving an illusion of shelter, but for the most part the road, almost at sea level, is completely exposed. The shoreline runs southwest, offering little shelter. The bays are open and shallow. Camp Bay, Hinds Point and Inconstant Point are the only named features.

        
The beaches are rough, broken and pebbly; the pebbles rattle in and out with the waves. Great outcrops of rock show above the water close to shore. Others lie in jumbled patterns just beneath the surface. The water is shallow and easily disturbed. Beds of kelp swirl about in the tide. In calm seas there are few safe landing places. In rough weather there are fewer still.

        
On 10 April the Pencarrow shore was lashed by terrible seas and winds with the surf breaking in torment several hundred yards out. Giant waves burst through the inshore rocks, spraying water, boulders and debris over the road. This was the grim shore awaiting many of the 

Wahine's passengers and crew—and some of the rescuers—on the afternoon of 10 April.

        
The cold sea shocked the breath out of fifty-four-year-old Miss 
Margaret Millar of Gore as she surfaced close to the ship. She was poorly dressed for immersion in the sea—no shoes or stockings and only a light linen frock and mohair cardigan. The cardigan helped
          

a little. The strongly ebbing tide carried her rapidly past the stern of the 

Wahine and soon all she could see was the high port side, and nothing of the boats being lowered or the people jumping in. She kept glancing over her shoulder to see if the ship had gone under.

        
"I had no idea of the direction of the nearest land. It was raining and blowing. Pretty soon my face got cold. But I was in, and all I could do was lie there. There were many others around." Miss Millar floated quietly, conserving her strength. She couldn't see very much as she rode up and down in the big swells but does recall seeing the 

Aramoana looking helpless among the lifejacketed people floating in the sea. After she had been in the water for about half an hour her hopes of rescue lifted when she saw a lifeboat making toward her, but it turned away apparently to pick up someone else. A short time later Miss Millar saw the boat stand on end, spilling its occupants into the angry sea. Later, she saw its shattered remains washed up on the far shore. No other boats came near her.

        
"I realised that no one in this world could help me and that if I was to be saved it would only be by the love and mercy of Almighty God. So I just lay there, unable to help myself."

        
Though they couldn't help, for they were in the same predicament, others from the 

Wahine still floated in the water near Miss Millar. "I did think it would be nice to drift alongside someone. An elderly gentleman bumped into me and we did a swirl together. I said to him, 'This is no good' and he replied 'No.' Words seemed so silly at a time like that when looking at someone said more than words." A woman also bumped into Miss Millar, but this time there were no words: the woman was dead. Pier body floated away and so did the elderly gentleman and Miss Millar was alone again. "The waves were beginning to make me feel sick and my back was beginning to get tired because my heaviest part, my bottom, kept wanting to sink. My feet were right out of the water so I thought I'd put them down and straighten up. But the thought of sharks flashed through my mind so I let my feet fly up again and just put up with my tired back."

        
She was very cold now. And tired. She shivered from head to foot and her legs were numb. She thought it would be nice to sleep and lay back and closed her eyes. She was thinking how wonderful
          

sleep was when water suddenly gushed up her nose and shocked her out of the deadening stupor.

        
She looked about again after the reviving wave and realised she could see land. But as the bleak Pencarrow coast loomed up Miss Millar saw something else. Rocks. She floated in, powerless to avoid them.

        
"On my right was a huge rock as high as a house with mountainous seas breaking over it. The awful rocks worried me, but in spite of them the sight of land gave me hope." A few minutes later she was close to shore and in the grip of breaking waves spilling tons of cold green water in a fury of foam. One wave tossed her around in its giant grip, twisting her backwards.

        
She cried to herself, "Oh, my back" and wondered if she could hold her breath until the wave threw her to the surface again. She did, but another sea was coming at her. It was not quite as bad as the first but buried her again. She did her best to cover her head with her arms, thinking a broken arm was better than a head slashed open on the rocks. When Miss Millar came out of the second wave she was, unbelievably, beyond all visible rocks and the beach—such as it was—was close. She saw two young men bolting across it to pull a man out of the water who was closer in.

        
Somehow she dragged an arm out of the water and waved weakly to one of the men. One of the greatest thrills of her life was to see the man wave back. He came running toward her as she was washed in.

        
Her ordeal wasn't yet quite over. "There was a strong undertow, and my feet would hit the bottom and the rubble would run from under them and I'd be on my way out again. But the young man rushed in when one wave went out and waited until the next brought me into his most wonderful arms." The rescuer dragged Miss Millar out of the shallow, ebbing water and held her gently as he lowered her to her feet. They stood there for a few minutes, this middle-aged woman and her young rescuer. Miss Millar murmured thanks to the man and thanked God for saving her life.

        
The first thing Dianne Houltham was aware of when she hit the water was other people around her calling for their children, wives, husbands and friends. Dianne was alone and had no one to call to. As it had done with Miss Millar and all the others in the water, the tide dragged Dianne away from the ship and she began the long drift to the Pencarrow coast. She linked up with four others,
          

and the five of them clung to each other's clothes and lifejackets like limpets. One of the little group was Christopher Morrah, twenty-one, an assistant purser on the 

Wahine.
        

        
"We seemed to be out there for hours," Dianne remembers, "trying to encourage each other to relax and keep kicking, watching other objects we knew were people, bobbing about helplessly among the waves, and the crowded liferafts drifting further away from us." Dianne and her group also saw the motorboat's passengers tossed into the sea and they agreed then they were safer in their life-jackets in the water than in an overcrowded boat.

        
The little group drifted calmly for a long time until they hit the waves which were breaking off the eastern shore. As the breakers became more frequent and rougher, they began to fragment the party. The sea peeled three of the five away, leaving Dianne and Morrah together. They clung to each other until an unexpected breaker forced them apart. Suddenly Dianne hit something hard. She remembered nothing more until she came to, shivering, on a cold, rocky, deserted beach. Her back, arms and legs were bruised and her face was grazed. She was alone. There was no sign of Morrah. It was not until next day that she learned that Morrah was dead.

        
Many swimmers were chilled by the sea but some found it warm, which was not surprising because the sea temperature, at 58°, was 13° higher than the air reading. When policeman David McEwen plunged into the sea from the 
W&liine's port side belting he was surprised how remarkably warm the water was. When he dragged himself from the surf just north of Hinds Point between one and a half and two hours later he was still reasonably warm. But as he stood, completely exhausted after a battle for survival in the final few yards, the cold wind almost froze him on the spot.

        
Someone kicked the top of 
Graham Poole's head as he climbed down one of the 

Wahine's port side ladders and shouted "Keep going". Poole, thirty-five, didn't need any urging. He was going as fast as he dared. When he got to the end of the ladder just above the belting he paused for a second or two and then made a fiat dive to the water about ten feet below.

        
Swimming in the bulky lifejacket wasn't easy and when he tired, and stopped to look back, he found he had got only forty yards from the ship. Another swimmer passed Poole and told him to
          

kick, so the Auckland man began a rhythmic breaststroke to get as far away from the ship as possible in case she went down.

        
The current swept Poole around her stern into a sea seemingly full of people. He had no control over the direction he went and had no idea where he was. The rescue boats he could see were a long way off so he decided to attempt to get to one of the rafts floating nearby. He swam towards one but it was hard work and he didn't seem to make much headway. Another headed his way but he missed it as he tried to swim against the current to get in its path. A few minutes later he saw it capsize.

        
Then a curling wave lifted him and dumped him fairly close to the first raft he had been chasing. "It took a long time to make the last twenty yards. When I finally reached it someone pulled me up on the already full raft and I sprawled on the edge exhausted. It was then I began to feel the cold and the water I had swallowed burned deep."

        
The raft floated on. Some time later a big wave loomed over the little craft. As Poole watched it begin to break he reached out and grabbed a rope running around the side of the raft. Pie hung on desperately as the wave smashed down, overturning the raft and sweeping everyone else thirty to forty yards away. Poole tried lifting himself up on the raft but didn't have the strength to succeed. As he held on in the water he got colder and colder, his teeth chattered like a pneumatic drill, his body becoming stiff and numb.

        
From then on events became rather muddled. Poole remembers seeing a rubber dinghy with an outboard motor (Vic Cranston's Zodiac) rescuing other people from the now rough and breaking sea. He swallowed some petrol which must have come from the outboard. That also burned his throat and stomach. He dimly recalls someone asking people to make room on the raft for a woman in the water and someone else shouting "Hang on, the raft's going ashore."

        
Then a breaker picked up the raft and tore from his hands the rope he had been hanging on to. Poole was in the boiling surf and hitting something hard. When he opened his eyes he was on a rock. Another wave washed him clear and threw him up on a rocky, shingly beach.

        
The people on the 

Wahine's motorboat had had it somewhat easier until they were tipped into the sea. The lucky ones were picked up by the 

Tapuhi and pilot launch 
Arahina. The less 
for-
          

tunate missed out on rescue and the heavy seas carried them and their overturned boat on to the eastern shore.

        

Albert Hansen remembers that when the 
Arahina had to leave the lifeboat because it was in dangerously shallow and breaking water, a woman, two other men and himself were left clinging to the boat. He looked around, saw large black rocks with waves breaking over them and began to take stock. He remembers thinking that he had had a good life and that he would soon be fifty-eight. Pie asked himself if he was prepared to settle for that. Later he heard of another man from the 

Wahine who had seen angels at about that time. Hansen saw no angels—all he could see was rocks. He let go of the boat as it surged in toward shore and went with the waves, head first, floating on his back, legs dangling uselessly. The waves picked him up and dumped him ashore. He isn't too clear what happened after that but remembers a dark-featured policeman leaning over him and asking him if he could get up. The injured man said he couldn't, because his back was gone. The policeman disappeared to get help. Hansen, his teeth chattering, lay where he was flat on his back as unconsciousness overwhelmed his senses.

        
The seventh time Max Nelson and his wife were washed off the motorboat was the last. They were separated as they were dashed into the rocky coast by the surf. Nelson got to his feet on the rocks on which he landed, tried to climb them, but was washed off again to one side. Eventually he felt ground under his feet and sloshed, ashore, dazed. Someone helped him to the road and there he found his wife, another rescuer aiding her.

        
Canterbury University student Roger Bush stayed with the lifeboat until it was close to shore. Then he was swept off. Completely exhausted, he was unable to help himself as the waves carried him in. A policeman dragged him to safety.

        
Another passenger who came ashore from the motorboat was Mrs Hickman of Ashburton. "I floated. My lifejacket kept coming off over my head and I kept pushing it back and the next thing I saw were some rocks. I made a grab at one, but I got washed off. Then I felt a bang, which did not hurt, but I seemed to get into this terrible whirlpool with sea all over the top. It was really terrific and my lifejacket got torn off and the last thing I remember is I seemed to be in a big vacuum with all this water around me and my feet touched, it felt like ... it was not sand ... it was
          

shingle or gravel, and that is the last I remember till I came to up on the bank."

        
She had lost sight of her husband when the boat overturned; later, she learned that he was among the dead.

        
The sea scored a victory over the 

Wahine's motorboat and it also claimed the 

Aramoana's two motor lifeboats.

        
When the ferry's skipper, Captain 
Anthony Dodds, realised there was no chance of getting survivors aboard his ship the decision was made to launch the two motorboats. Captain Dodds backed the ferry into calmer water and the boats and their volunteer crews under first officer Charles Graham and second officer John King were lowered safely to the sea. Both lifeboats headed for the survivors who could be seen in the water towards the eastern shore. Captain Dodds and the others who remained on the 

Aramoana lost sight of both boats in the breakers.

        
Before he volunteered for Graham's boat chief cook Arthur Elliott, an ex-Royal Navy man, had been warming pies and making soup for possible survivors. All that was forgotten now as he and the six others in the boat went about the task of saving lives.

        
"We ignored the rafts and took off after the individual people floating in the water in their lifejackets," Elliott says. "We passed a surfboat and a fishing boat on our way toward them, and it was about ten minutes before we got up with the people swimming or floating."

        

          

Aramoana motorman Eddie Smith grabbed the lifeboat's painter and went into the water for the first survivors they reached—an old man and boy of about six years of age who were clinging to one of the 

Wahine's three wooden rafts. Elliott remembers: "The old man was half unconscious. Eddie swam about six feet taking the painter to the raft. We dragged the rope back and pulled the man and the boy and Smith aboard. I wedged the boy between the engine and a seat. He was squealing out in fright." The old man, badly shocked, had a cut over his brow and was bleeding. With his clothes and lifejacket heavy with water it was a big job to get him in, but four of the 

Aramoana crew finally got the old chap in by grabbing his trousers.

        
Now the 

Aramoana's boat plucked two women from the sea, one of them Mrs Karalyn Brittain.

        
She had got the surprise of her life when she went right under after jumping from the 

Wahine. She came up spluttering and
          

coughing. She looked for the seaman who had Joanne and saw him on his back with her daughter kneeling on the front of his lifejacket, which was floating fiat on the surface. She could just see Joanne's coat and hat. The seaman called out and told her to get as far away from the ship as she could. She could not swim but paddled with her hands. She tried to keep near the seaman and Joanne but gradually they drifted further away and finally disappeared.

        
As Mrs Brittain drifted she could see houses on Seatoun Heights at times through the murk, and to sea the 

Aramoana. Slowly she moved towards the opposite shore. At one stage she came across a young steward holding hands with a girl and joined them. "We held hands and I tried to keep them calm by telling them how close to shore we were; anything but the position we were in. I prayed and I told them to pray." The girl started calling for help. A man popped up nearby and asked incongruously, "What's wrong?" He took the girl's hand and they drifted away, the man comforting her.

        
The sea separated Mrs Brittain and the steward. Mrs Brittain drifted into bigger seas "deep green with a bit of a flip at the top". Then she remembered the whistle attached to the lifejacket. She blew and blew and blew.

        
Unexpectedly, she spotted Graham's boat. She remembers it as "a little boat with a man standing up and peering around". Excitedly she waved and yelled. Next minute it was beside her and then she was lying in the boat and being told to hang on to oars which were beside her. The old man who had been dragged in a few minutes earlier was in the bottom too. Mrs Brittain lay where she was and took no further notice of what was going on. She felt safe and no longer had to think about survival although she was desperately worried about her baby daughter.

        
Though Mrs Brittain felt safe, the boat's crew did not. They were fighting for the life of the little craft. Graham had taken the boat closer to shore to get more survivors and was hauling two aboard when a big sea broke over the boat, partially swamping it. The tiller, which did not have a pin locking it to the rudder, was washed overboard. Graham grabbed a steering oar and managed to turn the boat and run with the sea, but he was unable to steer away from the shore. He tried making an emergency tiller from the floorboards but the wood was too soft, and before he could do
          

anything else the boat was in shallow water and swamped by huge waves.

        
One of them jerked Elliott, motorman Smith and steward Geoff Mortensen from the boat. The rolling green comber ripped Elliott's shoes from his feet and washed his jacket off. The jacket was one of the Salvus type and Elliott had never felt confident about it. He was less so after seeing how easily it slipped over his head. He managed to grab the jacket's tapes and held on to them as he shrugged out of his raincoat and let the waves wash him in. He worried about the rocks as he neared the shore and one wave stranded him on an outcrop four or five feet out of the water. He clung to the rock as the wave surged out, but let go and went into the beach on the next breaker. As he staggered to his feet he saw Mortensen lying dazed at the water's edge with a cut on his head. The 

Aramoana's cook braced a foot against a small rock and hung on to Mortensen to prevent the undertow taking him out again. He pulled Mortensen clear as the wave receded and the two men limped up the beach. Smith had come ashore safely too.

        
The other crewmen and the survivors, huddled in the bottom, were in the boat as it crashed ashore, the rocks grinding chunks of fibreglass from its hull.

        
Mrs Alma Hick had been in the water over an hour and was well over to the Pencarrow coast when she was picked up by John King's 

Aramoana boat. She had been helped over the side of the 

Wahine after seeing Gordon taken into the water by second steward McMaster. Mrs Hick was the first survivor rescued by King and his five-man crew. An elderly Australian man was hauled out of the sea a few minutes later but these were all that the motorboat was to rescue, and they weren't out of the water long before they were back in. King's boat had lost its tiller soon after launching— again no locking-pin—but the steering oar worked reasonably in its place although making steering heavy work. An engineer in the boat manufactured a tiller from the floorboards, as Graham had tried to do, but this broke and King went back to the steering oar.

        
The sailors from the 

Aramoana had just rescued Mrs Hick and the Australian when a giant wave flipped the boat end over end, capsizing it. A couple of the crew were washed away to land on shore. Another was picked up by a private launch. King looped his arm through the neck tape of Mrs Hick's lifejacket and clung with her to the upturned boat with the two remaining crewmen. The
          

Australian floated nearby. Their predicament was shortlived: the 54-foot trawler 
Seaway found King's boat soon after it had capsized.

        
The high-bowed little 
Seaway had come into Wellington the night before after a rough trip from fishing grounds off Akaroa. Norman O'Connor, a crewman, was having a quiet beer in the Pier Hotel early in the afternoon of 10 April when someone dashed in to shout that the 

Wahine was being abandoned and the harbourmaster wanted every available boat to go to the rescue. O'Connor was prepared to take the 
Seaway out himself even though he didn't have the necessary qualifications but the situation resolved itself when Digby Foggin, skipper of the trawler 
Newfish I, which had already left for the 

Wahine without him, leapt aboard the 
Seaway and took the wheel. Two volunteers, one of them Terry Adams, at that time the Seamen's Union assistant secretary, joined as the ship cast off.

        
As the 
Seaway closed with the lifeboat the trawler crew heaved out a line which the 

Aramoana sailors managed to fasten to the boat's grab-rail. It broke, but was followed by another with a lifebelt attached. One by one the four were hauled from the boat and aboard the 
Seaway, Mrs Hick first. Another lifebelt saved the life of the Australian.

        
Nearby the 
Newfish was busy plucking other people from the water as the 
Seaway headed back for town. The rescued five huddled in the vessel's tiny chartroom, blue with cold and suffering from exposure. Behind, the 

Aramoana's boat drifted sluggishly in to shore. The sea finally tossed her, upside down, on the sharp rocks near Hinds Point, a total loss.

        
Of the four lifeboats—two from the 

Wahine and two from the 

Aramoana—cast ashore on the eastern side of the harbour, the 

Wahine's number three was the only one to arrive undamaged and the only one whose skipper had chosen the east as his goal.

        
Number three's safe, easy landing well north of the deadly rocks was due to Able Seaman Terry Victory's determination to keep the sea astern and not to make for Seatoun as he was urged to do by some of his passengers. Victory's lifeboat scooted up harbour and surfed ashore on a long swathe of sand off the heart of Eastbourne township, three and a half miles northeast of the 

Wahine, at about 2.45 pm.

        
Victory, one of the certificated lifeboatmen on the 

Wahine, took charge of the craft because there was no one else to do so. Two
          

firemen from the ship were among other crewmen aboard. During the abandonment Victory got down to the aft starboard side of C deck to see passengers jumping into number three as it drifted alongside the ship after launching. He leapt about eight feet into the boat, climbed on the gunwale and tried to hold the boat against the ship and help people aboard. Then someone jumped on him and he fell back into the boat. When he got to his feet it had drifted aft of the 

Wahine's stern doors. He shipped the tiller as the passengers got to work cranking the propulsion gear. The boat was nowhere near full. Victory said later that he estimated forty to forty-five persons were aboard but there were probably more than that. George Reid, who boarded the boat from B deck, did a check after landing and thinks the boat carried between fifty and sixty.

        
One man was hauled in from the sea but there seemed to be no other swimmers in the immediate vicinity as number three moved away from the 

Wahine. She backed out into the channel with the sea abeam and then Victory turned the bow to the north. There was a chorus of advice to take the boat where Dartford's and Bennett's craft appeared headed, but Reid remembers that Victory was adamant: "We're not going to go across the sea and get tipped over. We're going to run before the wind and the sea," he said. The wind was from the northerly quarter and against them before they got ashore but they moved steadily away from the 

Wahine, and the passengers moved the boat well once they got accustomed to the propulsion gear. One of the pilot launches appeared to change direction toward number three when it was about a quarter of a mile from the 

Wahine, but was apparently satisfied at the boat's progress and steered past to go after liferafts. The pilot's crew waved thumbs up to the lifeboat's complement. Reid helped propel the boat for about twenty minutes until someone suggested he might have a heart attack and a younger man took his place.

        
The boat's arrival at Eastbourne took almost everyone by surprise. A few people spotted the craft as it sailed majestically through the rain and mist past the southern end of Eastbourne township. It was largely housewives and children from homes on the water's edge who gaped as the big white three-tonner came in on the waves that were breaking three to four hundred yards out. "I didn't like the look of it at first," says Reid. "It was tremendous. High and wild. But after we weathered the first wave I quite
          

enjoyed it. I'd never surfed before." The lifeboat ground deep into the sand as it touched the beach.

        
Fate decreed the rocky, more southerly landing for the rafts and people in the water. Ironically, had the wind remained strong from the south, and had the tide not been running out, survivors would have been swept up harbour to safe landings in Eastbourne township and probably beyond. Hundreds of rescuers would have been on hand. But in the hour after 1 pm the wind dropped rapidly. By 2 pm it was down to a shade over ten knots. More important though the wind veered a full ninety degrees from southwest to northwest. And the outgoing tide was swirling strongly east and south when the abandonment was fully under way. Mocking the rescue operation, the wind and current drove the rafts and swimmers more directly across the harbour on to the killing rocks, a mile away.

        
When the raft that Lynn and Gillian Kingsbury leapt on to finally drifted away from the sinking 

Wahine, about twenty people were aboard. The canopy had not inflated and lay squashed underfoot. Attempts made to get it up failed because everyone couldn't get out to the edge of the raft at once. Those on board also tried unsuccessfully to manoeuvre with the aid of paddles to get at swimming survivors. Lynn realised their plight was serious, that some of those who had left the ship would perish and that he could well be one. He thought about how he would reorganise his life if Gillian did not live. His wife, unknown to him, was thinking along the same lines and later told Lynn she had decided she would try and manage their farm if he died.

        
Lynn wasn't sure where the raft was headed. He knew the harbour layout only vaguely and because of the rain, mist and swell it was difficult to see the shore. The raft rode comfortably but the wind and rain were bitingly cold and after a quarter of an hour the exposed passengers were shivering uncontrollably. Those on the raft tried singing, but after 
Onward Christian Soldiers and 
Oh, What a Beautiful Morning, interest waned. Empty floating life-jackets and muffled cries for help from the sea depressed everyone. Thirty minutes after they had left the 

Wahine the rugged Pencarrow coast began to loom up, grey and forbidding. The swell was heavier and moving more quickly with sharper crests when suddenly the 

Tapuhi was by them. The tug's crewmen threw a line which was fastened to a shackle on the raft's webbing.

        


        
Rescue seemed certain, but hopes were dashed as the tug's bow ploughed alarmingly close. At the worst moment the raft was ten feet from the tug's bow. A crewman hastily cast off the line and those on the raft heard him yell to the bridge, "Full astern and bloody quick!" The 

Tapuhi narrowly cleared the raft and its frightened passengers. The tug was only a cockleshell when seen from the 

Wahine, but alongside the raft she seemed immense. There was no time for a second rescue attempt.

        
The raft was in the breakers now. One tremendous sea lifted the tiny craft, carried it on its crest for several hundred yards and dropped it at the base of a ten-foot rock. Three people lost their grip and were thrown overboard. The next wave, even larger, lifted the raft to the top of the rock. Lynn remembers, "We pivoted and fell down the other side. Most of us were thrown out. The next thing I remember is feeling something solid under me. I grabbed. Between waves it was a rock about four feet out of the water. The rope the tug gave us was hitched around my ankle. It was taut. I tried to free it but hadn't succeeded when the wave hit me. A broken leg seemed inevitable, but somehow the rope came undone."

        
More waves and he was being rolled over and over in the boiling surf with not a chance of doing a thing to save himself. Moments later he was washed ashore. He was on his hands and knees in a foot of swirling water. Another wave poured over him as he crawled up the beach and staggered to his feet. Behind, the raft was close in, upside down with several people, including Gillian, underneath. She summoned every ounce of willpower to remain calm as she fought to free an arm which she had entwined through the raft's webbing earlier. She won the desperate battle but lost the handbag she had clung to throughout the trip from the ship. She attempted to crawl out from under the raft as it sloshed about on the shingly beach but the waves kept clawing it back to sea. Gillian was in danger of drowning until her husband and other passengers already safe on shore lifted it up and dragged her to her feet.

        
Mrs 
Phyllis Robertson of Wellington was another who landed alive on the eastern shore from a raft. She yelled for help as she landed in the water from the stricken 

Wahine. Five minutes after quitting the ship she was aboard a raft but remembers the people already on it had a job getting her aboard. Her thick coat and
          

suit, waterlogged, made her heavy. "Don't let me go," she implored and they didn't. She lay shivering, soaked and shocked, in the bottom of the raft, on her side. Lying half across Mrs Robertson was another woman, who was vomiting. "I didn't think we had any chance of being saved. But I thought it was better to die out there than on the ship."

        
The raft floated a long time before a man yelled: "Hold on, everyone. This is it!" The raft was ashore an instant later crashing down on the beach. "It happened so quickly. There was a tremendous volume of noise. The surf was booming all around. We were lucky. The younger passengers were out as quick as a flash and helped us. I'll never forget. Then I was crawling up the beach and it was nice to be on land. But then I looked up and saw those tremendous cliffs.

        
" 'God! No man's land,' I thought."

        
Airwoman Pinky Brown's liferaft performed nicely, and the inflated canopy protected the twenty aboard from wind and rain. Pinky was close to one of the two openings and watched the lifeboats disappear into the mist. Then a girl in her late teens was hauled from the water and she was followed by a hefty Maori who Pinky swears was clad only in a pair of swimming trunks. Fie was blue with cold. The raft moved quickly astern of the 

Wahine and things went well until about ten minutes later when the raft was hit by an unusually big wave. "A 
damned big one," Pinky recalls. "We saw it coming and closed the flaps, but water forced its way in as the wave smashed down. The raft bent inwards and I fell back on the others. But the raft sprang back to normal shape and we scooped out the water."

        
Then Pinky spotted another man swimming in the water. Like the Maori, he was without a lifejacket. Pinky moved away from the flap as the men aboard heaved the dripping survivor into the raft after snagging him with a boathook which had come from the 

Wahine.
        

        
Apart from the one big wave the raft was untroubled by the sea and floated well. "Up and down, up and down, up and down," says Pinky. "Many of us were sick, and the stench was unpleasant. It made me feel awful and I opened the flap and vomited into the sea."

        
A Fijian on the raft was praying out loud. A man Pinky remembers as a "honey" tried to organise a sing-song. One of the
          

few tunes that went the distance was 
Michael Row the Boat Ashore. The singing ended. Near Pinky a crying woman was telling her husband, "I've loved you through all this and I still love you." "Honey" chipped in: "You'll be telling him a different story in ten years."

        
The raft closed with the eastern shore, "Honey" gave a running commentary: "Cheer up everyone. We're nearly there. A beautiful landing. A beautiful sandy beach." Pinky looked out. All she could see were rocks. Someone produced a knife and ripped a whopping hole in the canopy so those aboard would have a greater chance of escaping if the raft overturned. Pinky decided the fewer on board the raft if it capsized, the better. She peeked from the raft again and saw the breakers, decided they were reasonably close to shore, and jumped into the sea. As she floated on her back those left on the raft yelled to her "Are you okay?" Pinky waved and shouted back, "I'm right." Then she was in the breakers and swallowing seawater. Suddenly a little Asian boy, about seven or eight, appeared beside her. Pinky didn't know where he had come from. He hadn't been on her raft. Pinky grabbed the boy's lifejacket tapes and the two of them were swirled ashore. They touched bottom and "Honey" was at her side, helping. "Good on you, you little fish," he grinned. Pinky knew then the liferaft was ashore safely. The little boy was taken from her. Pinky was sick again.

        
The raft that carried Sue Madarasz to the far shore had trouble getting away from the 

Wahine. It heaved up and down alongside the ship for the best part of quarter of an hour. Sue was worried that the listing ship would go right over and crush the raft and the twenty or so aboard. And the davits which hung over the little craft and the big swinging lifeboat hooks were frighteningly dangerous. The passengers tried paddling with their hands without much success. Finally, the tide pulled them past the stern of the ship.

        
Sue was scared, and concerned about Peter. The raft's canopy was not up and before long she and the others were soaked by the rain and sea and miserably cold. She kept her head down in a vain attempt to keep warm. Soon she was shaking like a leaf. Alongside her a woman was vomiting into a hat. It was an altogether unpleasant ride across the harbour, which ended when the raft capsized in the surf.

        
Sue splashed into the water, was tumbled over and over and
          

then popped to the surface. "I tried swimming. It just about killed me. I think the best thing to do is just relax. The waves kept on coming but I seemed to be going out. I didn't know whether to lie on my back and let them go over me, or what. I swam, but I just couldn't make it. I was getting worried then and I think I yelled out to someone on the beach who was waiting for us." In the end she was swept in and the rescuer, who turned out to be a fellow survivor, yanked her from the sea.

        
When the raft holding salesmanager 
Roger Wilson plopped into the sea the painter was still attached to the 

Wahine. Wilson crawled to the small stern opening to release the rope. It seemed to him an age before he got the line free, allowing the raft to float off. Then he discovered the small sea-anchor and put it in to the water. To a certain extent the drogue kept the raft's head into the wind.

        
As the raft drifted across the harbour, the passengers reasonably warm and comfortable under the bright orange canopy, Wilson saw the 

Aramoana, the 
Tapuhi, a pilot boat, and other rescue vessels coming from the north. He also watched the 

Wahine's motorboat overturn and a nearby raft capsize. For some time he thought one of the rescue boats would get to his raft. "But when we got close to the shore I realised that we would have to beach and all I could see was a shoreline of rocks and breaking surf. My main concern was to help bring the raft in and save the people on it. One poor guy in the water near us kept crying 'Help', but there was nothing we could do to save him."

        
Now the raft was in the big stuff. Wilson fought desperately to keep the craft's head to the wind and not abeam of the waves, mountainous and breaking off the top.

        
Wilson: "We took two very big breakers on top of the raft and only just managed to come up again. We got closer and started riding the surf. I used the small paddle to try to steer the raft to a beach I could make out and ripped the rubber canopy with a knife provided in the raft so that if the craft turned over people would not be trapped inside."

        
The manoeuvring succeeded. The raft thumped down on the beach. Wilson and another man leapt out, holding the raft on to a rock jutting from the sand so the others could get out.

        
Australian Sue Smith's raft flipped in the surf off the eastern shore and though its canopy was not up people were trapped underneath.

        


        
The majority of the passengers were elderly or old; some of them drowned. For a few minutes Sue was in trouble herself as she struggled to get clear of the floppy rubber. Each time she tried, a wave forced her back. Youthful strength eventually took her to the surface, free at last. She held an old woman up but waves forced the pair apart and the other woman drowned as Sue was washed ashore. Bodies of passengers from the raft, who had not been as lucky as Sue, were rolling back and forward in the waves. The living were too weak to drag the dead and injured from the water.

        
Robert Landreth of Dunedin spotted a couple of fishing boats as the raft carrying him and his wife Gladys, fifty-nine, neared the far shore. But the boats couldn't get to the raft because of the rocks, and it slipped by into the surf. Then it was overturned by a big wave. Landreth was trapped underneath and could feel himself drowning. Suddenly he was free of the cloying raft, being washed on to a rock—"Good and hard too; I think that's what brought me around"—and then ashore on hands and knees. There were four other people near him at the water's edge. They appeared dead; he tried to lift their heads from the water but was too exhausted. Later, he learned that his wife, too, had drowned.

        
For five and a half years Alun Williams had trained to save people in the water from crashed or ditched aircraft but had never had to put his skills to the test—until 10 April. That it was to save people from a sinking ship was quite immaterial.

        
Williams, a burly Welshman who migrated to New Zealand after the last war, should have been rescuing 

Wahine survivors from one of the two Zodiac liferafts that had reached Seatoun beach from Wellington Airport. The first Zodiac had got away all right but the one Williams was to have gone on was partially swamped by a vicious little wave at the launching spot at the western end of the beach and the motor coughed as water entered the carburettor. Alongside, about to go out, was the 17-foot cabin cruiser 
Maru. It had been brought to the beach by Peter Webster, a Miramar fireman, who had borrowed it in the emergency from a friend's home. The owner reached the scene to see the 
Maru disappearing toward the rescue zone. Williams had not waited to get the Zodiac bailed and the motor started. He heaved one of the airport team's ten-man liferafts into the cabin cruiser and climbed in. Senior crash fireman Malcolm Yates, another of the airport
          

men, and Webster joined him and the 
Maru spurted away from Seatoun.

        
The 

Wahine had slipped over on her side by the time the 
Maru was circling the ship. There was no sign of survivors but Williams could see people in the water further east. He told Webster to sweep toward the Pencarrow coast. Webster steered while Yates worked the carburettor. The throttle linkage wasn't functioning properly so Yates had to lift the engine cover off and pump the carburettor manually. The engine drove a Hamilton jet propulsion unit.

        
The sea was fairly manageable near the 

Wahine, but the rough stuff further out was frightening. Battling the bruising waves rolling from the harbour entrance, the 
Maru, despite her speed, took some time to reach the group of survivors the men on her could see—about twenty-five people scattered over a wide area, exhausted, shocked, grey, and absolutely unmoving. There was hope in their eyes though as they watched the boat manoeuvre. Rescuing them, however, was not so easy—as Webster, Williams and Yates soon found out.

        
"We'd try and pull alongside someone in the trough of a wave only to find another twenty-footer come thundering down on us," says Webster. We had to leave whoever we were attempting to pick up, open up the throttle and try again. We were close to foundering three or four times and rode over a couple of the large waves side on. Luckily we didn't ship much water. The boat would have been in real trouble if the sea had doused the exposed engine."

        
At 2.45 pm the jet boat was four to five hundred yards off shore just out of the surfline. To stay there was to court disaster. The men couldn't pick up anyone and there was no option but to head back to Seatoun. But Williams wasn't needed to man the boat and he could not leave people in the water alone, so he heaved the liferaft over the side, pulled the lanyard to inflate the little round craft and, as Webster manoeuvred the 
Maru as close to it as he dared, dived overboard.

        
Webster and Yates watched until Williams flipped safely into the liferaft, then turned toward the western shore. They escaped narrowly as a larger than usual wave rolled at them, curling over.

        
In an account which Williams wrote he said simply of his action after getting into the raft: "I took the lifeline and went back into
          

the water, going round and pulling people into the raft." There was a good deal more to it than that. He swam through the turmoil of the sea to the half-drowned survivors, tugging and pushing them toward the liferaft. Getting the first couple aboard called for a tremendous effort; heaving them from the water up and over the slippery, smooth sides of the raft as it jumped up and down. After that it was a little easier, as the rescued gave a hand at rescuing as best they could in their weakened condition.

        
Williams swam away repeatedly from the liferaft, lifeline trailing behind, to bring in the seven people he could find in the vicinity. One was dead. The rest of the twenty-five that had been on the scene earlier had floated away. Williams was wearing white overalls that he borrowed during the morning from Air New Zealand personnel at the airport and at no stage did he inflate the thin circle of the service-type lifejacket looped over his head, for it would have made swimming difficult. Finally Williams had six survivors and one dead man aboard his raft. There were probably a couple of women among the little group hunched under the liferaft canopy. Williams is not sure. Sex was not important that day.

        
The raft spun into the surf and swept toward the rocky shore. Luck was with the people aboard: the raft hit a rock, bounced off, and slapped down on a tiny patch of sand.

        
Alun Williams and the crews of the 

Aramoana's lifeboats were not the only rescuers to end up on the eastern shore. The four-man crew of the 33-foot sloop 
Tahi Miranda were washed ashore battered and bruised near Hinds Point after the yacht was sunk by-huge seas in the harbour entrance. For owner-skipper Gerry Devitt it was the end of a dream and almost the end of his life. His life savings were sunk in this immaculate yacht, which he had been preparing for a world cruise. With fellow yachtsmen Jack Lysaght, Nick Cass, and Ted Colgan aboard he had left the Port Nicholson boat harbour along with the other small boats. Motoring past the deserted 

Wahine the 
Tahi Miranda had headed southeast to check that no survivors were drifting out to sea. Nick Cass remembers the conditions as fantastic. He saw Gerald Gibbons' 
Rewanui surfing past on one of the huge swells sweeping in from the southwest like massive express trains. "It must have carried her almost half a mile. Every moment I thought the bow would dip and she would be finished, but finally she slid off the back of the wave."

        
The 
Tahi Miranda drew a blank near the heads and turned
          

back. Further up harbour the yacht's crew spotted survivors close inshore. As Devitt manoeuvred the yacht to get closer, a huge sea thundered over the stern, flooding below deck through the open hatchway. In the rush to get out, the hatch covers had been left behind. Devitt turned the half-swamped yacht into the seas and, bailing and pumping furiously, his crew managed to get rid of most of the water. Once again they turned for the survivors but a giant wave which seemed higher than their 37-foot mast curled over and smashed down on the deck with the power of a waterfall. The 
Tahi Miranda rolled and screwed as the huge mass of water bore her down. Colgan was washed off and the mast ripped away. In the cabin, Lysaght was spun like a mouse in a cage, breaking his collarbone. The sloop slowly righted herself but was dangerously low in the water. And the motor was swamped. Cass realised it only needed a few more big seas and the boat would be lost. "I stripped off my overcoat, suit jacket and shoes, and grabbed a fender to act as a lifebuoy. I was worried about Gerry who couldn't swim, and Jack with his broken collarbone. We fitted Jack into a lifering and tried to get the water out."

        
But the water continued to pour in and the 
Tahi Miranda finally sank.

        
As the remaining three crew members were swept off, Cass tried to stay with Devitt but waves broke them apart. "They were crashing down and swamping us and I had ta fight to the surface coughing and spewing each time. I thought it was the end," Cass recalled later.

        
As he came closer to the shore he could see the rocks, waves dashing over them and high into the air. The seas swept Cass alongside Lysaght, and the two men decided to try to swim towards a tiny beach. Finally a wave cast them on the shore. Cass was so exhausted he was unable to get clear before the wave dragged him out. "A smaller wave washed me in again, and on my hands and knees I managed to crawl about ten yards before collapsing. When the wave took me out I saw Jack Lysaght washed out with it. I thought 'That's the end of Jack.' " Luckily it wasn't. Lysaght was swept around the rocks on a point and tossed ashore again, alive.

        
The next day the remains of the 
Tahi Miranda were scattered along half a mile of coastline.
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Chapter Thirteen

        
Harry Wilkins was enjoying a quiet beer in the clubrooms of the East Harbour branch of the Wellington Returned Services Association at 1.45 pm on 10 April when Len Satherly burst in with the news that people were jumping from the 

Wahine.
        

        
Satherly, a Lower Hutt policeman and a former constable at Eastbourne, told the startled Wilkins and the three men drinking with him that the police wanted the clubrooms as a reception centre for possible survivors. Wilkins, branch secretary, and the others were moving almost before Satherly finished speaking. They lit electric and oil-fired heaters, put water on to boil for tea in the kitchen, and began alerting other RSA members for help.

        
John Stichbury was at his home, about three-quarters of a mile away, when Wilkins phoned. His car had been knocked out by sea water earlier in the day so he ran to the RSA, a couple of hundred yards from Eastbourne township's small shopping centre. Stich-bury's wife Elsie, president of the association's women's committee, was under a dryer in a hair salon when she got the news she was needed.

        
The car that picked her up to take her to the clubrooms halted briefly at a store and the local telephone exchange to collect two more women. When the three of them hurried into the RSA, the men had things well organised. The women took over the kitchen. News of the disaster and the fact that the clubrooms were to be used for survivors spread swiftly through the close-knit community. Offers of help, food and clothing began to pour in and more helpers arrived.

        
Response was immediate when RSA officials began telephoning local businessmen for supplies. Dairy-owner Derek McClellan sent milk wanted for tea, and started preparing soup. Bill Munro consented instantly to the request for sandwiches but was out of bread. He dashed from his bakehouse down an alleyway into the shopping centre and almost bumped into a bread van. The driver had no spare bread but when Munro told him about the 

Wahine he handed over half a dozen large sliced loaves and declined payment: "I guess the firm can stand it."
          

Munro sought the aid of a draper, a barber, and a couple of women store assistants to prepare food. A little later they delivered the sandwiches to the RSA along with soup and trays piled with buns, scones, muffins, pies and cakes. There was close to $20 worth. Munro would not accept payment.

        
The RSA was a warm, cheering, well-stocked sanctuary for the first survivors when they arrived, cold, dripping, and shocked.

        
Police manpower resources on the eastern side of the harbour were limited, initially, to the men on duty in the Hutt and Petone areas but the police wasted no time once the emergency developed. The first indication the Lower Hutt police had that the 

Wahine was being abandoned was at 1.30 pm when duty senior sergeant Bryan Courtney overheard a radio message from a police car at Seatoun that the 

Wahine was listing badly and that passengers were jumping overboard. Courtney drove from the station at 1.36 pm. A sergeant and two constables accompanied him in one car and another car followed a few minutes later. Then an army truck bearing more police pulled out. A constable left at the station alerted Hutt Hospital.

        
The little convoy careered toward Eastbourne, through Seaview, Point Howard and along the coast, dodging trees, fallen power and telephone lines, boulders, smashed boats and other litter tossed by the storm all over the road.

        
As Courtney drove toward Eastbourne, seven or eight miles from Lower Hutt, he felt sure survivors would be swept to the eastern side of the harbour, but at that time he didn't know how right he was. The police cars hurtled down Muritai Road, main route through Eastbourne, to Burdan's Gate. By 2 pm thirty-three policemen had reached the gate. Most of them scurried on down the coast road on foot. There was no chance of driving. Courtney was told the condition of the road had deteriorated considerably since the inspection earlier in the day. Two hundred yards south of Burdan's Gate a landslide had spilled rock and earth over the road, and until this obstruction was cleared the road was impassable. It was an unfortunate development, one that seriously hampered the rescue operation. In the early stages, no vehicle could get down the coast to bring in survivors as they emerged from the sea.

        
One small, privately owned flatbed truck was manhandled over the blockage but was held up by debris further along the coast. A Land Rover bogged down completely on the slip.

        


        
Police calls to contractors and local bodies for earth-moving machinery were slowed by dislocated telephone services, so appeals for help were relayed over local radio stations. Gradually, heavy equipment began rolling toward Eastbourne from the Hutt Valley. But until front-end loaders and a bulldozer arrived and got to work on the slip and the road, there was no chance of vehicles getting far along the coast road. When the front-end loaders and bulldozer finally arrived, after 3.30 pm, they made short work of the slip and rapidly cleaned up the road. Then Land Rovers and a fleet of twenty-two Austin Gypsies, supplied by Magnus Motors, Lower Hutt, were able to begin moving.

        
At 2.05 pm Chief Inspector Twentyman placed Courtney in charge of the eastern rescue effort. The sergeant established a control point at Burdan's Gate and remained there for the rest of the afternoon, directing operations as best he could. Over the police radio he called for more men and was told three carloads were already on their way from Wellington. Recruits from the Trentham Police Training School, who had been stood down earlier in the day, were being assembled for dispatch.

        
Five buses from the Eastbourne Bus Company were driven through Burdan's Gate to the Gollan Valley turnoff area, to provide transport for survivors. Across the harbour the 

Wahine was barely visible through the murk.

        
Two hundred and twenty-three people came ashore and remained alive on the Pencarrow coast that day. Many were shocked, exhausted, and suffering from cold and exposure, particularly those who had floated across the harbour in the water or drifted over in liferafts without the protection of canopies. Some were not even sure they were safe when they reached shore. Police had to scramble up a steep fifty foot bank to rescue a couple who dashed up the hill in a desperate bid to get away from the sea. A young man was found cowering in a patch of scrub by the roadside.

        
The younger survivors were generally in reasonable shape. The older people suffered more. Seventy-five per cent of the dead were over fifty years of age. Theirs had been a terrifying and unequal struggle against the sea, surf and rocks. Some died in the water near the ship, some in mid-channel after being thrown from rafts or the 

Wahine's motorboat, others as they were washed ashore. However they died, the sea eventually yielded most of their bodies
          

on the eastern coast. Only four dead were picked up by the rescue flotilla.

        
When 10 April was over forty-three bodies had been taken away from the eastern side of the harbour. Four more were recovered in succeeding days.

        
The living began coming ashore at 2.15 pm and continued to do so until nearly 5 pm. By the time the last few were straggling ashore there were plenty of rescuers available, but in the earlier stages the police and the civilians who rallied to their side were stretched thin. The main stream of survivors landed along the mile of coast between the southern end of Camp Bay and Hinds Point. The far end of Camp Bay, a mile from Burdan's Gate, was a tough, energy-sapping hike. As rescuers moved to the main landing area the more northerly arrivals from the sea were demanding help. Their rescue delayed the southerly trek, and some survivors were ashore and walking out before help arrived.

        
The first survivors who reached the RSA clubrooms were not taken in there. They were in an ambulance which paused only briefly while the driver inquired for a doctor. There were no medical men present at the time so the ambulance left at once for Hutt Hospital.

        
The ambulance hadn't been long gone when survivors, brought by a bus, sloshed into the RSA. Steaming mugs of tea were pressed into shaking hands while RSA people began stripping sodden clothes from numbed bodies and searching for suitable replacements in the piles of dry clothing set up on trestles. Men rubbed down male survivors while volunteer nurses dealt with women until they were needed to treat the injured. Then RSA women members took over.

        
Rubbing cold, wet bodies was a tough assignment and the supply of dry towels began to diminish rapidly. Eastbourne's two hair-dressing salons were contacted and both promptly emptied their establishments of towels. Despite their dazed condition some of the survivors were a little reluctant about undressing in public, particularly as the afternoon wore on and the men-to-men, women-to-women principle began to blur in the rush.

        
One man being stripped by an RSA woman clutched his underpants and demurred when he was asked to shed them. But the woman insisted he remove the wet garment and at her urging he
          


          did so. He grinned: "No one has asked me to do that for twenty-five years."

        
Sand and pebbles were caked on the inside of the clothes worn by one hairy-chested survivor. He raised a smile when he was asked, "Don't you know it's an offence to take this stuff away from the beach?"

        
One batch of survivors who didn't get to the RSA was the group from Victory's lifeboat, most of whom were in reasonable condition and taken straight to Wellington railway station by bus. But four had to be hurried to hospital by Upper Hutt free ambulance driver Lawrence Perry, who met Victory's boat as it came in on the sand by the Eastbourne recreation reserve at the foot of Tuatoru Street. Lawrence was diverted to the landing spot by an ambulance driver further south, who reported seeing what he thought was a lifeboat heading up harbour towards shore. Perry reached the end of Tuatoru Street just as the boat touched.

        
Survivors, hardly believing their good fortune, poured from the boat, jumping into thigh-high water. The elderly and injured were helped over the high sides of the craft. Perry radioed for assistance and began sorting out those needing treatment. Flocks of nearby residents materialised and some took survivors to their homes. Perry was told an old man who had suffered a heart attack had been taken into a house, so he directed another ambulance to the address and asked another driver to pick up Mrs Alma Alexander, of Christchurch, who had been so sick the night before and had somehow cut her hand badly during the abandonment. She also had been taken to the home of a local resident. On the beach were three elderly women who, Perry decided, needed hospital treatment. One had a nasty shoulder injury. He wrapped all three in blankets and put them in the ambulance. A 

Wahine crewman handed Perry a boy about two years old. Perry asked the crewman where the child's parents were but the crewman didn't know—he had just grabbed the child on the ship and jumped with him into the lifeboat. The boy was cold and frightened, and looked at Pern' with dazed, empty eyes. The ambulanceman put a blanket around him and fastened him into a seat belt on the passenger seat in the cab.

        
"The little fellow just sat as still as a mouse and never took his eyes off me. As we drove I'd look over and he'd just be staring back at me. I'll never forget the way he looked. Just empty." The
          


        

[image: Joanne Brittain, became separated from her mother when the ferry was abandoned.]

Joanne Brittain, became separated from her mother when the ferry was abandoned.


          

[image: Tressa Dunford and her husband hung on to a raft for more than an hour before they were picked up by the tug Tapuhi.]

Tressa Dunford and her husband hung on to a raft for more than an hour before they were picked up by the tug 

Tapuhi.


          

[image: Australians Gladys and Albert Donohoo who became separated after leaping from the Wahine. They were reunited later in Wellington Hospital.]
Australians Gladys and 
Albert Donohoo who became separated after leaping from the 

Wahine. They were reunited later in Wellington Hospital.
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Air Force corporal 
Moira (Pinky) Brown who carried a shocked steward on her back after landing on the desolate eastern shore.
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Albert Hansen and his wife Ilene. Mr Hansen was seriously injured.


          


          

[image: Christchurch university student Kathryn Dallas spent nearly three hours in the water before being rescued.]
Christchurch university student 
Kathryn Dallas spent nearly three hours in the water before being rescued.
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Survivor Mrs 
May Hickman points to a model of the motorboat which she and her husband boarded. Her husband died when the motorboat capsized.


            
Dianne Houltham of Waipawa who floated all the way to a safe landing on the eastern shore. A steward who stayed with her till near the shore did not survive.


          

child's plight wrenched Perry's heart. He has three children of his own.

        
On the ride to Hutt Hospital Perry heard reports of the grim scene further south and at the hospital told the Casualty Ward what to expect.

        
George Reid, fifty-seven, was in relatively good shape when he climbed from the lifeboat and credits his spell on the boat's propulsion gear with keeping him warm. He stood about on the roadside for about ten minutes, then the bus arrived to take him and the others into the city. When it left a short time later it had a full load. Reid's accountant mind counted thirty-four seated and eight standing—plus the policewoman who was taking names. Reid noted the four who had gone in the ambulance, the two young men who had drifted off with the declared intention of drinks at the local pub, the others taken in by Eastbourne residents, and arrived at his estimate of between fifty and sixty in the boat.

        
Bill and Shirley Martyn bundled three survivors into their car and Mrs Martyn drove them to her nearby home. Martyn, a teacher, remained by the boat to see what else he could do. When the police arrived they wanted Martyn to bring the survivors back. He demurred, but agreed to get their names. When he returned to his home his wife was busy giving the three surprise guests—a middle-aged woman, and Mr and Mrs H. L. Keenan of Waimate —baths, dry clothes, hot drinks and food. Later in the afternoon someone picked up the woman but Mr and Mrs Keenan were tucked into bed and remained until the next day. In the middle of the night a son telephoned from Australia. He had heard where his parents were and wanted to be reassured they were all right.

        
The Martyns' heart-warming gesture was typical of the succour given 

Wahine survivors by Eastbourne residents.

        
Grace Girdlestone, a married woman with a grown family spotted eleven-year-old Ivan Farmer as he came from Victory's boat. The boy was alone, so Mrs Girdlestone gathered him into her arms and into her car, along with an American and his five-year-old son. She drove them to her home and popped both boys into a hot bath before dressing them in dry clothes and plying them with hot drinks. Then she took Ivan and the other boy and his father to the RSA.

        
Mrs Girdlestone gathered from Ivan's rather confused story that he was sailing on the 
Southern Cross next day with his mother and
          

two brothers to join his father, who was in Rhodesia. Mum and his brothers had been on the 

Wahine but he didn't know where they were. The boy was not at all well. Mrs Girdlestone didn't learn until later that Ivan was only a few days out of hospital after treatment for spinal meningitis.

        
The well-organised reception given the survivors from Victory's lifeboat was in sharp contrast with what was happening on the coast further south.

        
The rescuers' task was difficult and dangerous. Huge waves threatened police and civilian rescuers as they plunged chest-high into breakers to save lives. On several occasions waves beating high up the beaches dragged survivors back to the sea from positions that had appeared safe.

        
As survivors stumbled from liferafts and from the sea, there were no hot baths, drinks, blankets, or dry clothes waiting. A few probably perished where they landed, some were too exhausted to move and could only wait for the help that eventually came. The majority faced the long walk to Eastbourne over the ferocious coast road. Many were without shoes.

        
There were as many civilians and men from other agencies down the coast that afternoon as there were police. Civilians such as bus-driver 
Mark Powell, schoolboys John Sarginson, seventeen, and Bruce Mitchell, eighteen, and accountant Stephen Phillips, all of Eastbourne. Others like John Barnhill, 23-year-old Wellington radio serviceman, a member of the St John Ambulance light rescue squad, who made his way to Eastbourne when he heard the 

Wahine had capsized; Eastbourne fireman Hank Duba, who was an early arrival at Burdan's Gate after being called from his garage to start an ambulance which was out of action; nineteen of Duba's fellow-firemen, who were not called into action until 2.34 pm; Petone firemen; transport department officers, the medical people and ambulance men.

        

Mark Powell was driving one of the buses that had been requested for survivors. After parking near the Gollan Valley turnoff he and his fellow drivers spotted two liferafts floating in. They didn't know at the time that these were the two that had blown away empty during the early stages of the abandonment of the 

Wahine. One bus moved out to follow the rafts ashore and another went later when Victory's boat was seen moving up the harbour. Powell thought he could be useful further down the coast, and
          

was given permission to leave his bus when he explained that mechanics present could drive it if required. A policeman gave Powell the keys to the second gate, just beyond the turnoff, and asked him to open the gate and clear debris away from it. An ambulance man went with Powell.

        
By the time they had cleared the debris from the gate and got around into Camp Bay they were meeting survivors. The first group were youngsters of university age, probably from the cricket teams travelling on the 

Wahine. Powell was surprised. The survivors looked all right, and it didn't seem possible they could have come out of the sea, alive and apparently uninjured. There were no liferafts in sight in Camp Bay but around the point there were many—to Powell it looked like an invasion scene from a movie. Many survivors were still in the water and needed help. Powell and the ambulance man darted about plucking people to safety. Then they found a young man clad in only a pair of underpants. The rocks had dug a nasty gash in his temple. Powell went on while the injured survivor was treated by the ambulance man.

        
Powell told dazed survivors where they were and which way to go to find the buses.

        
"A lot seemed to want to walk the wrong way. One chap I pulled out was badly shocked. He looked just as if he had been drinking. He was quite determined to go the wrong way and I had too much to do to argue, so I let him go. We were together a few minutes and then he discovered his wife. It had obviously been his intention to find her, but he was in such a state he couldn't talk and tell me." Powell remembers that few of the survivors talked: "They were stunned. They looked as if the whole thing had been a dream."

        
One wave swept Powell off his feet as he bent to help a man with badly cut knees. The wave dragged both men out but another threw them back to shore. Powell grabbed a discarded lifejacket and put it on. The bus-driver found another man, who appeared to have only one leg. Then he discovered the missing limb was buried deep in the sand. He dug the leg free and someone with a knife cut the drawstrings on the man's lifejacket which had tightened in the water, worked up under his throat, and bitten into the skin.

        
Another of the civilians down the coast early was Stephen Phillips. He remembers the police at Burdan's Gate at 2 pm
          

seemed to have only a hazy idea what was going on. There was no invitation to help, but Phillips set off along the coast road—or what remained of it—with a couple of policemen. Round Camp Bay Point the surf was thick with survivors.

        
"There was an incredible number of liferafts," says Phillips. "They were just everywhere. And so many people. We waited for the right moment and grabbed." He and the police on the scene ventured into the water as far as they dared, risking their lives to pull survivors to safety. The rescued said little to the men who saved them. They were too exhausted and shocked to talk.

        
There were bodies too. Tenth April was the first time Phillips had seen a dead person, but before that afternoon was over he had seen many. The bodies, some horribly mutilated, lay crumpled among the rocks, on the beaches, or washed about in the waves. Some were stripped of clothing and this, together with injuries, later made identification of some victims difficult.

        
Schoolboys John Sarginson and Bruce Mitchell began pounding along the coast between 2.30 and 2.45. Both wore heavy boots. John was dressed in a shirt and longs, Bruce in a football jersey and shorts. They soon met survivors, bedraggled and numbed by the cold. The ordeal they had been through showed plainly in their expressionless faces. They walked mechanically.

        
Toward the far end of Camp Bay the boys found the 

Wahine's motorboat, overturned and wrecked in the rocks near the water's edge. John pulled a dazed survivor from the water about twenty yards short of the boat, and then a policeman asked him to return to the Gollan Valley turnoff and tell the police there medical supplies, stretchers and blankets were needed. Messages sent by runners were the only way by which the forward police could communicate with Courtney. There were no portable radios. Bruce moved further south, pulling people from the water and half dragging them up the beaches. "We couldn't do anything else. There were few rescuers there at that crucial moment. We couldn't stay to look after the people we had rescued because there were more in the water to be saved. They were coming ashore either so injured or so tired that they didn't have the strength to pull themselves out of the sea."

        
After John Sarginson returned from the police control point, holding one end of a stretcher loaded with blankets, he found an
          

elderly woman and helped her back to the buses. The woman had a coat on but was without shoes. John gave her his boots.

        
When the police found that John Barnhill was connected with the ambulance service they let him take his car through Burdan's Gate to the Gollan Valley turnoff. Survivors were dribbling through, some alone, others assisted by policemen, firemen, and local residents. Immediately, Barnhill was helping people to waiting ambulances and buses. He remembers there was a serious shortage of blankets and stretchers in the early stages of the rescue operation. Someone had thrust an armful of blankets into his car as he drove through Burdan's Gate, and when he parked his car they disappeared instantly, wrapped around the shoulders of frozen survivors. Ambulances were taking the injured and worst shock cases to Hutt Hospital. The buses were being driven out quickly to get other survivors to the warmth of the RSA.

        
Later, Barnhill got well down the coast checking liferafts to make certain they were empty. Some were full of water and it took fifteen to twenty men to haul them clear of the water. One, punctured, collapsed and waterlogged, yielded a body.

        
Fireman Hank Duba felt so sorry for the survivors he met in the Hinds Point area that he didn't have the heart to tell them how far it was back to Eastbourne. He found a seventy-four-year-old single woman from Invercargill who had dragged herself ashore through the treacherous surf. All she had on was a bra and the remains of the sleeves of a dress, hanging from her wrists. She was purple with cold. Until a vehicle arrived and took her away, an hour after she had landed, Duba sat with her on the beach. He wrapped his jacket around the old lady and massaged her chilled limbs. Though she was exhausted her pulse was strong and regular, and she told Duba that members of her family didn't give up easily. She had lost everything apart from the rings she wore, which were made of gold dug years before by her father.

        
On the way back to Eastbourne Duba assisted an hysterical woman who kept asking over and over "Where's my husband?"

        
By 3.05 pm 55 police were engaged in rescue work. Fifteen minutes later there were 92 and by 4.15 pm the number peaked at 113. Many of the newcomers were recruits from the police training school at Trentham. Others came from the city as the Seatoun situation eased. Police numbers were more than matched by civilians, a few army men and the other rescuers. One welcome
          

unit was the civil defence squad of eight trained men from the cigarette factory of W. D. & H. O. Wills, at Petone.

        
A few persons who offered help apparently got the impression they were not needed, and did not get through Burdan's Gate. But such incidents were few and misunderstandings were bound to occur under the chaotic conditions.

        
Because the Salvation Army is a great believer in the restorative power of a cup of tea, the Army's top Lower Hutt officer, Major Gilbert Beale, was on the job at the Gollan Valley turnoff by 3 pm, handing out tea in paper cups with the help of his son Stanley, and daughter Joanne. An Eastbourne woman took over the Major's role when dairy-owner Derek McClellan turned up with 2| gallons of hot tomato soup. Beale and McClellan staggered off along the coast road carrying the huge pot while Joanne ladled out the soup to grateful survivors.

        
When they rounded Camp Bay point the scale of the disaster hit Beale. The dead were everywhere. "It was like a battlefield. I saw more bodies that day then I had during my service in the Pacific Islands in the last war."

        
Mrs May Hickman of Ashburton, who had lost her husband when the 

Wahine's motorboat overturned, cut her head badly on the rocks as she was tossed ashore. Someone dragged her to safety on the side of the road and when she regained consciousness she heard a policeman say: "We've got to get this one to hospital, she's in bad shape, but she's alive." Mrs Hickman was aware of her head being bandaged and then she was being carried on a stretcher. It seemed an awfully long way to the ambulance. She asked where she was and was told "near Eastbourne". The ambulance sped her to Hutt Hospital where doctors put more than fifty stitches in her head. She remained there until 15 April.

        
His pelvis broken, one-armed 
Albert Hansen was also borne away on a stretcher to an ambulance. But, understandably, Hansen doesn't remember much about it. He was unconscious most of the time.

        
When Max Nelson staggered ashore after being washed from the motorboat and found his wife, the man helping her was trying to cut her lifejacket off. Nelson's had gone; he didn't know how. About a hundred yards away police were running toward them in Indian file and when they arrived one carried Mrs Nelson and
          

said a vehicle would take her out. Nelson, stiff and sore, set off to walk towards the buses.

        
After student Roger Bush was pulled from the water near the overturned boat he too started walking out.

        
Fortunately, Graham's boat from the 

Aramoana was holed as it smashed ashore through the rocks. The water that had cascaded in when the craft was swamped drained through the gaping holes in the hull and the survivors in the bottom escaped drowning. Big waves were still breaking around the boat as Graham and those of his crew still aboard got the survivors out. As Arthur Elliott and Geoff Mortensen stumbled across the beach the 

Aramoana's purser shouted at them to help get the boat further ashore. Gradually the craft was moved out of the reach of the sea, one of the crewmen using an oar as a lever. Occasional heavy waves helped lift her in over the rocks.

        
Elliott was given the small boy who had been rescued earlier from the wooden raft, and he carried him in his arms along the beach for about three hundred yards. Elliott was still dazed and remembers that walk as the longest he has ever made. Then a rescuer took the child and galloped off. Later, Elliott saw the boy on the back of the old flatbed truck.

        
Mrs Karalyn Brittain remembers the boat grinding to a halt and water washing over her. Then she was walking over rocks, arms draped over a man at each side. "I didn't feel cold. It took everything I had to keep my legs moving one after the other. I didn't have time to think of anything else." Mrs Brittain and her rescuers eventually reached a vehicle. Someone slung a parka over her shoulders and she crawled into the back of the vehicle with other survivors. Then it jolted off.

        
After Graham had removed the survivors from his boat police began to arrive, and he went with them further south to help others coming in on liferafts. In his words, the condition of the survivors he saw was "appalling".

        
"I can only compare it with descriptions I have read of people fleeing from the Blitzkreig of the last war—vacant faces, staring eyes and utterly exhausted." He said the scene was pitiful on shore. "We could not afford time to make any survivor comfortable; just wade in, grab them, pull them out and drop them."

        
The survivors were still coming in and so were the helpers; private doctors hurrying to the RSA, Red Cross workers, civilians,
          

more ambulances. At 3.15 pm the Petone Fire Brigade despatched three machines and sixteen firemen who collected 150 pairs of blankets, stretchers, twelve dozen hot-water bottles and a load of towels from local sources before heading for Burdan's Gate. Ron Edmonds, a twenty-year-old first class fireman drove one of the engines, with four of his buddies aboard, to a meat company hostel to pick up the blankets. After parking the machine at Burdan's Gate, Edmonds and the others found a man on the roadside nearby, apparently unconscious. The firemen grabbed their resuscitator and started to work on the victim. Then a policeman said the man had been dead for half an hour. Edmonds draped a towel over the body and went on.

        
There was plenty to be done down the coast and Edmonds moved right down to Hinds Point. By then the survivors were thinning out so he joined the search for the dead. Edmonds found rescuers trying to open a partly deflated liferaft draped with seaweed. He hacked the seaweed away with his axe but the raft was empty. He came across a fire lit by rescuers, burning on the shore. Around it were the ripped and sodden clothes survivors had cast off in an attempt to keep warm. The fire burnt on, the only warm spot on a bleak coast. Rain hissed into the embers.

        
By mid-afternoon the RSA was jammed with survivors, dripping water over the floor, drinking hot tea and soup, eating, pulling off sodden clothes, being dried down, dressing in anything that would fit, and then being taken off by bus to the Railway Station. The folding doors dividing the bar lounge and the bar had been drawn back to make more room. RSA president Eric Lander dispensed free drinks behind the bar. Whiskies and brandies were handed out in stiff slugs. One survivor downed a double brandy and passed out. A big Irishman asked first for a shandy and followed that rapidly with brandy.

        
At 3.30 pm Eastbourne's Roman Catholic priest, Father Bernard Miles, phoned 2ZB at the request of Harry Wilkins and an announcement over the air shortly after that more clothes were needed brought another flood. Mrs Mary Thomas, owner of a local dress shop, walked in with bundles of underwear from her store. One large woman was glad to get into a $7 brushed nylon nightie Mrs Thomas donated.

        
The RSA people had trouble finding something suitable for another extra-large woman and solved the problem by pinning two
          

blankets together. The clubrooms, a converted cinema, lined with photographs, unit badges and other mementoes of war had never seen anything like this. . . .

        
Mrs Grace Girdlestone sat quietly in a corner nursing Ivan Farmer, who appeared a lot younger than his eleven years. He was white with shock, and frequently sick, and he kept asking for his mother.

        
At the rear of the hall, shielded by the kitchen and bar, beautifully-kept billiard tables were stained with seawater and the blood of several seriously injured survivors who were being treated by doctors and nurses until they were taken to hospital. The ambulance arrived too late for one man, who died quietly on the green baize.

        
Still survivors kept coming in. So many that local officials and the police directed several busloads to the East Harbour Women's Club, and then to the primary school hall nearby. The clubwomen didn't give a damn that their well-cared-for carpet was wet and stained, and members responded magnificently to requests for food, clothing and blankets. The school hall was equipped with one oil heater, but electric heaters materialised for every power-point in the building.

        
The Hutt Hospital coped easily with the emergency. The one problem was not knowing how many survivors might be brought in; the only available information came from ambulance drivers. Ambulance headquarters tried to phone the hospital, but only two of the fourteen lines were working after the storm, and both were jammed by distressed callers seeking news of relatives and friends. More beds than proved necessary were organised. Staff on duty were asked to work late, and off-duty nurses reported in.

        
When it was all over, forty-eight survivors had been taken to casualty. Thirty-eight, including three of the four crew of the 
Tahi Miranda's were admitted. Of those sent to hospital one third were suffering from serious injuries or severe exposure, with four or five unconscious.

        
Ambulance driver Lawrence Perry took a medical team of two doctors and half a dozen nurses and their equipment from the hospital to the Pencarrow coast after he had delivered his survivors from Victory's boat.

        
Everything that the sea did to the living and the dead was seen by Perry. The road where he stopped his vehicle to operate as a
          

forward dressing unit was about a foot deep in mud and debris. Two old women were lying on the roadside in the rain. The nurses, who had stayed while the doctors went on ahead, helped Perry and Vince Thompson, another ambulance man, wrap the women in blankets and place them on stretchers. The two men lifted one of the two women on the back of a Land Rover. Thompson used a resuscitator on her as the vehicle headed off.

        
As the survivors trudged by, Perry and the nurses, their light theatre-gowns soaked, sorted out those well enough to go to the RSA. The others were sped off to hospital.

        
Perry's vehicle was a warm oasis in a scene of frigid desolation. The motor was running and the heaters were on. When the nurses looked too cold Perry ordered them inside the cab to warm up.

        
Still the survivors came. Many of them had been cut by the vicious rocks, but were so cold that they hardly bled. Some seemed to have been thrown up in the air and dumped on the rocks, their buttocks torn and ripped. Buses backed to the ambulance to ferry away survivors. More blankets arrived in a Union Company truck. They were badly needed: many survivors had lost much of their clothing as they were flung and twisted in the surf. One girl who told Perry she had swum all the way without a lifejacket arrived unaided at the ambulance dressed only in the remains of tights. She said she had been wearing a pullover when she left the ship and at no stage took it off. Yet when she was hauled up on the beach the pullover had gone. The rescuers wrapped a blanket around her and put her on one of the buses.

        
Perry watched people still in the water. "I could see them coming in—but there was this line of rocks, and nobody could do anything to help them. Police cadets were in the water up to their necks, arms linked, straining to reach them, but they couldn't get out to the rocks. It was terrible being so powerless. I could hear them hitting the rocks with a plopping sound. They didn't scream or anything."

        
When he had time Perry scanned the sea inside the rocks, hoping he would be able to pull someone out. Once while he was standing right on the water's edge the body of a woman appeared suddenly and unexpectedly close by. Perry presumed the sea had carried her in along the bottom. He certainly hadn't seen her on the surface.

        
Salesmanager 
Roger Wilson was elated to be alive and ashore though he was very wet and very cold and a little dazed by what
          

had happened. The raft had come in near Hinds Point. Wilson and friend 
John Perham helped get the others out, then stood and wondered exactly where they were. They scrambled through a patch of scrub and started off after the others. Then, realising they were in pretty fair shape, they returned to the beach to see if they could help. They found two bodies lying in the water and pulled them clear after making sure they were quite dead.

        
Then they spotted an old woman and a man wandering about in a daze. Both were badly cut on the legs. "We took them in tow and had a terrible job keeping the old woman from stopping," says Wilson. "She kept saying she wanted to sit down and couldn't keep going, and to let her die there. But we knew she was frozen and must keep moving. We walked for about three quarters of a mile before we could get four police officers to carry her in." Wilson and Perham walked on to the road-head and the buses which took them to the RSA.

        
Mrs 
Phyllis Robertson didn't have the remotest notion where her raft had landed and it seemed that no-one else who had been on board had much idea either. She remembers one of the men saying they might have to turn the raft over and sleep under it. Mrs Robertson felt for sure she'd be sleeping on the beach that night.

        
But two young men crossed hands to make a seat and they carried her off, her arms around their necks. Then she found she couldn't hold on properly and at her request the two men put her down. "The darlings. I was shaking from head to foot. They sat me on a log and I had a good old cry. Loud as could be." Then a man in a black coat and black hat was at her side, rubbing her hands and body. He lifted her on to his back and humped her along the beach. She hung like a sack of coal. She has no idea how far the man carried her but finally she was lowered gently into a rescue vehicle. As it moved off she held on to an old man whose plight seemed worse than hers. He was trying to talk but couldn't.

        
Sue Madarasz's rescuer held on to her as she stood dripping on the cold beach and stayed with her until she recovered her senses. When Sue got moving she and a young man assisted a badly shocked steward. Together they walked him about half a mile before a policeman took over. Sue tried helping a woman, but both discovered they could walk more easily if they let each other alone. Sue resumed the long hike with the young man who had helped her with the steward. By a quirk of chance the man was
          

also on his honeymoon. He didn't know what had become of his wife.

        
Australian nurse Sue Smith saw the injured from her raft loaded on a vehicle but she and others walked. Male survivors carried the two children who had been in the raft. Neither child was injured but both were cold and frightened.

        
As Sue neared civilisation she was met by Derek McGlellan, whose soup had just run out. The dairy owner bundled Sue and three male survivors into his car and took them back to his shop. Alison, his wife, closed the dairy, and while McClellan set about making more soup she cared for Sue and the others with baths, dry clothes and drinks.

        
After freeing his trapped wife from under the raft 
Lynn Kingsbury sent her on ahead and stayed to give what help he could. He pulled in one woman with a nasty gash on her face, exposing the upper part of the lower jawbone. Others had minor cuts and grazes. Some were half-drowned.

        
Gillian Kingsbury was in no state to help anyone but she soon discovered there were many people on the beach in a far worse condition than herself. And apart from one lone policeman and fellow survivors there was no-one to help the injured and dying. Gillian set out along the beach on the worst and longest mile-walk in her life. The shoreline now was littered with lifejackets and liferafts. On the way to the buses she was passed by more police and other rescuers, but she felt they were about half an hour too late for some people. One of the police tried to remove her life-jacket but she declined to let him; the jacket at least prevented rainwater running down her neck. She was taken to the RSA where she was reunited with Lynn when he arrived about 4.30 pm.

        
On the beach airwoman Pinky Brown acted more like a rescuer than a survivor. There were no policemen about when she came ashore and so for a start she and another survivor pulled bodies from the water's edge. Several of the victims were women, half-naked and battered. Then Pinky found an old couple wandering about. The woman told Pinky she had only one lung, had had an operation recently and felt ill. Her husband was blue. Pinky's shoes were too small to fit the woman, so she half carried her until a policeman arrived. Scattered about were other elderly survivors, exhausted, sitting and asking for a fire. Pinky tried slapping and massaging hands to get the blueness out. She helped others along
          

the beach and, as if that wasn't enough, found reserves of energy to carry a tall thin 

Wahine steward on her back, alone and unaided. The steward, glassy-eyed, numbed and shivering, was sitting on the side of the road when Pinky found him. He was still dressed in his white coat. Using all her strength Pinky slung the steward over her back and lurched along the beach, her slight 5 ft. 2 in., 7 st. 8 lb. frame bent almost double. She felt quite proud of herself. Then a rescuer found the pair, decided it somehow wasn't quite right that a young slip of a girl should be carrying a man, and took over. Pinky walked on to the buses.

        

Mark Powell was in the thick of rescue work when he spotted another liferaft coming in. Because it was riding deep in the water and because its canopy was up, Powell got the impression the raft was full. But it wasn't. As Powell splashed alongside the raft he found it was floating deep because there was over six inches of water sloshing about inside. And then he saw the boy: about nine years old, he was alone in the raft, lying on his side, inert and apparently dead. His face was unpleasantly grey.

        
Powell grabbed the boy by his lifejacket and blue blazer, lifting him feet first from the raft; water was trickling from his mouth. Powell turned and ran up the shingly beach, stumbling under his load. He put the boy down on his back and undid the top button on his shirt. His clip-on bow tie slipped off one collar point. Powell pushed the boy's head back and leant over him, one hand keeping the small mouth closed tightly. Deeply and evenly Powell breathed into the boy's nose.

        
"After the first ten breaths his colour lightened a little and I could see there was some circulation. But he didn't move. I had to breathe into him for about twenty minutes before he began to respond. Then his eyes flickered. About ten minutes later he was coughing and trying to vomit, so I rolled him over on his side. He was virtually breathing on his own and I only had to give him occasional assistance."

        
A few minutes later Powell sat the boy up and put his head between his knees so he could be sick if he wanted to. Another raft was coming in and there was not much more Powell could do for the boy right then. Powell told him not to move, and said that he would come back and carry him along the beach. When he returned about a quarter of an hour later after helping more survivors the boy had gone. Powell didn't see him again, and never
          

discovered who he was or how he had come to be alone in the raft.

        
Once survivors emerged safely from the beached Wellington Airport liferaft, Alun Williams turned away to aid people thrown from a 

Wahine raft into the surf nearby. He grabbed several who were close in and helped them ashore. But three others were still twenty yards out and not making much progress against the breakers. Williams left the safety of the beach, swimming out to the rescue. As he was returning from the third trip a wave hurled him on to a rock. The blow at the base of his spine knocked the stuffing out of Williams, cracking a bone and causing internal bruising. He had rested on the beach and returned to his own life-raft to inflate and drape his life jacket around an exhausted woman before he saw two policemen. He waved them further down the rocks where he could see other people coming ashore. Williams watched the police swimming out to drag people in.

        
Then, barefooted, he walked back along the coast. "It was bloody grim," he remembers. When he reached the buses he spoke to a fireman operating a radio on an Eastbourne Fire Brigade vehicle. The brigade's radio log for the afternoon notes that Wellington fire headquarters was told at 4.37 pm that Williams was safe.

        
The man who helped fifty-four-year-old Miss 
Margaret Millar from the cold sea walked her up to the road and sat her down. Then he dashed back to aid others still in the water. Miss Millar did not sit long. The breeze was cold and the rain still beating down. She struggled to her feet and staggered off in the direction where all the helpers were coming from, saddened by the sight of the not-so-lucky. She couldn't help the less fortunate, for it took her all her time to keep herself going. "As I walked barefoot on those sharp rocks I didn't have much feeling, but next day, they were bruised and burning." Halfway to the buses, a mile or so from where she came ashore, a rescuer took off his windjacket and gave it to her. She praises the "wonderful" work of the rescuers but says there were not nearly enough to care for those who were not strong enough or injured. The windjacket warmed her chilled body a little and she tried to assist a young man with an injured back who was having difficulty walking. Two rescuers passed and told them, "Keep walking. You have to keep walking." The young man replied, "I can't." The rescuers looked at him and said "Try", and moved off.

        
"We just looked at each other," says Miss Millar. The man
          

grimaced and quipped, "We'll have a race." They moved off again but the injured man kept stopping because of the pain. Miss Millar tried to help him but felt she was more of a hindrance. Two more rescuers arrived and she left him with them. Later, she saw the young man carried into the RSA on a stretcher.

        
A few minutes after police sergeant David McEwen got ashore just north of Hinds Point he spotted David Bradley, the young steward who had also jumped from the 

Wahine's port side belting, coming in through the surf. McEwen helped Bradley to safety and then they set off the wrong way—toward Pencarrow.

        
As McEwen said later: "At that stage I didn't know exactly where we were. In fact, while I was swimming ashore I thought we were still out in the straits [Cook Strait] because the shoreline I could see looked familiar and appeared to me to be the Makara coast, and I was saying some pretty nasty things about them telling, us we were in the inner harbour."

        
McEwen and Bradley began moving toward Pencarrow but as they did so McEwen saw people coming ashore behind and retraced his steps. After helping and talking to other people he realised suddenly he was in the inner harbour, south of Eastbourne. He had quite a chase after Bradley, who was still walking away from civilisation.

        
Bradley, exhausted by his long, numbing swim, sat down on the road. McEwen went back a little way and struggled to get a dead woman from the water. When he had done this he met two constables who were in the van of the police helpers. McEwen told them where Bradley was and started the long tramp to Eastbourne. As he walked McEwen saw elderly people sitting or lying on the beach, exhausted and unable to move. He found a man who was trying to support a woman. McEwen tried to help but the woman was too heavy. She lay down and McEwen wrapped her in a police tunic which was lying on the beach.

        
Later McEwen discovered another woman sitting on the roadside. Apart from her lifejacket she was practically naked. She also was heavy. McEwen couldn't move her so packed life jackets around her and gave her his own jacket.

        
For what seemed like hours at the time, but was probably only ten or fifteen minutes, Aucklander Graham Poole lay helpless on the beach after his nightmare trip across the harbour. Slowly he got to his hands and knees and crawled up the beach. A wet, cold
          

survivor picked him up and half-carried him down the rough rocky road. They passed people stretched out dead on the beach.

        
"Then we met one policeman in uniform, running. He told us to keeping moving," says Poole. "Then we met five more and then a host, all running in the same direction. Shortly after a Land Rover came along and five or six of us were put in." The vehicle took them to the buses.

        
When Dianne Houltham recovered her senses on the beach she tried to stand but couldn't. While she waited for the strength to flow back into her limbs she sat, wondering where she was, what she should do, and what had happened to Chris Morrah, the purser with whom she had drifted across harbour. In time Dianne found she was able to stand and shuffled off over rocks and driftwood.

        
"Somewhere I could hear voices and then could see people coming my way. Someone came running toward me; his face I knew and welcomed." It was Fred Rossiter from Dianne's hometown of Waipawa. He was a steward on the 

Wahine, although Dianne had not seen him before that day. Rossiter told Dianne where she was, and together they walked about a mile. Then a policeman carried Dianne. "I couldn't walk another yard."

        
By 4.15 pm bus-driver 
Mark Powell had got down to Hinds Point. He was wet and exhausted. But as he headed back toward Eastbourne there was more for him to do. He met steward David Bradley and helped him to walk. Bradley was without shoes and Powell was down to his socks. He had given his shoes to one woman. His oilskin had gone to another and he had wrapped his jersey around the boy he had revived.

        
As Powell made his way back he found a woman sitting on a rock with the water lapping her feet. She was choking on sea water. Powell laid her down and gave her ten deep breaths. The woman began breathing normally again and thanked Powell and said "I'll be all right now." She got up and moved slowly away.

        
The crew of the wrecked yacht, 
Tahi Miranda were among the last ashore. Nick Cass lay on the beach without any feeling. He was naked. The surf had torn off every stitch of clothing. He vaguely remembers being carried to an ambulance that also contained his mates Colgan, Devitt, and Lysaght.

        
Late in the afternoon as the survivors thinned to a trickle vehicles began collecting the dead and carrying them toward East-
          


          

[image: Fourth engineer Philip Bennett was in charge of the ferry's number two lifeboat which hung around after the abandonment picking many people from the water.]
Fourth engineer 
Philip Bennett was in charge of the ferry's number two lifeboat which hung around after the abandonment picking many people from the water.


          

[image: Radio officer Robert Lyver. He chose to stay with some badly injured passengers on a raft when he could have been picked up by a tug.]
Radio officer 
Robert Lyver. He chose to stay with some badly injured passengers on a raft when he could have been picked up by a tug.


          

[image: Rescue-boat operator Bill Bowe of Wellington. Helped by his two sons he braved big seas to save a man and a woman.]
Rescue-boat operator Bill Bowe of Wellington. Helped by his two sons he braved big seas to save a man and a woman.


          

[image: Chief engineer Herbert Wareing, who organised the attempt to stop water entering the vehicle deck.]
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Herbert Wareing, who organised  the attempt to stop water entering the vehicle deck.


          


          

[image: Deputy harbour master Bill Galloway, who managed to board the Wahine before she capsized.]
Deputy harbour master Bill Galloway, who managed to board the 

Wahine before she capsized.


          

[image: Able seamen Terry Victory who guided the number three boat to a safe landing at Eastbourne.]
Able seamen Terry Victory who guided the number three boat to a safe landing at Eastbourne.


          

[image: A barge-load of wrecked cars salvaged from the sunken ferry.]
A barge-load of wrecked cars salvaged from the sunken ferry.


          

bourne: poor broken bodies, lying in the trays of Land Rovers and Gypsies. One vehicle with about six bodies stopped near Lawrence Perry's ambulance. Perry started as something moved.

        
"I saw this old woman's hand move. It was terrible. Everybody thought they were all dead. We pulled her out and got to work with the resuscitator. She came around and was taken to hospital."

        
The vehicles ground by. One passed with a naked body draped over the spare wheel on the front. A man remonstrated with the youth behind the wheel but received only a blank stare. He was obviously overcome by the tragedy of the afternoon. The body had probably been placed there by a desperate rescuer who had no time to consider his action.

        
The only laugh Perry had all afternoon was when someone reported the startled reaction of a policeman searching through piles of deep kelp who was suddenly confronted by an angry sea-lion, rearing and startling. True or not, the story added a glimmer of colour to a grey, stark afternoon.

        
When Powell got to the Gollan Valley turn off at about 5.30 there was a bus-load of survivors ready to leave, but no driver for the bus. So he piloted the vehicle to the school hall. As he arrived a Gipsy screeched to a stop with two survivors aboard in urgent need of oxygen. Powell jumped on the vehicle's bonnet and guided the driver to the RSA. Pie had hardly got through the doors of the clubrooms when he was being stripped of his wet clothes. Now he remembered that the oilskin he had given to a woman earlier on the beach contained his $42 pay-packet. When he had finished dressing Powell began to search for the woman and his coat. He could not find them.

        
The flow of survivors was easing but the hall was still busy. Policemen were taking names and addresses of survivors, Post Office staff were jotting down messages to be sent by wire, and survivors were phoning relatives and friends. 
Roger Wilson, who remembers the RSA organisation as "superb", got through to his wife in Auckland on the telephone. "She didn't sound the slightest bit concerned when I told her I was all right and not to worry, because she had been assured, earlier in the morning, that the ship had berthed and all passengers were ashore. Her boss had also blocked the news getting to her to save her concern, luckily. She sounded quite surprised when I told her that I had no luggage or the car."
          

Pinky Brown's telegram to her mother in Napier was brief and to the point: "Was on the 
Wahine. All right. Be home soon."

        
RSA member John Stichbury phoned the wife of a young 

Wahine crewman and went back to speak to the man. The pyjamas the crewman was now wearing looked familiar, and Stichbury realised with a jolt that they were his own. His wife had been home during the afternoon and raided the linen cupboard.

        
Mrs Grace Girdlestone was still sitting with Ivan Farmer. Neither the boy's mother nor his brothers had turned up. The police wanted to take Ivan into the ralway station, but Mrs Girdlestone was loath to let him go. When Dr Bill Treadwell of Wellington walked into the RSA about 5 pm after helping earlier at Seatoun, the local doctors had the few remaining injury cases well in hand and Treadwell found there was virtually nothing to do. But a policeman said he was concerned about Ivan, and when Mrs Girdlestone found that Treadwell was a doctor and would look after the boy she surrendered her charge. Treadwell took Ivan out to his car and left for the railway station.

        
From the RSA 
Mark Powell hitched a ride to the women's club and there discovered the woman who had worn his oilskin. But the garment had long since been shed in a police car. It wasn't until nearly three months later that Powell recovered his coat and pay-packet. A fellow rescuer had taken it home thinking it was his, and didn't discover his mistake until early July.

        
Mrs 
Phyllis Robertson and Sue Madarasz were at the women's club. Mrs Roberston was waiting for her family to come and pick her up. She had sent simple telegrams to her husband and sisters in Oamaru. "Saved," said the messages. She sat now dressed in tweedy tights, two men's pullovers, red socks and men's sandals. The women at the hall had poured half a cup of brandy into her. Nearby sat an elderly man, crying over and over, "My wife never came up, my wife never came up."

        
Sue Madarasz was waiting for transport. She had written out a telephone message to her mother: "Ask if Peter rang. Tell him I am OK. Not to worry. Susan."

        
Tired and all as he was, Powell's long day wasn't quite finished yet. A driver was needed to take survivors from the women's club to the railway station. Powell boarded the bus and kicked the starter into life. As the bus moved off toward the city, a fleet of vehicles was heading for Wellington with the dead from the eastern shore.
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Mrs Leslea Morgan heard her two daughters before she saw them at Wellington Railway station. Pamela, twenty, and Sandra, eighteen, screamed, "Mum, Mum" as their mother walked off a bus from Seatoun about 4 pm. The three embraced, crying, then one of the girls raced off to find her father, who had been watching for his wife as he helped survivors from rescue boats at the ferry wharf. The family piled into their car and headed for their home at Petone.

        
The Morgans' tearful reunion was repeated many times that afternoon as dazed survivors trailed into the station's gaunt foyer from Seatoun, Eastbourne, and the city wharves. Just after 2 pm, police, Union Company officials and railways staff hurriedly began organising the station as a survivor reception-centre. The cafeteria adjoining the foyer was to provide food and hot drinks, medical staff were called in to deal with minor injuries, and later, Salvation Army and Red Cross personnel came to assist.

        
As the early survivors trooped into the station at mid-afternoon the full extent of the disaster was still unknown but already Wellington was opening its heart to those who had suffered. Offers of accommodation flooded into the police.

        
After radio newscasts had revealed that survivors were being taken to the station, relatives and friends of those who had been on the 

Wahine gathered quietly behind the crowd-control barriers. The tense, anxious wait common to all disasters began. For some the vigil was in vain; others spent hours waiting, only to learn that loved ones were already in hospital. For some the wait was mercifully short.

        
Tears rolled down the face of Mrs Margaret Spidy as she waited for her daughter Susan and son-in-law Graeme Betteridge. Not for a minute did she doubt Susan and Graeme would be safe, but she found the atmosphere pervading the station unnerving. A neighbour who accompanied her to the station spotted the Betteridges first. "My poor bedraggled daughter," Mrs Spidy recalls. "She was frozen, and shaking from shock more than cold." The Betteridges had been in the first lifeboat in to Seatoun.

        


        
Rob Brittain also was at the station by the time survivors from the first lifeboat arrived. He had helped carry some of them up the beach from the boat, so he knew that his wife Karalyn and baby daughter Joanne had not been among them. Water dripped from his clothes as he watched more survivors piling out of buses, cars and taxis. But there was no sign of his wife or child and when he asked people if they had seen them, all he got were shaken heads and "Sorry, no."

        
Blanket-draped survivors milled about the foyer or sat in the cafeteria with bowls of soup and hot tea. Their eyes revealed the shock of their experience and there was little conversation. Some of the older women, their dignity and security temporarily shattered, stared about vacantly, their age made more obvious by water-streaked makeup and wet, corded hair.

        
Phones were busy as out-of-town survivors tried to contact their families. The Post Office poured in staff to take telegrams. There were no charges.

        
Mr and Mrs O'Neill and their six children wandered about the station for over an hour while they tried unsuccessfully to contact a Wellington Seventh Day Adventist minister. Then Mr O'Neill remembered the private hotel booking he had made earlier for the night of 10 April. The O'Neills were taken to the hotel and there the children were bathed and put to bed wrapped in towels. Their pyjamas had gone down with the ship. "They all sang themselves to sleep. They didn't appear to have suffered any shock," Mr O'Neill recalls.

        
The parents did not sleep easily. Mr O'Neill woke at 1 am and thought he could still hear people crying out. The O'Neills cancelled their planned sea trip to Australia at the suggestion of the church and spent three nights in Wellington before flying to Sydney. Mr O'Neill did not have enough money to pay for his family's hotel accommodation, but when he tried to arrange payment the management declined to accept a cent.

        

Father McGlynn got to the station from the ferry wharf, had a cup of tea, then ambled out to see if anyone was looking for him. No one was, so the indomitable old Irishman took a cab to Lower Hutt. There he had a bath and an early night. "I could have said Mass, but the long gospel for that day made me a bit doubtful of myself."

        
Other arrivals from the ferry wharf included Mr and Mrs
          

Dunford of Christchurch. Mrs Dunford was happy to be on solid ground again. "I thanked God we were safe and uninjured. My son saw us, yelled 'Mum', and started pushing through the crowds. Nobody could stop him. The tears were rolling down his face and I cried too. I never thought I would cry tears of joy."

        
At Wellington Hospital Australian Mrs 
Gladys Donohoo was in a ward crowded with survivors; men down one side, women down the other. She was about to dictate a telegram to her son in Sydney when a survivor almost hidden by blankets was wheeled past her bed. Mrs Donohoo recognised a familiar bald spot on the back of the patient's head. "I asked the woman taking the telegram if she would see if it was my husband. She came back and said 'If your name is Donohoo, he is yours.' I asked her to add his name to the telegram. They wheeled my husband to my bed. He said he hadn't expected to see me again."

        
The Australian couple, discharged from hospital next day, cancelled the rest of their New Zealand tour and flew home. Their dramatic experience remains a vivid memory to Mrs Donohoo: "Sometimes I close my eyes and I am back in the moment of time when my husband tied on his lifejacket. I can see the wall of water through the porthole and hear the wind howling and remember thinking, 'We all have to die some time.' "

        

        

        
Because of disrupted telephones and the remoteness of the Pencarrow coastline, news of the loss of life on the eastern side of the harbour was slow in coming through. Only those connected with the drama on the far shore knew the full extent of the tragedy. When Major Ray Tong of the Salvation Army got to the railway station he, like thousands of others, had no inkling that anyone had died. But then he met Mr Ronald Emmett, a homeward-bound English migrant, who told him he had lost his wife. "That was the first indication we had that all was not well."

        
Major Tong took Mr Emmett and his three young daughters back to the People's Palace and then began to ferry half a ton of clothing by car to the railway station.

        
The press did not learn of the heavy loss of life until about 5.30 pm and it was a little later that the NZBC began to broadcast the tragic news. Pressure on the information centre at police headquarters doubled as relatives and friends of 

Wahine passengers and crew telephoned for news. But the police were unable to answer
          

many inquiries because survivor lists were still only in their initial stage.

        
The railway station's social hall was turned into a clothing centre, and in it were placed the clothes supplied by the Salvation Army and Red Cross. Major Tong and his staff of about forty helped survivors find suitable dress, and quietly moved about the station trying to locate particular survivors. Major Tong was moved by many reunions: "It brought a lump to my throat to see them holding each other again."

        
Some people were brought together in odd ways. Bill lies of Dunedin found his wife after he gave an order for shoes and socks to a woman clerk from a department store. The woman, one of a number organising replacement clothes for survivors on the instructions of the Union Company, met Mrs lies, a Pencarrow shore survivor, a few minutes later as she made her rounds in another part of the station. She told Mrs lies she had taken an order from a Mr lies, and the Dunedin couple were reunited shortly after.

        
Late in the afternoon a taxi took Miss 
Margaret Millar of Gore, and several other eastern bays survivors, into Wellington. At the station Miss Millar searched for her Christchurch friends, Mr and Mrs Lawrie Nathan, and found them in the cafeteria. The two women embraced. "We just hugged each other and cried and cried," Miss Millar remembers. The Nathans also had landed safely on the Pencarrow coast. All three were later taken to a Presbyterian old people's home in suburban Island Bay and billeted several nights before flying to Christchurch.

        
Many survivors were taken care of on the night of 10 April by complete strangers. "Wellington builder Arthur Parson and his wife took Fred Lee of Kaitaia to their home from the station and then set about trying to find Mrs Lee. Mrs Parson finally located the Kaitaia woman in Wellington Hospital at 11 pm and gave her the news her husband was safe. Next morning Mrs Parson took Mrs Lee home.

        
Mr and Mrs Arthur Gatland of Tauranga were taken from the station to the Wilton home of Mr and Mrs Brian Buchanan. "We can never forget the kindness of this young couple. They forgot nothing that might contribute to our comfort," says Mrs Gatland.

        
Land agent 
Peter Madarasz had expected his young bride to be at the station when he got there from the ferry wharf, but he had
          

to wait for about three hours before Sue came in on a bus from Eastbourne. Their car and honeymoon finery were lost with the 

Wahine, but all that really mattered was that they were safe and together again. Wrapped in blankets they walked from the station across the road to the Waterloo Hotel for a drink before going by taxi to the Hutt Valley home of Sue's parents.

        
A patient but despairing Rob Brittain waited at the station until 6 pm when the flow of survivors was easing to a trickle. His wife and daughter had not arrived. "I was beginning to lose hope. I knew Joanne couldn't have survived long in the water." He drove to Miramar on the off chance that his wife and child had slipped by him at the station and gone home. But there was no sign of them so, back to the station; still no sign of them. A sympathetic policeman took Brittain to central police headquarters where the complex task of sorting out the names of those who had lived and those who had died was under way.

        
Brittain had probably missed his wife when he drove to Miramar. Karalyn was among the last in from Eastbourne and remembers only a few people waiting at the station. A doctor examined her feet and said she needed hospital treatment. Someone telephoned the hospital and found that a child fitting Joanne's description had been admitted. "For the first time I had a cry," says Mrs Brittain. At Wellington Hospital she was treated in casualty before being taken to a ward to see the child who might be her daughter. "From a few feet away I saw an arm thrown back and some curls. I went closer and saw her fast asleep. I didn't touch her or anything. It was enough to know she was safe and well." The sailor who jumped from the 

Wahine with Joanne had taken great care of her. She didn't have a bruise. And apart from cut feet Mrs Brittain was well. Fortunately her pregnancy was unaffected by the dramatic events of 10 April and on 23 July she gave birth to a healthy boy. Rob Brittain was still at police headquarters when he heard the wonderful words "They are both well at Wellington Hospital."

        
For him the nerve-racking day was over at last. But other people were still searching for those they loved. The grandmother of David Hick located the boy during the evening at Hutt Hospital. His little sister Alma was one of three children who had died, but somehow someone had got David ashore on the eastern side of the harbour.

        
Mrs Ilene Hansen of Wanganui, who had come ashore on the

Pencarrow coast, spent the night in a Salvation Army hostel, not knowing whether her husband had survived. She found him next morning in Hutt Hospital. It was to be a month before he was well enough to be flown home.

        
Police helped the Masterton son of seventy-eight-year-old Arthur Welsh trace his father to Wellington Hospital. When the son telephoned the family in Gore with the news that Mr Welsh was alive and well he heard that Mrs Welsh also was safe. A nurse had taken her to her home from the railway station and telephoned Gore.

        
Wellington people went to endless trouble to reunite and assist survivors. After Dr Bill Treadwell arrived at the station from Eastbourne with eleven-year-old Ivan Farmer he discovered Andre Farmer, seven, being looked after by an Air Force man, Jack Sutton, nineteen, who had taken charge of Andre at Seatoun. Dr Treadwell took Ivan and Andre to his home and put them to bed, then tried to find out what had happened to their mother and elder brother. After several telephone calls he established there was a woman in Wellington Hospital with a name that was either Farmer or Palmer. At 11 pm he arrived at the hospital, and a sister on duty told him that a Mrs Farmer, who thought she had lost two young sons, was in Ward 2. An elder son was in Ward 20.

        
At the far end of a long row of beds in Ward 2 he found Mrs Farmer. "You can stop worrying now," he told her. "Your two little boys are tucked up in bed at my home." She burst into tears. Dr Treadwell strode on to Ward 20 to give the eldest Farmer boy, Kim, seventeen, the news about his brothers. Next day Mrs Treadwell picked up Mrs Farmer and Kim from hospital and shuttled them and Andre and Ivan around town, getting all four outfitted. Dr Treadwell arranged supplies of drugs for Ivan and purchased books and toys for him and Andre. Mrs Treadwell rushed the Farmers to the liner 
Southern Cross and got them aboard just before the ship pulled out for Australia and South Africa at 3.30 pm.

        

        

        
While search and rescue teams patrolled the Pencarrow coastline during the evening of 10 April, Wellington police headquarters blazed with lights as the accounting of disaster continued. In a first-floor mess room, relatives or friends of 

Wahine passengers and crew gathered to hear some of the incomplete survivor lists read out. The system was abandoned after a short trial because of
          

the confused state of the lists, and the police began dealing with people singly. Telephones rang continuously. Callers sought information or gave names of survivors not recorded earlier.

        
Early in the evening police discovered they had names of far more survivors than the total number of passengers and crew who had been on the 

Wahine. There was much duplication of names, different spellings of the same name, different addresses for the same survivor. In the chaos of the afternoon the names of many rescuers had gone on the lists. In a few cases names of the dead were also on the list. No name could be deleted until painstakingly checked out.

        
Newsmen hounded the police for casualty figures. It was near midnight before a death toll of over forty was officially announced and the first names on the death list released. The police were still unable to say how many were missing, but rumours of a far higher death toll proved inaccurate. Police worked far into the night trying to make sense of the survivor lists. At the city morgue the grim and difficult job of identifying the bodies had begun.

        
Some days elapsed before the final figures of 51 dead and 684 survivors were known. Forty-three of the dead were over the age of forty. Seven of the victims were Australians, the rest New Zealanders.

        
Forty-seven bodies, forty-three from the eastern shore and four from the harbour itself were recovered on 10 April. Over the next nine days the sea yielded the remaining four bodies.
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On 1 August 1968, Wellington stipendiary magistrate Mr R. D. Jamieson, the one-man Court of Inquiry into the loss of the 

Wahine and the fifty-one lives, announced that no cause had been shown why the certificates of the ship's master, chief officer and chief engineer should be cancelled or suspended.

        
Thus, almost four months after the 

Wahine foundered, the three men were free to go back to sea.

        
Mr Jamieson's decision climaxed a lengthy hearing in Wellington that occupied twenty-six days and saw eighty-one witnesses give evidence. The four assessors appointed to assist Mr Jamieson agreed with his ruling.

        
The Court's decision, given a day after the hearing ended, did not, however, dispose of the charges that had been preferred against Captain 
Robertson, Chief Officer Luly and Chief Engineer Wareing by Mr R. C. Savage, chief counsel for the Minister of Marine.

        
Mr Jamieson and his assessors gave lengthy consideration to the charges against the ship's officers as well as to those levelled against the Wellington Harbour Board and the Union Steamship Company before the Court's findings were tabled in the House of Representatives on 13 December, 1968.

        
Captain 
Robertson and Mr Luly were charged with causing the loss of the 

Wahine and fifty-one lives by reason of "wrongful acts or defaults" in terms of section 333 (1) (b) of the Shipping and Seamen Act 1952 in one or more of a number of respects.

        
Mr Wareing was similarly charged by reason of his "defaults" in terms of the same Act.

        
The court emphasised that Mr Savage had made it clear there was no imputation whatever suggested against the personal conduct or the courage of the three men and acknowledged that, according to the evidence, they acquitted themselves well in those respects. Mr Savage had stressed the charges related to the men only in regard to their professional duties.

        
Mr Savage charged at the hearing that the Harbour Board, through the Harbourmaster, failed to take adequate steps in respect of a danger which it should have realised. "The danger was
          

that of a ship without motor power in the terrible weather that existed at that time, riding on its anchors. Had the anchors parted it must inevitably have wrecked upon the eastern shore."

        
Mr Savage said the Harbourmaster should have provided for such a contingency but had failed to do so. The same applied to the 

Wahine's owners, though to a lesser degree because the primary responsibility of making such provision rested on the Board through the Harbourmaster.

        
In its report the Court ruled Captain 
Robertson and Mr Luly were not guilty of wrongful acts or defaults but noted "certain serious omissions or errors of judgment, occurring under conditions of great difficulty and danger, but not amounting to wrongful acts or defaults as charged".

        
The Court also rejected the charges against Mr Wareing. Mr Jamieson said he was "somewhat surprised" that charges were laid against the chief engineer.

        
Charges against the Harbour Board and Union Company were found not to be established.

        
Although clearing the captain, the chief officer, the Harbour Board and the Company, Mr Jamieson declared: "The Court does find and regrets that it appears that owing to the cumulative effect of errors and omissions on the part of the master, the chief officer, the owner and the Harbour Board ... all craft, suitable for rescue operations, and of sufficient size and seaworthy characteristics to face conditions likely to be encountered, were not clearly placed on standby for possible use, at the shortest notice before 1230 hours [12.30 pm] on 10 April, and thereafter instructed to move, as opportunity offered, as close to 

Wahine as possible."

        
The Court added that it considered that while primary responsibility in this respect may have rested upon the Harbourmaster, the desirability of such a step should have been realised and advocated by the 

Wahine's owners. It emphasised that the Harbour-master was unable to attend the inquiry (for health reasons) and might have taken some steps which could not be known to the Court.

        
These, the Court's main conclusions, were stated in a two-page report at the commencement of the findings. The remainder of the 140-page document was described as an annex. The four assessors, Mr G. A. Apperley, a naval architect, Captains E. H. Hopkins and
          

W. J. Keane, master mariners, and Mr A. Wall, a former district surveyor of ships, concurred in the report.

        
Mr Apperley concurred also in the annex. The other three assessors did likewise but subject to certain qualifications.

        
The Court ruled that the prime cause of the 

Wahine's loss was that the ship, struck by the worst-ever storm in New Zealand, sheered off course in zero visibility, went out of effective human control and struck Barrett Reef, sustaining serious underwater damage.

        
Immediate cause of the ultimate capsize was free surface water on the vehicle deck.

        
The Court said that had the order to abandon ship been given earlier, or delayed, loss of life would almost certainly have been greater. And had the ship foundered or broken up earlier in the day loss of life would have been greater.

        
It was not possible to say the master was not justified in attempting to enter harbour on 10 April, the Court said, and it was doubtful if it would have made any difference had the 

Wahine received the weather messages that were broadcast, but not received by the ship, after midnight on 9 April.

        
The Court was critical that Captain 
Robertson did not tell shore authorities that the ship's draught had increased to 22 feet after striking the reef and that there was water on the vehicle deck.

        
More could have been done ashore to ensure a suitable rescue fleet was as near to the 

Wahine as possible when she capsized, the Court declared.

        

        

        
Specific charges against Captain 
Robertson were:

        

	(a) That during the period of approximately half an hour immediately prior to the grounding on Barrett Reef he failed to control the ship in accordance with proper and accepted standards of seamanship in that when the ship was beam on to a high wind and rough sea he attempted in conditions of nil visibility to manoeuvre in a narrow channel and failed to use an anchor or anchors to gain proper control of the ship.

	(b) That subsequent to the ship's grounding he failed to ensure that the true extent of the damage to the ship was ascertained, but acted upon assumptions.

	(c) That subsequent to the ship's grounding he failed to ensure
          

that effective measures to control flooding on the vehicle deck were taken in—
          

	(i) Not using or attempting to use the scuppers provided on the vehicle deck for this purpose;

	(ii) Not attempting the pumping of compartments from which water was entering the vehicle deck;

	(iii) Not taking or attempting other measures to get the water off the vehicle deck including removing the sill to the engine room door, removing the access plates in the vehicle deck and draining into the freshwater and fuel tanks.



	(d) That subsequent to the ship's grounding he failed to communicate to the shore adequate reports of such information as he had and assumptions that he made as to the nature and extent of the damage with the result that the authorities ashore were misled as to the gravity of the situation.

	(e) That subsequent to the ship's grounding he failed in the circumstances to assess the extent of the danger that existed to both ship and persons aboard and failed to ensure that adequate preparation was made for the safety of passengers in the event of abandonment becoming necessary in the follow-in respects:
        

	(i) Failing to ensure the distribution of the Salvus life-jackets for the use of children;

	(ii) Failing to ensure that the passengers were adequately instructed as to what they should do;

	(iii) Failing to ensure that special measures were taken for the care and assistance of the elderly and of women with small children;

	(iv) Failing to ensure that an adequate plan was made for the orderly allocation of lifeboats and rafts either in the event of all lifeboats being usable or only those on one side being usable.




        
The Court said of the charges (the findings are here necessarily abbreviated) :

        

	(a) ". . . The Court is not prepared to say that the election made by the master on this occasion amounted to the neglect of an obvious duty imposed by the canons of good seamanship. It considers that the decision was a defensible one, but even if it were not of that opinion it would consider that if this
          

amounted to an error of judgment, then it occurred at a moment of great difficulty and danger. The Court, however, is not satisfied that in this particular respect the captain should be regarded as having committed an error of judgment." The Court said Captain 
Robertson had to react to a sudden and perilous situation and had nobody on the fo'c'sle head (to release the anchors). "The Court is unable to say that in making the decision that he did in the agony of the moment he was clearly wrong."

	(b) In sending the chief officer to make a survey of damage and then acting on the report he received, Captain 
Robertson was not guilty of any wrongful act or default. He had been criticised for acting in some respects upon assumptions. "He did assume that the damage to the bottom of the ship was such that she was in effect floating on her tank tops. So far as those tanks were concerned he assumed the worst, and in the event it turned out that he was right in that assumption. If he had assumed anything other than the worst he would have been open to valid criticism." The Court added that Captain 
Robertson had calculated or inferred that about 3,000 tons of water had entered the ship and this had been shown to be a reasonable estimate.
        

	
        (i) Captain 
Robertson was confronted with a situation in which the vehicle deck was, in places, below the level of the sea. When the ship rolled the scuppers on one side would function but the water would be on the other. And water in the scupper pipes might have contained particles of coke [resulting from cargo spillage on the vehicle deck] preventing the valves from seating properly had they been opened. Charge rejected,

	(ii) In view of reports received by the master and the fact that his proper place was on the bridge where he remained until the presence of Captain Galloway enabled him to make a personal inspection, the Court said it was unable to say Captain 
Robertson was guilty of a'wrongful act or default in this respect,

	(iii) Mr Jamieson declared it was more convenient to discuss this when dealing with the charge against the chief engineer. So far as the master was concerned the Court
          

said it found no wrongful act or default and no error of judgment.



	
(d) It was clear no message was sent ashore advising that the 

Wahine's draught had been assessed at 22 feet (an increase from a level of slightly more than 17 feet before the impact on the reef). "The Court is bound to be critical of this fact. The Court appreciates the situation in which the master found himself at this stage. All that he could do was to seek to ride out the fury of the weather with the ship riding to her anchors with her head to wind and sea, and if the ship were to break up in the meantime there could be little if any hope for the people on board. The Court appreciates further that once the master had estimated the new draught, and had formed the opinion that the vessel had settled at that, and that she was sitting upright in the sea and behaving well with no sign of instability, he did not regard abandonment before such time as conditions improved as being at all likely. There was no advice which could be offered from the shore which could get him out of his immediate situation. It may be that with such great immediate problems the master did not look further ahead at that stage, and consequently did not give thought to the fact that if, contrary to his opinion, abandonment should be forced upon him, the people ashore would need to have every opportunity to make preparation for the rescue operations even if only for use once conditions improved. It would be plain to him at that stage that there was no chance of rescue vessels reaching 

Wahine or doing anything effective if the ship should break up or be forced into abandonment in the existing state of weather and sea. But having noted all these matters the Court must hold that the failure to advise the shore of the estimated draught of 22 feet did amount to an error of judgment on the part of the master. It does not regard this as a wrongful act or default within the meaning of the charge, as it realises that this error of judgment did arise at a time when the master and his ship were in a position of great difficulty and danger and the master had many problems to face."

        
The Court also noted that at no time did Captain 
Robertson cause shore authorities to be told that water had got on to the vehicle deck. "Having regard to the importance of any
          

free surface water on the vehicle deck it would have been proper for him to have passed on this information once he had it. The master himself could not check the position until after 1230 hrs, although had he fully realised the significance of any water on that deck he might have made an opportunity earlier. He knew that there was a 'small trickle' reported after the chief officer's survey, and later that some water was in the 'dip', and getting through the ventilators. The Court considers that this information should have been passed ashore promptly. Doing so would in no wise have averted the casualty, but it would, or should, have given a greater sense of urgency to those ashore in preparing for the worst. The master, in fact, sent no information about damage until asked for it. This was wrong."


	
          

	(i) The Court said it should be noted that even the Salvus lifejackets, carried in deck lockers and claimed to be suitable both for persons over 70 pounds in weight and for those of lesser weight were not of much use to small children. Even a newer type of jacket ordered by the Union company before the disaster but not yet aboard by 10 April did not appear suitable for very small children. "The harsh fact is that there does not appear to be any such thing as a lifejacket which can be used for infants and very small children." Nevertheless, said the Court, it was unfortunate the Salvus lifejackets were overlooked. "It is, however, another matter to say the master, with all the matters to which he had to give attention, should be deemed guilty of a wrongful act or default because he personally did not think of these lifejackets."

	(ii) The Court noted two schools of thought on this question—one that passengers should have been told abandonment was unlikely but that if it should happen they were to follow certain instructions; the other holding that had anything of that sort been done early in the day there would have been a danger of panic developing. "Each view can be supported". The Court said the master's view was that passengers should be kept warm and content and not alarmed and that this was not a matter of neglect. "He was on the spot and had to 
          

cope with the actual conditions prevailing, and the Court is not prepared to criticise because he took that particular view."

	(iii) It was unfortunate, the Court said, that it did not occur to   Captain   Robertson   or   some   other   officer   directly concerned with passengers, to give instructions to have the passengers checked, to find out what elderly people, women alone with small children, or handicapped persons might need particular assistance and then arrange, if possible, for suitable male escorts.  "It is a different matter to say that the master, with all he had to attend to, and all the responsibility that rested upon him in respect of the ship itself, should be treated as guilty of a wrongful act or default because it did not occur to him personally  to  take  this action.  The Court is not disposed to censure the master on this account."

	(iv) The Court said that in many cases of abandonment only the lifeboats on one side would be able to be used. The marine regulation for lifeboat drills made no provision for drills recognising this fact.




          
Referring to (e) generally, the Court said Captain Robertson was on the bridge, where he belonged, endeavouring to keep the ship afloat. "If he succeeded in that he could reasonably think he would save everybody. If the ship gave up the fight then it would be very doubtful whether anybody would survive. His object was to keep the ship afloat until the weather abated. It is not altogether surprising that with all he had to cope with, and in the state of mind described, he did not turn his mind to details to cope with an eventuality which he did not believe would arise."
          

          
Assessors Hopkins, Keane and Wall declared there was default on the part of the master in not having the ship on standby (which would include manning the fo'c'sle head) while entering harbour under weather conditions necessitating maintenance of full control of the vessel; default in reducing speed to a degree that under the conditions the ship became unmanageable through lack of steerage way; and default by the captain in not notifying the Union Company of the true extent of flooding and damage at 8.30 am and requesting confirmation of his assessment of the stability of the vessel. "If this information had been passed to his owners their technical advisers should have been aware that capsize of the
          


          

Wahine was imminent and that every available vessel in the harbour should be alerted to give all possible assistance."

        
The three assessors also considered Captain 
Robertson committed an error of judgment in not advising passengers and crew of the existence of a very real danger that the vessel might capsize or sink. "We think the excuse of not wishing to cause panic and to keep them warm and happy is in no way justified."

        
Allegations against the chief officer were:

        

	(a) That subsequent to the ship's grounding he failed to ascertain the true extent of the damage to the ship but acted upon assumptions.

	(b) That subsequent to the ship's grounding he failed, as damage control officer, to take effective measures to control flooding on the vehicle deck in that:
        

	(i) He failed to use or attempt to use the scuppers provided on the vehicle deck for this purpose;

	(ii) He failed to attempt the pumping of compartments from which water was entering the vehicle deck;

	(iii) He failed to take or attempt other measures to get the water off the vehicle deck including removing the sill to the engine-room door, removing the access plates in the vehicle deck, and draining into the freshwater and fuel tanks.



	(c) Charged as Captain 
Robertson in section (e).


        
In its findings on these charges the Court noted:

        

	(a) That the chief officer for some reason did not check the shaft spaces abreast of the after fuel and fresh-water tanks and later, when it was found water was coming up through the ventilators to the vehicle deck, did not seem to have checked these shaft spaces although the two forward ventilators on the port side came from the deckhead of the shaft spaces. "These omissions are noted and deserve criticism." However, the Court added, they did not seem to have prevented Captain 
Robertson from arriving at a reasonable estimate of the water in the ship or to have prejudiced the 

Wahine's safety. "They did contribute to a lack of realisation of the true peril to the ship and therefore to the people ashore being misled by the optimistic messages sent to them. The Court is conscious of all the many duties which devolved upon the chief officer in the emergency, and does not hold him guilty of a wrongful act or
          

default as charged in this respect, but it is not on that account able to withhold that measure of criticism which it has expressed."


        
The Court said that allegations against Mr Luly in (b) and (c) had been discussed in relation to Captain 
Robertson and the same considerations applied.

        
Although no charge was involved, the Court said it felt the chief officer must share responsibility for the fact that insufficient information was sent ashore and that some of that sent was unduly optimistic.

        
"He was the damage control officer. He agreed that as such it was within the scope of his duty to suggest to the master the desirability of getting advice from the shore regarding stability and buoyancy, but apparently this did not occur to him. It is plain he did not fully grasp the threat presented by that water which was on the vehicle deck during the morning. The Court merely notes these points. It does not wish it to be inferred that it considers a charge should have been laid, or that, had one been laid, it would have found a wrongful act or default. It does feel bound to note these matters in order to indicate what it considers should be expected of a damage control officer in a comparable situation. He should make it his business to urge, not merely advise, that full and realistic information is sent out."

        

        

        
Charges against the chief engineer were:

        
That subsequent to the ship's grounding, having undertaken the task of dealing with the water on the vehicle deck, he failed to use all the means at his disposal and within his professional competence for this purpose in that:
        

	(i) He did not seek the master's authority to attempt to control the increase of water by the pumping of compartments from which water was entering the vehicle deck;

	(ii) He did not remove or attempt to remove the access plates in the vehicle deck;

	(iii) He did not remove or attempt to remove the sill to the engine room door;

	(iv) He did not drain or attempt to drain into the freshwater and fuel tanks.



        
Of
        

	(i) the Court said the allegation was that Mr Wareing should have asked for permission to attempt pumping in the
          

transverse machinery space and in the shaft space. "The chief engineer was an exceedingly busy man trying to take measures which lay within his sphere. His tools were in the flooded motor propulsion room and consequently he was having to improvise. The Court does not accept this allegation."

	(ii) The Court said the method of securing the access plates, which covered holes for use when turbine lifting gear was lowered into the engine room below, suggested permanency. With suitable tools it had taken two hours to lift the plates a year earlier. On 10 April, the Court said, no suitable tools were available. "It is thought that this charge accuses the chief engineer of failing to attempt the impracticable and the allegation is rejected."

	(iii) The engineering assessor, Mr Wall, did not accept the suggestion of attempting to remove the sill to the door leading to the engine room, said the Court. The only tools available were a hacksaw and a small electric drill and Mr Wall estimated ninety-six holes would have had to be drilled with the tool exposed to water, and then the spaces between holes cut with the hacksaw. "It seems to the Court that the major question might well have been whether either the drilling machine or the hacksaw would have lasted long enough to complete the job."

	(iv) The Court said it was advised that it was at least doubtful whether any useful quantity of water would have reached the after freshwater and oil fuel tanks and added that Mr Wall considered air locks in the sounding pipes, running to the bottom of the tanks, would have prevented any appreciable quantity of water getting into either tank.



        
All charges against the chief engineer were rejected.

        

        

        
Discussing the allegations against the Harbour Board the Court declared the actual charge appeared to be based on an alleged failure to take precautions against an event, a wreck on the eastern shore, which in fact did not take place. For that reason the charge was not considered to be established.

        
However, a question of real significance to be considered was whether at some time before abandonment steps could have been
          

taken to see that as many rescue vessels as possible would be close to the ship in case of a sudden disaster.

        
The Court said that had suitable rescue vessels been close to the ferry when the decision to abandon ship was made, survivors ultimately carried to the eastern shore might have been intercepted while still reasonably close to the 

Wahine. "It is a reasonable inference that had this been possible the loss of life would have been reduced."

        
The Court said that earlier in the day it was clearly out of the question for small rescue craft to be sent to sea. On the information available to him, the Harbourmaster was justified in believing an order to abandon ship was unlikely. But he and the owners knew certain basic facts. The ship was without engines, holed, beset by violent wind and seas, and dependent for her safety on her anchors and cable. If they failed, disaster in one form or another could be anticipated and then a rescue fleet, provided it could operate in the conditions, would be needed to save life.

        
"When, at noon, the attempt to tow failed, one would think the possibility of taking preparatory steps would have been emphasised."

        
Because the Harbourmaster was unable to give evidence and no fishing craft skippers were called to testify, the Court said it had no evidence as to what exactly was done during the morning to alert suitable rescue craft.

        
"Unfortunately it seems that no steps were taken to have private vessels such as 
Tirohia, Rewanui [their skippers Bill McQueen and Gerald Gibbons testified at the inquiry] and the like alerted and standing by for use at short notice. The Court said the 
Tirohia left the city wharves at 2.10 pm, but certainly could have left much earlier had she been alerted in the morning.

        
"The evidence of Mr Gibbons and Mr McQueen shows that it was not practicable for even wellfound craft to leave before 12.30 pm, but after that time it became possible. It does appear to the Court therefore that at that point the skippers of suitable craft, whether commercial or private, could have been asked to move as close to 

Wahine as the weather conditions and the capabilities of each vessel would permit." The Court added that some craft would then have been in or near Seatoun by the time the order was given to abandon ship.

        
Assessors Hopkins, Keane, and Wall declared that any relaxation from the degree of alertness of possible rescue vessels which occurred
          

during the morning was due to incorrect information from the 

Wahine. Had the Harbourmaster been aware at 11 am that abandonment was a distinct possibility, and that the weather was abating, dispatch of rescue ships to the 

Wahine would have been made much earlier and rescuers would not have had to operate in the dangerous waters on the eastern side of the harbour.

        
The assessors said that because the Harbourmaster had no information from the Union Company's technical officers his subsequent actions could not be criticised. "It would appear that from the outset he made provision for all possible contingencies as he saw them."

        

        

        
Mr Jamieson said he felt the Union Company could have done more. "It was their ship and the whole tragedy was taking place very close to the head office doorstep."

        
The Court said, as it had of the charge against the Harbour Board, that the allegation could not be upheld, but agreed that the Company should have sought more information from the ship and that its officers should have impressed on the Harbourmaster the real dangers of the situation and the possibility of a sudden climax. On what was known, despite the reassuring messages from the ship, a tanktop or a bulkhead could have gone at any time. It should have been apparent that from the time the ship hit the reef the situation was serious. The Company knew the ship was holed.

        
An obvious question, the Court said, was "what is your draught?"

        
"The officers of the company ashore were in a much better position than the senior officers of 

Wahine to consult and discuss plans of the ship and other data and it is hard to understand why they did not ask for this information.

        
"The answer must surely have been of great importance to them and would have revealed how great the danger was. It is not forgotten that at no time did the Company receive any indication that any water had entered the vehicle deck and it is believed that had such information been received the importance of this would not have been missed.

        
"Nevertheless, there is room for criticism and had the correct conclusions been drawn from the estimated draught then surely these conclusions would have been conveyed to the Harbourmaster. They might have made a great difference to his assessment of the urgency of assembling and disposing a rescue fleet," the Court said.

        


        
The Court declared that there could have been more suitable rescue craft nearer to the 

Wahine at the critical period, and if there had been, some of the loss of life would have been averted.

        
Assessors Hopkins, Keane, and Wall maintained the Union Company was in default in not taking positive action to ascertain the extent of the damage and flooding when it was known that the 

Wahine's motors were out of action due to flooded after-compartments. The Company should have asked for the ship's draught. Had it been known to the Company, their technical officers should have advised Captain 
Robertson that in spite of his assessment of the ship's stability the 

Wahine was flooded beyond the degree which she was designed to stand. He should also have been told his ship was in an extremely dangerous condition and that abandonment was a distinct possibility.

        
Even with the extent of the damage known at 10.10 am the owners should have assumed the vessel was damaged over its entire length and that failure of a tank top or bulkhead was also a distinct possibility that would have disastrous consequences, the assessors said. And they stated that the Company should also have kept the Harbourmaster fully aware of possible consequences in spite of any reassuring messages from the 

Wahine.
        

        

        

        
In the course of his findings Mr Jamieson said the decision to enter harbour on 10 April, or more correctly the absence of any recognition of the existence of a question arising on that point, could not be regarded as unjustified in view of the information then available.

        
The Court said the manner in which the cyclonic disturbance changed course and intensified and accelerated during the night, created a dangerous situation in the Cook Strait area. The Meteorological Office could not reasonably be expected to foresee or recognise this at a sufficiently early stage to affect its forecasts. The Court said it doubted whether it would have made any difference had the three weather messages sent after midnight on 9 April been received by the 

Wahine. The storm had changed direction and character, and with the facilities available to it, the Meteorological Office could not tell the 

Wahine any more than it did in the messages which were received.

        
The weather deteriorated sharply between 5 am, when the weather message was passed to the 

Wahine by the Beacon Hill
          

signalman, and 6 am when the 

Wahine was approaching the harbour entrance, the Court said. By 6 am the assessment given the ferry an hour earlier was no longer valid.

        
"It does seem, in retrospect, to be unfortunate that the signalman did not think to tell the 

Wahine what was happening at the harbour entrance. He said he had never been instructed that way."

        
The Court also declared that in view of evidence from a meteorological officer at the 

Wahine inquiry it could not take the view that merely because of the drop in barometric pressure in Cook Strait the 

Wahine's officers should have realised that the disturbance had intensified, accelerated, and changed course.

        
The weather, the Court said, built up to a climax and struck the 

Wahine when she was in or entering the most vulnerable position of her entire voyage—the narrow waters between Barrett Reef and the shoreline north of Pencarrow. The vessel suddenly sheered off course and failed to answer her helm "when buffeted from astern by wind of great violence and seas of great turbulence".

        
Mr Jamieson stated it was "well-nigh impossible" to say how and why the 

Wahine sheered off course originally. There were two conflicting theories, he said. One was that the ship had lost so much way that in the conditions encountered her rudders became ineffective, suggesting that in such extreme conditions her design rendered her vulnerable at low speed with a following sea. The other theory was that the 

Wahine's speed was rather too high in relation to the characteristics of the seas, so that she broached to.

        
Mr Jamieson said his nautical assessors inclined to the first theory; Mr Apperley preferred the second. "The Court finds that neither is sufficiently established, on the state of the evidence given at the Inquiry, to permit it to be put forward as the truth. It is accepted that she was pooped before she sheered . . . but whether that was related to the sheer cannot be established."

        
At a time when Captain 
Robertson had no visibility, either visual or instrumental, the ship went out of effective human control, and was never again under such control. Assessors Hopkins, Keane and Wall said they did not agree the ferry went out of effective human control or that the master had no instrumental aid. There was no evidence that his compass was not effective. They maintained that had the master referred to his compass heading instead of manoeuvring by instinct, and persisted with his endeavour to turn to port at 6.20 am when, as had been established from the evidence of
          

Mr Young [of Breaker Bay] the ship appeared to be in her normal position but heading out to sea, "it would appear that the manoeuvre the master states he was attempting was practically completed." (In a note to this statement by the assessors, Mr Jamieson said that at 6.20 Captain 
Robertson did not have, and could not have had, the benefit of Mr Young's observation of the ship's position.)

        
The Court said that faced with the need for immediate decision Captain 
Robertson elected to complete a swing to port to get the vessel's head to wind and sea, and then regain the open sea.

        
"This was a defensible decision, made under circumstances of great difficulty and danger at a time when a swift decision was called for. Whether a decision to drop the anchors taken at that point would have led to a different result is uncertain."

        

        

        
The Court and assessors were critical of the fact that the fo'c'sle head was not manned as the 

Wahine approached harbour with the anchors cleared away for immediate use. Mr Jamieson said Captain 
Robertson had given reasons for not using the anchors before the ship struck the reef. "As he had to react instantaneously to a perilous situation, and act on facts as they were, without time for reflection, it must be difficult indeed for him to say later whether he would or would not have used the anchors had they been available to him for immediate use. If that had been the situation the nautical assessors consider his reaction should have taken that form."

        
The Court added that whatever the reason (the assessors considered Captain 
Robertson was conditioned by all the circumstances of the service and established practice) it was disturbing to find the fo'c'sle head was not manned on the morning of 10 April. "The Court expresses its disapproval of the situation. If it is right for ships under the charge of a harbour pilot to take such precautions then it is surely right for vessels such as the 

Wahine, which are not under the charge of a harbour pilot, to observe the same precautions."

        
The starboard quarter of the 

Wahine struck, or was flung by the sea on to, the south-west extremity of Barrett Reef, the Court found. It seemed possible that before she hit, the ferry passed between the southern extremity of the reef and the lightbuoy,
          

taking her into Breaker Bay where she was seen by the Youngs from shore.

        
Contact with the reef caused serious underwater damage, beyond the point at which she was intended to survive. Engine power was lost and much water entered the ship.

        
Mr Jamieson said the weather reached its greatest fury while the 

Wahine dragged her anchors north past Point Dorset. It was impossible to evacuate passengers and crew from the onset of the crisis and this continued to be the position until the eventual order to abandon ship was given. "Had the order to abandon ship been given earlier, or delayed, the loss of life would almost certainly have been greater."

        

        

        
The 

Wahine capsized when she did, according to the Court, because of loss of stability caused by free surface water on her vehicle deck, which gained access following impact on the reef. Possible minor contributing causes were the force of the prematurely outgoing tide on her starboard side, the forces of wind and sea on her port side, and the shifting of weight to the starboard side on abandonment. (Assessors Hopkins, Keane, and Wall said they could not agree that any "couple" between wind and tide would have had any significant influence on the actual capsize of the ship. They said they believed the actual capsize was accelerated by water rushing into a starboard forward compartment due to failure of a bulkhead or inner bottom. This they said would account for the movement of water to the forward end that was noticed by the engineers before they left the turbo-alternator room.)

        
(Water which accumulated on the vehicle deck during the morning came largely through ventilators leading from flooded areas beneath the deck. The ventilators terminated on the vehicle deck which in the 

Wahine's case was the bulkhead deck. The water was most noticeable in the "dips" on both sides of the engine room casing, where the deck slanted before inclining up again. Water was first apparent on the deck some time after 8 am. Various witnesses at the inquiry gave different estimates of the depth of water.)

        
The Court said the chief engineer testified at the inquiry that after 10 am water was slopping over the 24-inch sill of the door in the engine-room casing when the ship rolled. Two pumps 
work-
          

ing on the bilges to the main turbo-alternator room were quite able to cope with this water.

        
Mr Jamieson said in his findings that it would appear that the attitude of mind of the ship's senior officers towards the position on the vehicle deck as the morning went by was that the amount of water was something about which they should be concerned, but which did not warrant alarm. "It was left to the chief engineer and his staff to deal with the problem of getting rid of that water, and they did the best they could, particularly seeing that their tools were out of reach in the flooded motor propulsion room, and it was the general consensus of opinion that the scupper valves normally provided for draining water off the vehicle deck could not be used because the outlets from them were under the surface of the sea."

        
Mr Jamieson noted: "The Court does not think that the master or the chief officer properly appreciated the danger of that quantity of water which in fact was on the vehicle deck before the end. The lesson for seafarers on similar ships is that any free surface water on an area such as a vehicle deck is a cause for immediate and great concern, as being a serious threat to the stability of the ship."

        
The Assessors stated that although there was conflicting evidence of the amount of water entering the vehicle deck the weight of evidence suggested there was a considerable build-up of water from 8.30 am "in such a degree that it should have been of the utmost concern to the senior officers ... in view of this serious development precise information should have been sent ashore instead of the mesages stating the 'flooding was under control' which had no foundation in fact."

        

        

        
Recommendations and suggestions made by the Court included the following:

        

	(a) Some arrangement could be made for crew members to wear distinctive dress which could be recognised at a glance by passengers, particularly during a crisis.

	(b) Important weather information becoming available during the night and which the inter-island ferries should have, should be passed on by means of the auto-alarm system.

	(c) Consideration should be given to amending the Shipping Musters Rules 1968 to require boat drills to cover the
          

possibility of abandonment of the ship from one side only.

	(d) There should be practical training for seamen in the use of liferafts including inflation of the craft in the water and the opportunity for seamen to learn how to cope with an overturned raft.

	(e) The Wellington Harbour Board should consider instructing its signalmen on Beacon Hill that if they passed weather information to an approaching vessel, and if there should be a marked change in conditions at the harbour entrance before that vessel reached it, they should so advise the ship.

	(f) The Harbour Board should give immediate consideration to the question of a salvage or deep-water tug for Wellington.

	(g) Consideration should be given to increasing by one the number of senior officers on ships comparable to the 
Waldne. In an emergency a senior officer should be freed from all duties save those of a damage control officer.

	(h) In designing another ship or future ships consideration should be given to improved fo'c'sle head access, protected from the weather as far as possible.

	(i) Any other means enabling anchors to be available for an unexpected emergency should be given all consideration.

	(j) Thought should be given to the duplication of at least some tools and equipment for storage in a different position above the bulkhead deck.

	(k) Every possible practical means of removing water from a ship's vehicle deck be provided.

	(1) In future design consideration should be given to the possibility of providing means for the effective closing or sealing-off of openings on a vehicle deck liable to allow water from below to find its way on to that deck in the event of underwater damage.


        

        

        
The Court also adopted suggestions from the Institute of Marine and Power Engineers made during the Inquiry. They were:

        

	(a) That ventilators from void spaces below should not necessarily terminate at the vehicle deck, but wherever possible be carried to a deck higher in the ship.

	(b) That consideration be given to providing double skins or side tanks around vital machinery rooms where this was possible.



	(c) That spillable cargo (such as the coke and eggs thrown on to the 

Wahine's vehicle deck) be securely lashed and covered with tarpaulins or other effective means. Coke and eggshells strewn about the deck became a cause of concern to the Chief Engineer because of possible interference with the efficient operation of his pumps.

	(d) That electrical switchboards, whenever possible, be centralised and placed in an inboard position.

	(e) That portable salvage pumps or other flexible pumping arrangements be provided.

	(f) That gas welding apparatus, or, if that be not permitted for reasons of safety, pneumatic cutting equipment be carried.


        

        

        
Among recommendations by assessors Hopkins, Keane, and Wall:

        

	(a) A full radio watch be maintained on the inter-island ferries while at sea.

	(b) The disadvantage of totally enclosed bridges should be investigated and if shown to exist should be eliminated. (The assessors felt that on such a bridge as that on the 

Wahine it would be difficult for a navigator under conditions similar to those of 10 April to get a true appreciation of weather conditions.)
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