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BROADCAST BY MERCHANT SEAMAN’S VOTE

The following is the text of a broadcast after the 6 o’clock

news tonight by the wife of a merchant seaman; -

I make this broadcast because I think of all the women who, like myself
have husbands who sail the seas. I am the wife of a merchant seaman, and for

over thirty years, my husband has sailed the seas. For more than twenty of

those years I have been the woman who waits at home. Even in peace time, this

is not always an easy thing to do.

In time of war, only those who actually do wait, have any conception of

what it really means.

My husband has come back. Three others have come back with him, too.

Twenty four of his crew will never come back. Yet each of these twenty four men

has left behind someone for whom the whole future is completely changed. These

twenty eight men sailed on a twelve thousand tonner and they were torpedoed on

a particularly stormy night. There were only twenty-one men in the lifeboat when

it pulled away from the sinking ship. When daylight came the remaining seven of

the twenty eight, were picked up from rafts and pieces of wreckage.

They were 1,600 miles from land, and everybody was soaked to the skin.

For food, they had biscuits, water, and some tins of condensed milk. They knew

that an S.O.S. had been sent out and acknowledged, and when, laer that day, a

plane dropped a message to the effect that help was on the way, all spirits re-

vived in spite of the general discomfort.

They hove to for the night. The wind had increased to a gale, and there

were high seas, and heavy rain. Constant baling was necessary to keep the life-

boat afloat. Daylight dawned again. But the promised help did not arrive. So,

setting sail, they steered N.E.

The next day they wereagain sighted by a plane which dropped food, and

gave them a message reporting that a corvette was forty miles away, and would be

informed of their position. With help so near, hope rose again. It was a tragic

disappointment when the promised help did not arrive.

That plane was their last contact with the outside world, and seventeen

days passed and twenty men died of exposure and exhaustion before the remaining

eight were picked up and by then four of these were unconscious.

During all that time the two officers in the boat kept four hour watches

at the tiller. The routine duty instilled by years of training was not relaxed,

even in such tragic circumstances. From the very beginning, those who were fit,
did all they could to succour the ailing.

My husband, unable to come to talk to you, asks me to emphasise that every

man in that lifeboat showed fortitude and endurance.

The whole tradition of the merchant navy is opposed to self glorification

in any form. I know all this because I know these men, who serve the sea.

Of the eight men who were picked up,
three died aboard the rescue ship.

That left five to be landed at a British port, and one of these has subsequently died.

Thus, there are but four survivors today of that most tragic lifeboat.

Considering we are a maritime race, I am sometimes amazed at the ignorance

of the general public, about the men in the merchant service.

When war comes, from the word ’go’ he is in it. The routine of his every-

day peacetime life is instantly adjusted to the new setting of war. The seaman

holds, indisputably the master key, controlling every door leading to victory.

We, the women of those men, believe we have the right to expect that our men

should be able to go upon their dangerous way, in peace and in war knowing that

adequate provision has been made for those they leave, if they do not return, I

have heard women talk so complacently, sometimes even with pride, of how the food

rationing really doesn’t worry them. "We”, they say, "are not short, you know, of

meat. Perhaps sugar is a little hard to get...but we get it." Then there are other

men and women who seem to be in no difficulty with regard to petrol. They almost flaunt

their success, I wonder if they would boast so...and it is boasting...if they ever had

to wait at home for the men whom they love, to return from those courageous journeys

bringing food and munitions across the dangerous waters so that the country they love

can live and can win the war. BRITISH BROADCASTING CORPORATION.


