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SOS — Ten Days in the life of
a Lady is a moving story of

. twentieth century adventure.

It is the dramatic account of

'~ a terrifying event of a radio

ship at sea, told by one of the
disc jockeys, Simon Barrett.

' When he joined Radio

Caroline, Simon Barrett never
imagined he would witness
anything like the incident that
happened during November
1975.

It all began when the 50 year
old M: Amigo lost her anchor

at the height of a gale. For
several days the little boat

. drifted around the Thames
- Estuary, bouncing off buoys

and navigational aids and
finally running aground on a

. sand bank.

' Eventually when an anchor
. was lowered the radio ship
. returned to the air, but

. unknown to its occupants,
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.

from inside territorial waters.
A day later Radio Caroline
was boarded by Police and
Home Office officials, the
disc jockeys arrested and
later prosecuted.

SOS — Ten Days in the Life of
a Lady captures the feelings
and the agonies of the
desperate crew, and reveals

the full story of what

. happened during those lonely

and frightening days in

| November 1975.

£4.50
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introduction

When Radio Caroline’s ship, the Mi Amigo sneaked across the
North Sea from the Dutch coast at the end of August 1974, she
anchored twenty miles from the English coast in a piece of water
known as Knock Deep. The position was chosen because of the
shelter that it provided from winds ceming from nearly all points
of the compass. The only winds ‘that the M: Amigo would be

totally exposed to would be north-easterlies.

The Deep is a stretch of water, about sixteen metres deep, that
lies between two sandbanks running approximately from south
west to north east. The banks protect Knock Deep from harsh
weather emanating from any direction from south west to north
on the one hand and from south east to east on the other. Long
Sand to the west provides a greater degree of protection as it 1S
larger than the bank to the east.

Additional shelter from south westerly to north westerly winds
is provided by the land mass of East Anglia, which at its nearest
point (Frinton-on-Sea), is twenty miles to the north west of the Mz
Amigo’s anchorage. About twenty five miles to the south is the
north Kent coast, which shelters the area from southerly winds.

It is, therefore, when strong winds are blowing from the north,
or more especially from the north east, that the sea is at Its
roughest. A force five north-easterly wind makes life on board a
little uncomfortable, and anything above that starts to make work
and normal day-to-day activities very difficult.

The M;i Amigo would probably not pass any official examination
of seaworthiness. Her hull has not been scraped for about ten
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years and is covered with barnacles. This covering is referred to as
a beard. Much of the metalwork is thick rust and the only naviga-
tion equipment on board at the beginning of November 1975 was
a compass that had a tendency to stick. However, compared to
other ships of similar size, the Mi¢ Amigo behaves well in bad
weather and has a reputation for being the best radio ship to be on
in a bad storm. .

The Mi{ Amigo is normally staffed by a captain, first mate,
engineer, chef, radio technician and three English speaking disc
jockeys. The crew are Dutch.

As far as the interior is concerned there are three main sections.
Firstly the central superstructure of the ship, which holds the
main living quarters. At deck level, working back from the fore or
front end, this houses two adjacent studios with a connecting door
leading into a short passage and another door into the mess room.
At the other end of the mess is another door leading into a passage,
which fin turn leads to the galley. To the side of this passage 1s the
washroom, which houses two basins, a shower and toilet. Coming
down from the passage is a staircase descending below deck to the
main sleeping quarters. At the bottom of the stairs to the left 1s a
small food storeroom and to the rightTwo store cupboards.

Doubling back from the stairs is a long straight passage that has
cabins on either side of it. Three to the left, or port side, and two
on the starboard side. At the end of the passage is a door that
opens into the record library on the left, and another door on the
right leading into another studio.

Four other cabins, including the Captain’s, are positioned
beneath the poop deck at the aft, or back end, of the vessel.
Above this deck is the bridgehouse. Below the fore, or front deck,
and main mast is a workshop, water tanks and the transmitter
room, which holds one 50 kw and two 10 kw transmitters.

The engine room, housing the ship’s three generators, is below
deck in the space between the poop deck and the end of the
central superstructure.

Duties of the captain and crew under normal circumstances are
not very demanding and the main day-to-day task is keeping the
ship clean and tidy. During good weather one of the main activities
is painting the Mi Amigo, a job which even disc jockeys have been
known to do. Of course the generators have to be looked after,
serviced and repaired in the event of a breakdown.

The leisure hours of all on board are spent by watching, in the
mess room, one of the four re¢eivable .English TV channels, or by
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playing cards, draughts, a game called Mastermind or darts on the
board downstairs in the record library. In the summer one of the
main pastimes is getting a deep brown suntan out on deck.

Since her heyday in the sixties Caroline has changed from being
a singles station to ‘Europe’s only album station’. The format now
includes the best of the new albums, which means anything from
Pink Floyd or Led Zeppelin to the latest by the Stylistics. Into a
typical hour, there are four or five tracks from older albums with
‘an emphasis on the biggest sellers ot the last ten years.

Since the summer of 1974, the station has also been selling an
idea. The idea, or some might call it an ideal, is called Loving
Awareness or LA as it has become known. LA is open to many
different interpretations but the basis of the idea is for people to
be more open with each other and to have more tolerance, under-
standing and love for fellow human beings. Now there is an album
called Loving Awareness, with a sound and message first started by
the Beatles.

On Friday November 7, Mike Lloyd and myselt had been
aboard the Mi Amigo for one day short of three weeks and the
crew for two weeks and two days. I most remember the day not so
much for the sea conditions, which for the first time in two weeks
were not calm, but more for the first twenty-five minutes ot my
programme. If anyone had ever wondered if the shows on Caroline
are live, by six thirty on this Friday night they would have been in
no doubt.

At 6.00pm the first record I played was completely distorted. I
managed to play the third at the wrong speed and as if that was
not enough misfortune, after 30 seconds of the fifth record on the
programme the stylus decided that it had had enough and slipped
‘across a complete album side. I did not even have another record
ready on the other turntable, and had to talk about nothing in
particular until I had got a record out of the rack at the side of me
and cued 1t up.

Because of the calm seas that we had been having, I must have
gained a false sense of security. By now the sea was fairly rough
and the Mi Amigo was rolling around in the water; not violently
but enough to make things just a little difficult. The weather did
not make my first 25 minutes any better, as after leaving the
studio for about one minute, I came back to find that a full bottle
of beer had spilt over about a dozen albums. The start of the
programme was made to sound even a little worse by the jingle

machine which twice refused to work.
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Perhaps my first 25 minutes in the studio on Friday November
7 was an omen of things to come in a little under 24 hours’ time.

Simon Barrett
‘Summer 1976
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It was quite exciting geti?ing out of bed at around noon on Saturday
November 8, or at least as exciting as getting out of bed can ever
be. It had been about seven months since I had experienced any
very heavy seas. The general feeling is that on the first day a storm
is rather amusing and anything that happens on board because of
the swell of the water is quite fanny. Things like pots and pans
flying across the galley; bottles of beer sliding off tables; and going
down to find cabins in an absolute mess. By the second day the
novelty has worn off and it is no longer so funny. By the third
and fourth day everyone is fed up with it all and things start to
become a little depressing. DJs no longer think it’s funny to have
to cling to the seat for the duration of the programme.

Overnight the wind had increased to force six or seven and was -
blowing from the more exposed north to north-easterly direction.
According to the Captain’s log for that day, the vessel was “rolling
and pitching heavily”. However, it was still the first day that the
weather had been really bad for quite a while and things were still
being taken light-heartedly.

It wasn’t nearly as bad as many of the storms that the Mz Amago
has been through in her countless years at sea and not even as bad
as some of the days I have personally spent on the ship. However,
at this particular point in time she was very light in the water due
to the lack of fuel and drinking water in the tanks. Thus the ship
was rolling and pitching perhaps more than she would have done
normally in such conditions. It was for this reason that in mid-
afternoon the skipper decided to fill the empty water tanks in the
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fore of the M: Amigo with salt water.

Having previously said that programmes for Radio Caroline are
live, I shall now contradict myself. Saturday is distinct from any
other day in my week for being the night when my favourite TV
programme 1s shown. Maybe you’ve guessed it already: Dr Who.
Because of a ten minute long clash with my own programme, I
decided during the afternoon to pre-record the start of my show
for that evening. If my efforts of the previous evening’s disaster
were anything to go by, then it was probably a good idea anyway.

With the movement of the ship, it was quite a struggle to get
settled In the studio. Once I had tidied the mass of records and
tapes on the floor and desk and had installed myself in the chair, it
seemed a little ridiculous to only pre-record about 10 or 15
minutes so I could see Dr Who. So 1 ended up with the first two
hours of my four hour programme on tape and was set to do the

final two hours live later that evening.

Rough Weather in the North Sea




For myself, most of the rest of the afternoon was taken up with
being thrown around the mess room and putting everything
breakable in my cabin on to the floor. I must have nearly ruptured
myself whilst diving half the length of the mess room to save a
bottle of orange and one of beer as they slid across the table. In
uncharacteristic style I saved the orange but not the beer. What a
waste of energy my actions had been.

The cook had quite an afternoon as well; trying to prepare that
evening’s meal with the terrible sea conditions. If he’d known
what the future held in store for him, he would probably not have
bothered.

The first hint of trouble came at around 4.30 pm when, being
November, it was almost dark. We suspected that we were adrift,
but because of the lack of marker buoys or fixed lights of any
kind in our patch of water and the absence of any navigational
equipment except a sticking compass, it was at first difficult to
confirm our suspicions.

It was about half an hour before everyone on board seemed to
realise that we were drifting, and at the mercy of the North Sea. In
this situation the first thing to do is find out the exact position of
the ship. It’s no good trying to steant the ship in any direction or
in fact do anything much until the vessel’s exact position 1s
plotted on a chart. It would theoretically have been possible to
start the engines and steam in the opposite direction to the way
we were drifting. However, the biggest problem was that due to
our wonderful compass, we did not know which way that was.

An oil tanker that was passing seemed at this stage to be our
only hope. Our Captain called the ship via the VHF radio, but to
no response. They had, however, heard our calls as they were now
signalling by light, through which we eventually made radio contact
on a different channel. They informed us that we were about a
mile east of Black Deep buoy number eight, which our skipper
believed to be incorrect.

The Black Deep buoy is to the south west of our anchorage m
Knock Deep and our Captain believed that we were drifting in the
opposite direction. This would have meant that the buoy which
we were passing was the North Knock and the tanker had been
mistaken. However, it was to be a while before we discovered our
E€XTor.

It was by now just after 5.00 pm and the cook had served a
dinner of steak in the mess room. Because of our predicament, the
ship was now rolling more than it had been for most of the day,
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Caroline studio

and eating the meal was a fairly difficult task. Only four of us ate
that meal — Mike Lloyd, Peter Chicago, the cook and myself. I
had already got visions of spending half the night in a liferaft, so I
decided to eat as much as possible. 1 still vividly remember
thinking that it might be my last meal on board the M: Amigo.
The three other people on the ship were hard at work trying to
lower the reserve anchors and never even saw the dinner except all
over the floor about half an hour later.

The time was now necarly 6.00 pm and most of us now had life-
jackets on. After almost a year on and off the ship, I had to ask
where they were kept. Of that I felt a little ashamed.

The taped programmes of Radio Mi Amigo had finished and
Caroline had commenced transmissions for the evening with the
programme that I had recorded carlier in the day. Of course it
contained no hint of what was happening on board. Thousands of
people were listening to Caroline when she was going through
perhaps the most eventful drama of her life and not one ot them
knew about it. At around 6.20 pm it all changed, at least as far as
the listeners were concerned.

4
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I broke the news with the words “This is Radio Caroline on 259
and at the moment we are adrift in the North Sea”. There were
then appeals from Peter Chicago and myself for people to tele-
phone our office or contact people concerned with our organisation.
I don’t quite know why but I kept telling listeners that we were in
no immediate danger and that friends and relations should not
worry, but this was the basis of most of the message until about
7.00 pm. I also broadcast the position where we thought we were. It
was during this time that the crew spotted a helicopter overhead.
[t did not stay more than about half-a-minute and was not seen by
any of us again. It had presumedly come out as a back-up for
people monitoring our movement by radar on shore. Radar cannot
of course identify the name of a ship and it had probably come to
verify that the ship being monitored by radar was in fact the Mz
Amigo and not just any vessel going about her normal business.

Alter hearing about "the helicopter, I confidently expected a
liteboat alongside soon after. However, 1 learnt later that it is
normal procedure, in this type of situation, for a lifeboat to pe sent
only upon the Captain’s request. All the same, I think we all
would have been a lot happier with one standing by us.

Just after 7.00 pm events started to become very precarious.
Theoretically a ship that is adrift and out of control is not in
danger until it hits something. Unfortunately, in the Thames
Estuary this 1s a high possibility, be it another ship, a buoy or, in
our case, a sandbank. That is exactly what happened at 7.00 pm
when we were still dragging most of our anchor chain. Until that
moment 1t had been slowing down the speed of our drift but it
would have been useless to start the engine to try to steam off
the sand with an extremely long anchor chain still dragging along
the bottom. So a decision was made to burn off the chain so that
we could attempt to manocuvre away from the sand.

Although we did not know it at the time, our attempts to move
off the sandbank were, in a way, to lead us into deeper trouble, or
looking at it another way shallower trouble; or at least it should
have done. However, that’s becoming confusing and 1 will let the
next few lines explain. We were still under the impression that our
drift had been in a northerly direction and were thus believing that
we were aground at the northern most end of Long Sand. In fact
the opposite was true. The M: Amigo had drifted south westerly
and was stuck on the southern end of Long Sand.

Eventually the engine was started and the ship was set in a
direction approximately to the north, which, unknown to us, was a
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The generators

course further onto the bank. Naturally enough the engine did not
seem to have much effect in moving us back to deep water. After
it had been running for half an hour the Captain started to have
doubts as to our exact position and attempted, to no avail, to
contact the coastguards on the ship-to-shore radio on channel six.
Appeals followed from Peter Chicago and myself over the medium
wave transmitter for the coastguards to contact us on that channel.
At 7.55 pm I left the studio for a few minutes to see what was
happening on the bridge. I returned to the studio to find it soaking
wet from a wave that had broken over the porthole, and with the
news that we had got into deeper water after almost an hour on
the sand. It had seemed like more. However, it was nowhere near
the end of our problems as we were now even more uncertain
about our precise position.

Possibly by some sort of miracle our engine had not even been
powerful enough to keep us in the same spot and gale force winds
had swept us off sooner. It wasn’t long before the coastguard
made contact and informed us of our exact whereabouts, when of
course our mistake was fully realised. They also sent a message
asking that we should make an appeal for listeners to stop tele-
phoning them. Although there had been no request for people to
do so, thousands had, and in the process jammed the coastguard’s
lines. Of course we immediately responded to this request.

Between 7.00 pm and 8.00 pm at least two people on board,




Peter Chicago and Mike Lloyd, had decided that the situation was
serious cnough to warrant clearing their cabins of personal
belongings and packing them so that they were ready to take in
the event ot abandoning ship. It did not really bother me as if we
had had to leave the vessel, I wanted to take only myself clad in
warm clothing and a lifejacket. I suppose it was the tense situation
that we were in that created an argument, on that point, between
myself and one of the others. It was suggested in no uncertain
terms that I should also pack my things away. 1 explained that I
had a thick pullover and a lifejacket on and an Afghan coat ready
to grab and that that was all I was interested m. I might add that
the person with whom I was arguing was not even in a lifejacket.

After we had got off the sandbank I left the studio as I was
curious to know what had been happening on the bridge. Mike
took over the show while I was away. Our Captain was now In
contact with the ship-to-shore station near Margate (North
Foreland Radio), who were ready to send a lifeboat if we were to
need it. The M: Amigo was now moving in a south-westerly
direction due to a combination of wind, current and engine power
and some of the crew were once again working on lowering one of
the two reserve anchors, but were~not having much success. I
looked into my cabin, on my way back to the studio, and found it
just as wet as the others. A soaking floor but worst of all, a wet bed.

Upon returning to the studio I subconsciously decided to
continue the programme in as normal a way as possible. Maybe
listeners were getting tired of hearing about us and just wanted to,
in the words of the song, ‘listen to the music’. After all that 1s
what Caroline 1s all about.

Outside, however, there were still frantic efforts from the crew
to lower one or both of the reserve anchors. Although our engine
was still working to steam the M: Amigo east, north east, and back
to the Knock Deep, due once again to a combination of a very
strong current and high winds, the vessel was still heading south,
south west. At around 9.30 pm, we passed within about a mile of
the Tongue Light Vessel, about which I commented on the air at
the time, “The Mi Amigo is steaming somewhere or other to find
deeper water. I just had a look out of the porthole and there was a
lightship that’s not normally there, so we’re in waters unknown to
me but the Captain’s up on the bridge and I’m sure he’s got the
situation well in hand.”

Of course, although through no fault of his own, he had not got
the situation in hand as the ship was still drifting and out of
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control. I remarked, as I finished my show just before 10.00 pm,
that it had probably been the most dramatic programme that I had
ever done. Of that, I now have no doubt.

As usual, following me at 10.00 pm was Mike Lloyd until
closedown, which was to come a lot sooner than we anticipated.

The Captain, together with Peter Chicago, had taken the decision to
go off the air. It was halfway through Mike’s first record, ironically
entitled ‘She’s Gone’ by Daryl Hall and John Oates, that Peter
broadcast the following announcement:

“As most of the listeners now have realised, we have got
problems at the moment. We broke our anchor chain this evening
and since then we’ve been drifting in a south or south-westerly
direction and we’re approaching the point where we’re going to
enter British Territorial Waters. So for that reason we are now
going off the air. Our current position is latitude 51 degrees 31
minutes north and longitude one degree 22 minutes east. We are in
no immediate danger. We’ve no real problems except the fact
that we are drifting and we’re unable to correct the drift ot the
ship. We’ve also got difficulties in lowering our stand-by anchors.
So if anybody in the office is listening, you’ll realise that the
situation has got quite desperate and I’'m sure you’re doing all you .
can.

‘“We are in touch with the coastguard authorities, who’ve been a
great assistance to us in establishing our position and if the people
there are listening we’d like to ask listeners once again not to tele-
phone the coastguard authorities as they are already helping us a
great deal and you’ll only block up their telephone lines. So
thanks again.”

Both Mike and myself then said our goodbyes and assured our-
selves over the air that we were both a little nearer home that
night, although I was a lot nearer to Bromley, Kent than Mike was
to New York, USA. We also assured listeners that we would be¢
back the following night and Mike then closed the station with the
theme tune ‘On My Way Back Home’ by New Riders of the Purple
Sage and the transmitter was turned off.

There were no charts on board the M: Amigo that marked
British Territorial Waters. The Skipper had no time to consider the
possibility of the ship drifting within the limit, when his main
responsibility was the safety of the seven people on board and
secondly, that of the ship. We were not at all certain that the ship
was nearing the territorial limit and it was only the possibility at
the back of our minds that made us go off the air. If we had had

8



time to think deeply about where the limit was, and had come to a
decision, 1t would have been incorrect. This was to be proved later.

After leaving the air, Mike and myselt went into the mess room
and one of the first things that we heard was an enormous noise
that sounded like a cross between a bang and a grind. I ran out
onto the port side deck and came literally face to face with a great
big steel buoy. It was the width of the deck away, which is about
five feet. It was also about ten feet tall and by this time emitting a
very loud and strange siren noise. It was apparently travelling from
the aft to fore end of the M: Amigo and was scraping along the
side as 1t went. Of course 1t was us who were travelling and not the
buoy.

I could not believe that I had come face to face with such a
monstrosity making such a strange row. When I stepped out on
deck, as I was assured later, my face was a picture. I was told that
my eyes were popping out of my head. The Captain and some of
the crew viewed the spectacle from the bridgehouse and because
of my reactions, the buoy in all subsequent conversations was
referred to as ‘Simon’s Buoy’. We joked about it afterwards, but it
could have done a lot of damage to the side of the ship. Luckily it
had not. 3

We were of course still adrift and now fearing two things, one of
which was drifting into territorial waters and being arrested,
although we were not certain at this time whether we were already
inside the limit. No one can say for certain, but with help of
knowledge gained after the event, it seems that at about 10.30 pm
on that Saturday night the M: Amigo was probably still just
outside the limit.

Our second fear, and the major one, was being swept on to the
North Kent coast of which the only comfort was the thought of
awaiting girlfriends. The crew were still working frantically to
lower an anchor before we entered territorial limits. We believed
that the ship would be arrested as soon as it did, or as soon as
possible afterwards. The situation seemed now to be completely
hopeless and the only factor in our favour was the slight shelter
that the sandbank was now providing from the north-easterly
winds. If the wind had receded a little it was still too strong for
the engine to make any headway.

The first mate on board thought that there was no hope of
lowering either of the reserve anchors and with the best intentions
had given up the task. He, I know, thought it was the end for

Caroline. Most of the other people on board thought the same,
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except perhaps for Peter Chicago, who at no stage lost hope. As
for myself, I took the opinion that if the M: Amigo was sull afloat
then there was still a chance of survival for Caroline. But at around
midnight, I must admit, I thought that chance to be a very slim

one.
The first glimmer of real hope arrived just after midnight when

the Captain and myself were joined on the bridge by Peter, who
informed us that the port anchor had been lowered. Although this
was of course good news, it was the start of a problem that was to
haunt us all for four whole days. Unknown to the crew who were
working on the anchor, they had managed to drop it no more than
thirty metres from yet another giant solid steel buoy. The South
Edinburgh Number Three Buoy in the South Edinburgh Channel.

When a ship is at anchor, it does not, as a landlubber might
believe, remain in exactly the same position. In fact it swings on
the chain and is normally a distance away from being directly
above the anchor. A distance which depends on the amount of
slack chain. Of course, as the tide changes so does the position of
the ship in relation to the anchor, which is embedded in the sea

bed. ,
The Skipper was still in contact with North Foreland Radio on
VHF channel 16, which is normally just a calling frequency. That
is to say, one on which contact is established and a different
channel is arranged for any further conversations. It seemed that
although we had about eight channels available for our use, only
two of these, 16 and 26, were ones to which North Foreland could
isten. Twenty-six was tried, but we were told that our signal was
not getting through to Margate. For this reason North Foreland
Radio gave us permission to continue using VHF channel 16. They
-seemed pleased that we had dropped anchor successfully, but con-
‘cerned that we were so near the buoy. Their concern was justified
as 1t was soon after dropping anchor that the M: Amigo collided
with South Edinburgh Buoy Number Three.

For hours it seemed as though we were crashing into that
infernal buoy. In reality it was probably no more than three to
four minutes; by turning the ship’s wheel we had escaped the
menace for the time being. The buoy was, however, still too close
for comfort. It was partly for this reason that the captain decided
that there should be a two man watch kept 24 hours a day: He
also wanted someone listening to the ship-to-shore radio in case we
were called by North Foreland Radio or any ships in the area.

As the anchor was only a light one, and because of the closeness
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of the buoy, i1t seemed very unwise to shut down the engine. So by
a combination of the anchor and engine power, we managed to
halt our drift. At this point I decided to be brave and remove my
lifejacket, something which most people on board had done earlier.

Beside everything else that Peter Chicago had-been doing during
the evening, he had been attempting to get messages through to
members of the Caroline organisation on land. His method?
Calling up radio hams. He contacted one in Sussex and gave him a
’phone number to call, where he was to make sure that Caroline
staff on land knew of our plight and to find out if any assistance
was being sent or planned.

It seemed days before an answer came, but eventually at about
2.00 am on the morning of Sunday November 9, a message arrived.
A tug with a new anchor and chain was on the way and would
arrive at 10.00 am that day to take us back to our old position in
the Knock Deep. Most of us did not believe it, and thought that it
was a message sent to keep our morale high. After nearly a year
with the station, I knew that it was always a policy of Caroline’s
bosses to keep spirits up when things went wrong. None of us saw
any hope of a tug arriving in such a short space of time. We had
only been adrift about nine hours. However, the people on land
asked for our exact position, which was supplied and broadcast to
the radio ham, who passed it on.

The skipper decided to stay on watch all night, with Mike Lloyd,
and some of the others. Personally, I had had enough and was
ready for some sleep. My sheets had had time to dry out on the
radiators, over which I had placed them earlier. After everything
that had happened that evening I went down to my cabin to find
it in darkness and I had to tidy up and completely re-make my bed
by match light, and I never did see Dr Who that Saturday.
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“How the hell could he sleep? After all that had happened and was
still going on?”

I can almost hear you saying that as you read this. Admittedly,
after the fateful Saturday evening, there was always the fear that
some dramatic event would occur whilst one was asleep. It became
quite normal, before going to bed, to be asked to be awakened
immediately, if there was a slight indication of anything unusual.
Yes, there was enormous fear of missing something whilst asleep.

Before sleeping, I took the opportunity to view the beautiful
‘new’ sight of the lights of Margate and a 15 to 20 mile section of
the North Kent coast. After four weeks on board thoughts of
home and girl friends were already in my mind. In the Knock
Deep, 20 miles from the nearest coast, it is extremely rare to sight
land and thus fairly easy to erase thoughts of home from the
mind. However, here we were nine miles from the coastline of my
home county and thoughts of homesickness were a little more
difficult to forget. I think the phrase is so near yet so far. All the
same, the sight of England was a beautiful one and I spent an
enjoyable five or 10 minutes trying to pick out landmarks before
turning in. ’

After tidying up and making my bed by matchlight, the electri-
city was mysteriously restored to my cabin and I set about adding
a few lines to a.letter to my girl friend. Because what I wrote was
not of a personal nature and also because very basically it summed
up our circumstances at that moment in a nutshell, I now quote
those few lines.
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‘“‘Sunday morning 2.40 am.

“I’'m sure you know what’s happening tonight. A tug with a
new anchor is meant to be coming in the morning to tow us to our
old position. I don’t want to go into everything right now as I
want to sleep. We have a secondary anchor down, which took about
eight hours to lower but we are now anchored about 30 metres”
from a buoy, which we are in constant danger of hitting. Explain
more tomorrow.”’

Having written those few lines I turned the light out to get
some sleep, which was to be deep and uninterrupted. Whereas
many DJs in the past have had trouble sleeping with the ship
riding heavy seas, I have always found it easier to sleep in such
conditions, with the motion of the vessel probably having the
same effect as rocking a baby to sleep in a cradle. The only factor
that delayed me entering ‘the land of nod’ that night was the
sound of a heavy canister rolling around on the deck above me.
So, clad in only underpants and slippers, I went up to stop the
row. Fortunately, unlike the incident with ‘Simon’s Buoy’, I was
not spotted and there were no repercussions from the others after-
wards. If there had been I’m sure that, due to my lack of clothing,
they would have been worse than those of the events with the
buoy.

During the night, the intensity of the wind and the swell of the
sea decreased. As I have already mentioned, a 24 hour vigil had
been mounted on the bridge to keep a watch for anything that
might happen in our new surroundings, on the VHF radio or, of

course, with South Edinburgh Buoy Number Three. Still, there was
a fear that the British authorities might attempt to seize the M:

Amigo; but as time passed this fear became less, as we believed
that if they were going to make a move, they would have acted as
quickly as possible. The skipper, who had been up all day and had
had the strain of the previous few hours, stayed up all night and
kept watch with Mike Lloyd and some of the crew. Supplies of gin
were good and it was this that presumably kept the captain and
crew going throughout the long night. Dutch gin 1s normally as
close to a Dutch seaman as the carpet is to the floor. The only
exception on board was Jan, the first mate, who could normally
be found struggling with the top of a Heineken bottle.

The engine continued to run throughout the night, but the
engineer put it on half speed. The engine was old, rarely used, and
had been running for over ten hours. It was, however, enough
power to keep the strain off the anchor chain.
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During the height of the storm the wind had probably been up
to force eight or nine. The Captain’s log for early on Sunday
morning, quotes it as having “decreased to north-easterly force
six.”” The crew, who braved the conditions, and stayed up, spent
some of the night attempting to lower the reserve starboard
anchor. As there was not a working winch on board, it was a job
that needed a lot of muscle and skill to unravel the shackles.

I rose from my bed probably a good deal quicker than I normally
do. After all anything could have happened whilst I had been
sleeping and it was possible that no one had had time to wake me.
I went through the normal morning vigil of washing, dressing and
having a cup of tea, without which I cannot start any day. All this,
however, was not very normal as for some time we had been very
short of frésh water. This was due to numerous problems with the
tender. The shortage had now become acute and there was only
‘about a hundred litres remaining, which was a brownish colour as
1t was from the very bottom of the tank. It is very difficult to
clean your teeth and wash with about two cupfuls of water and on
that Sunday morning it seemed to take an age.

I had been dreading the day when the water was finally
exhausted. Fortunately I have never been in the position of being
unable to wash, clean my teeth and all the other things that are
normally done w1th water. I now knew almost for certain that that
day was the next one.

I chanced the brown water to make a cup of tea, against the
advice ot the engineer, Derrick, who said it would probably kill me.
I took the opinion that missing my morning ‘cuppa’ could have
the same effect. The proof is in the eating or in this case in the
drinking, and I am writing this several months later.

Having made the tea, I rushed to the bridge to get the news.
There was little. As expected the tug had not arrived and there was
no sign of 1it. The wind had dropped considerable as had the
visibility and 1t was now raining. As I have already mentioned the
engine was now running at half speed and attempts had been
continuing to drop the starboard anchor. Those were the two main
events of the night. :

The bridgehouse had taken on a lived-in look. It is only about
four metres long by six metres wide and had now been in use for
20 hours as a bedroom, kitchen, bar, living room and dustbin, not

A 24 hour watch was kept from the bridge
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to mention a radio room, look-out post, wheelhouse and map
reading room. The floor was beginning to resemble a giant ashtray
with cigarette ends, matches and bottle tops all over it. Empty
bottles and uneaten sandwiches littered the surfaces and two
makeshift beds had been made out of discarded lifejackets. One
was in a corner on the floor and the other on a desk top in the
opposite corner.

There had been no ships seen during the night, but at lunchtime
one was sighted. Appearing out of the depressing damp gloom was
a French tanker called the Commandant Henry, whose Master was
obviously surprised and amazed by this weird vessel, with an over-
sized mast, In his ship’s path. Eventually, obviously perplexed, he
passed about 60 metres from the M: Amigo’s stern. If he had
passed us at any greater distance his ship would probably have
ended up on the adjacent sandbank, and besides we could not have
heard anything of the crew’s shouts for us to listen on VHF
channel six. Having got this message by a combination of shouts
and hand signals, we listened to the frequency but heard nothing.
The Commandant Henry had livened up a generally dismal looking
day and having done so she proceeded to her destination and while
I remained on watch the others went to eat lunch.

Spotting ships in the distance was to be a major preoccupation
over the next few days, probably due to having nothing better to
do whilst on watch and because there was always a chance that the
one spotted was a tug on the way to us.

Sunday afternoon produced various messages, from North
Foreland Radio, about tug assistance that was on the way.
Apparently, a tug from Felixstowe, arranged for by the station’s
owner I Spain, would arrive by late afternoon. As the tug was
coming from England, where it is illegal to assist offshore radio
stations, our first thought was whether or not they would tow us
to wherever we wanted. When challenged on this, North Foreland
assured us that they would and also said that we had no need to
worry. They stated emphatically two of three times during the
same message that we would be taken by the tug to wherever we
wanted. There, for a few hours, the matter laid at rest.

By mid-afternoon, the engineer said that the engine would have
to be switched off as it was overheating. All the efforts of a very
tired Peter Chicago, Captain and crew were then turned to lowering
the starboard anchor. In half-light, at just after 4.00 pm, they
succeeded. Immediately, the engine, which had now been
operating for almost 24 hours, was switched off. This was
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followed by a few moments of suspense as we stood on the bridge.

Two fairly light anchors were now down, but where they going
to be sufficient to hold the 470 tons of the Mi Amigo? Together
they were probably not as good as the anchor that had been burnt
off the night before. Without the help of the engine power we
were not sure whether the two anchors were going to do a good
job. We crowded into the bridgehouse to watch our bobbing buoy
as the engine was cut. Was our distance from the buoy changing?
If 1t was, then once again the ship was adrift and in trouble.

The seconds, and then minutes passed. Eventually a sigh of
relief was heard as i1t became apparent that the buoy was not
getting any nearer or any further away. We were holding our
position and although still in great danger, we could feel a little
more secure.

Immediafe problems were far from over. Interest was now
centred around the weather fox the forthcoming night. So we once
again conta¢ted North Foreland, who obliged us with our request
for the expected weather conditions over the southern North Sea
and Thames Estuary for Sunday/Monday night. The information
was not good. “Winds veering from north east to east, force six to
seven reaching gale force eight.” If the wind was to come up
directly from the east, then the shelter provided by Long Sand
would be lost. To the East was nothing but open sea.

6 pm produced the forecast on Anglia Television, which did not
agree with the one provided by North Foreland. The wind,
according to Anglia, was to be south-easterly force five or six
decreasing. Our Skipper seemed to think that the first forecast
could have been falsely given to frighten us into a rash decision.
The British government would, it appears, do anything to close
Caroline and Mi Amigo. It seems likely that the Home Office was
in constant contact with North Foreland and were to an extent
telling them what to say to us. If the idea was to frighten us, we
were not going to be scared that easily. We would wait and see
what happened; besides a tug was still on the way.

To add to everything, our fresh water supply had now come
to an end. It was quite horrible having to wash hands with soap
and sea-water.

Remembering his chemistry classes from school, the cook had
turned the galley into a fresh water reclamation plant. He was
boiling salt water and letting the steam rise to a cold metal surface.
By employing this technique, the drips that fall off the surface are
pure water. He was not exactly successful, as all afternoon had
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produced just over a litre. It was not the end of the world, as milk,
for making coftee, was abundant, and there was plenty of fizzy
orange, tonic water and beer remaining.

During late afternoon the Captain decided to take his first sleep
tfor about 30 hours. Jan, the first mate, and myself were to stay on
watch. Mike Lloyd and Peter Chicago, who had been up all night,
were now sleeping. A radio message had come through from the
Trinity House ship, the Mermaid. (Trinity House is the authority
responsible for the maintenance of lighthouses’ navigation aids
around the British coastline.) As the Mermaid’s Master seemed to
consider the M: Amigo as a navigation hazard, he was very
interested to know of our future plans. After having answered
some of his questions myself, I decided that it would be best for
him to speak to the Captain. The poor man was disturbed from his
sleep after only about one hour.

When was our ship going to be moved? And where to? And had
any damage been sustained to the South Edinburgh Buoy Number
Three?

The answer to the first two questions were of course unknown
and ‘“no” was the response to the final inquiry about the state of
the buoy. Our overtired Skipper, who had been answering the
questions in a rather dazed manner, returned to his bed.

Late afternoon had come and gone, and there was still no sign
of the tug from Felixstowe, which we had been informed, had
definitely left. The tug was called the MS Sauria and North
Foreland requested that we listen out for the vessel on the VHF
radio. Decision time was getting near. What were we to ask of the
tug?

It is 1llegal for British subjects or companies to assist offshore
radio stations, except in cases of distress. Was the M: Amigo,
however, still classified as being in distress? If she was, would this
clause in the Marine etc. Broadcasting (Offences) Act 1967 provide
for a tug taking us back to the Knock Deep? Or would this be
illegal and could the tug only assist in towing us to a British port —
the last thing that we wanted. The Captain had emerged frorm his
bed and a discussion commenced in the bridgehouse.

After 10 or 15 minutes, no decision had been reached as to
what we were to ask the tug to do. If it was to tow us, then we
wanted to go back to Knock Deep. But would the tug take us
towards land whatever our request? If this happened, we could
always cut the line, but we could then be a ship without an anchor.
What were the instructions given to the Sauria’s skipper by his
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company, Gaseley? Besides, if the Sauria was to tow us, this might
firstly involve having to cut off the two anchors. There didn’t
seem to be much chance of the approaching tug bringing a new
anchor and chain for us, as this would almost certainly have been
illegal. There was a slight chance that together the crew and disc
jockeys of the M: Amigo and the crew of the tug could haul up
one of the anchors manually. Our Captain decided that perhaps it
wasn’t such a good 1dea to return to Knock Deep until a new
heavier anchor and chain were on board.

During the discussion, I remembered that I had the telephone
number of a Spanish company connected with Radio Mi Amigo.
Perhaps we could contact them for orders. There were problems,
however. It was unlikely that anyone would answer on a Sunday
night.

North Foreland could not hear our transmissions on channel
26, for technical reasons "the only channel on which we could
receive calls. The only alternative was to give the number to North
Foreland who could call it and relay any messages from the
station’s owners In Spain. This was done but as expected there was
no reply in Spain.

The Captain had the difficult task of deciding what to do before
the Sauria arrived. He chose to stick to his original decision until a
heavier anchor was brought out. The adjacent sandbank was
providing protection from the wind, which was not as strong as
the forecast had indicated. It was blowing from the north east,
quite treacherous in Knock Deep, but not as bad in the South
Edinburgh Channel. Even though we believed that the M: Amigo
was still in International Waters, (simply because it had not been
seized by the authorities), we decided that we should stay off the
air so as not to jeopardise any help we might get. If off the air, the
M: Amigo might not be classified as an offshore radio station and
possibly exempt from restrictions.

When she arrived at 9.00 pm there was nothing to ask the Saurza
but to remain overnight on standby in case of emergency. We only
had to drift a little way and we would be crashing into the buoy or
aground on one of the two sandbanks in the vicinity.

The radio operator of the Sauria informed us that they were to
be relieved in the morning by a larger and more powerful tug.

Once the Sauria arrived, much uncertainty disappeared, along
with many of the crew who went to catch up on lost sleep. The
Skipper and myself remained on watch for a fairly uneventful four
hours, occasionally checking by radio with the Saur:a, ironically
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enough to make sure that they were alricht. At 2.00 am on the
morning of Monday, November 10, we were relieved by one sailor,
one engineer and one disc jockey, in the form of Mike Lloyd.

The Skipper, hungry after his long watch, raided the food
cupboard to make a small meal and we both had to endure
cleaning our teeth with tonic water and washing our hands with
soap and sea-water.

With a tug now anchored within shouting distance, the safety of
the Mi Amigo and her inhabitants now appeared to be certain. But
did that also apply to the ship’s occupation as the floating home
of Radios Caroline and Mi Amigo?

b ]
v
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The sound that awoke me at midday on Monday November 10 was

that of The Sauria’s siren bidding us farewell after a night by our
side.

The night had been uneventful, with radio links maintained
between the M: Amigo and the Sauria, whose Master had received
word from his company in Harwich that another tug, the Sun
XXII was on the way, and would arrive within two hours. The
weather had improved. The wind was down to force two or three
southerly and there was now only a slight sea breeze. For these
reasons the Sauria had decided to leave a little before the arrival of
the Sun XXII. In mysterious circumstances the Sauria was to
re-appear later in the week.

Of course there was still no fresh water on board; or was there?
Upon entering the washroom I turned on the tap hoping for a few
drips and was pleasantly surprised to see flowing light brown water
coming out. I have never turned a tap off so quickly. Enough
water had collected to enable myself to wash my face and wake
myself up. A miracle had not occurred overnight, but evidently,
due to the comparative flatness of the sea, the little water left in
the bottom of the tank had levelled out, allowing some of it to
be distributed around the ship. This amount was precious little.

Overnight, Jan, the first mate, had cleaned and tidied the
bridgehouse and it was now more pleasant to have to keep watch
in, with a liberal supply of full bottles around the room.

Having just got out of bed, I kept watch while the others went
to eat lunch. It was soon after they had gone that the Sun XXII
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The Sauria leaves

came Into vision to the north west. Unlike the Sauria, the Sun
XXII came alongside and made fast to the Mi Amigo, immediately
wanting instructions. ;

Our Skipper gave fresh thought to being towed back to the
Knock Deep and work commenced on raising one of the anchors.
The weather was, by now, almost perfect and the sea was very
nearly flat.

A powerful tug was alongside and said that they were not only
willing to tow us back, but also to remain on standby in the
Knock Deep until a new anchor and chain arrived for us.

Because of the overtiredness of our crew and the complete
lack of knowledge about any attempts that the station’s owner
might have been making to help us, we didn’t quite know what
we wanted. One moment it was one thing and the next something
else.

Seeing new faces was very refreshing after all we had been
through together. The only let-down was that the Sun XXII did
not have a temale crew, although we did not expect her to. The
tug’s crew did have visions of a ‘pop pirate’. They seemed to think
that the M: Amigo would be full of loose women, but in fact
nothing could be more removed from the truth.
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Whilst others were working on the anchor, I remained on watch.
It wasn’t long before North Foreland Radio came through to see
if we were alnght, and if the Sun XXII had arrived. I gave a
positive answer to both questions, but was very surprised by the
next thing that was said to me. Would we like to speak to the
owners who were on the telephone from Spain. My answer was
once again positive but I asked how it would be possible when on
the previous day North Foreland could not hear our transmissions
on VHF channel 26, which we had been told was the only channel
on which a direct telephone link was feasible. The answer was that
we should once again transmit on 26 and if North Foreland
received our signal they would reply. I called them and the answer
came back that they could hear us loud and clear.

North Foreland could now hear us on a frequency on which
apparently a day earlier reception had been impossible. Had they
been given mstructions during the night to the effect that they
could now after all give us a phone call? A question to which an
answer will probably never be known.

The Captain was told that a call was coming through and within
a few minutes was talking to Radio Mi Amigo D] and programme
director, Joop Verhoof, who was speaking on behalf of the
station’s owner. One firm instruction was that we should stay off
the air until we could be moved back to our old position. We were
also informed that attempts were being made to charter a private
tug that would reach us from Spain as soon as possible. The
owner, however, wanted a precise rundown on our situation. Both
the Captain and Joop were very aware that authorities were able
to listen to the conversation, which took place in Dutch. It was
made clear by Joop that if we could get back to the Knock Deep
by any other means than the chartered Spanish tug, then we were
to do so as the opportunity arose.

Although most of the crew of the Sun XXII seemed friendly
enough, there were one or two people on board who at the most
were very strange or at the least were very uneasy about the
legality of the whole affair. The Captain of the tug became
agitated by our failure to make a firm decision and did not seem
to want to mix with or talk to anybody on the Mi Amigo other
than the Captain who had to be the one to leave his ship when the
two skippers had to confer.

Two or three crew members of the Sun XXII did come aboard
to look at the home of Radio Caroline and we gave them drinks
and sandwiches and generally made them welcome. In exchange

23



for bottles of whiskey they gave us a few newspapers including
ones for that day, which is a rarity indeed on the M: Amigo.

Our suspicions were aroused further by some of their very
technical questions about our transmitters and generators. We
began to think about the possibility, however far-fetched, that the
Gaseley Tug Company was not only being paid by Caroline and
Mi Amigo, but also by the British government to hinder our
efforts to get back to Knock Deep. Because of our thoughts it
was requested by us that the tug moved away from our starboard
side to an anchorage close-by.

Earlier, the Captain had used the Sun XXII’s direct link with
their headquarters to talk to a representative from'Radio Mi
Amigo, who was m the offices of Gaseley. The instructions were
only a repeat of the ones we had received on the phone from
Spain.

Just after 4.00 pm, as darkness was falling, the Sun XXII left
us for a position about 100 metres away from our portside deck.
The tug was now where we could keep a good watch on it and
vice versa. Whilst alongside the M: Am:igo, most of the tug’s crew
had been relaxing by eating and drinking and two or three of them
had taken to scraping our hull for fishing bait.

Although the water was now calm, there were always a few
nervous moments as the tide changed. Overall, our distance from
the South Edinburgh Buoy Number three had remained the same,
but as the tide changed the ship would swing round and for a few
moments would get even nearer the buoy. A 24 hour two man
watch was still being observed and this meant an average of eight
hours a day in the bridgehouse for each man. The exception to
this was the Captain, who spent nearly all his time on watch,
except when he was asleep.

There were now a few more home comforts on the bridge. As
there 1s no installed heating in the room, an electric radiator had
now been taken up there. Previously it had been such a cold task
to stay on watch. There was also a transistor radio for amusement
and countless hours were spent listening to Capital Radio, and
even more to our Iriends at Radio Orwell, whose news broadcasts
also indicated that certain restrictions against assisting our ship
had been lifted. Anglia Television also carried a story in their
news programme about the M: Amigo’s weekend advanture. We
had failed, however, to hear anything about ourselves on any of
the national news broadcasts, both on radio and television.

The half-hearted attempts to raise one of the anchors had
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ceased soon after they had started, and life was settling down to
a routine once again. It was different to the one that we had
been used to, but in any situation a routine seems to evolve as
people still get tired, and go to bed roughly 16 hours after they get
up.

For a moment on the Monday morning, a spot of amusement
crept on board the ship. A boat, obviously in the area, radioed
North Foreland: “What’s all this fuss about Tia Maria?” they
asked. “We wish it was Tia Maria,”” came the reply.

Excluding Jan, the first mate, who stayed on watch, we all had
a meal together on Monday evening, for the first time since
Friday’s dinner. Since Saturday most of us had been existing on
fried eggs, sandwiches and plates of chips. After the meal, the first
mate, the engineer and Mike Lloyd took the opportunity to sleep,
while the Skipper and Peter Chicago remained on watch. I was
very lazy and spent a few. hours in front of the television and
watched a horror film about strange happenings on the London
Underground.

That accounted for everyone on board except the cook, who,
despite everything, had hardly done anything except cook one
meal and make coffee a couple of times. It was a time when all
on board had to give everything possible to make the best of the
situation. I exclude myself from these comments, but everyone
did do all they could to help out. I naturally hope that I did as
well. Our cook did not seem to want to have anything to do with
standing on watch and did very little except occasional work in
the galley. He would not be made very welcome on the Mi Amigo
again.

Life was, for the first time since the start of our ordeal, a little
quiet and certainly more relaxed. At 11.00 pm I made tea for the,
no doubt bored, watchmen on the bridge, and afterwards I took
over from Peter and joined the Skipper. Shortly after there was
a false alarm. When the ship turned on the tide we began to get
very near the buoy. The Captain thought that it would be a good
1dea to start the engines and attempt to manoeuvre it away a little.
I rushed down to awake the engineer, who had had only a few
hours’ sleep. But by the time he had reached the bridge to see what
all the bother was about, the danger had receded. We had swung
to the other side of the buoy. Apart from this incident our watch
was an uneventful four hours, only brightened up by the Skipper’s
strange habit of pacing up and down the bridge for hours on end.
It was a habit that he apparently acquired on bigger vessels than
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the Mz Amigo and ones which obviously had larger bridges.

At 4.00 am on Tuesday morning we were both ready for our
sleep and our places were taken by the first mate, the engineer
and Mike Lloyd.

The M: Amigo had been in the South Edinburgh Channel for
over 48 hours and we still had no idea if and how we were going to
get her back to Knock Deep. We did not know if the station’s
owners were having any success in chartering a private tug and our
Captamn was still toying with the idea of letting the Sun XXII tow
us back.

Sun XII standing by

Toop Verhoot




Was Tuesday to be the day that our good ship could return
‘home’?

There was a pessimistic atmosphere on board, with some of us
believing that the end of an era had finally arrived. Logically there
had to be a point where either the money ran out or it was
considered that enough had been spent. The latter was a feeling
that was to grow stronger as time passed. The longer the tug was
on standby, the more it had to be paid and thousands were being
lost whilst programmes were not being broadcast. On top of that,
Radio Mi Amigo had been having a poor financial time in the
weeks prior to all these events and this seemed to increase the
possibility of the project being abandoned.

I awoke on Tuesday at midday to find the weather good and
the sea still fairly calm.” Our water problem had been alleviated
somewhat by some ‘passing friends’, who gave us a gift of enough
water to last a week.

So having had a good wash, I went to the bridge to receive the
overnight news. There was little. The Sun XXII had remained
close by and we had kept up radio contact with them. The two
man watch had been relaxed a little, so I spent much of the
afternoon on lone watch with just the radio and the programmes
of Radio Orwell to accompany me. That turned out to be a great
advantage.

The 4.00 pm news bulletin carried a report on the latest
situation with Radio Caroline. It was said that a tug called the
Sun XXII was standing by the Mi Amigo and that the Skipper of
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the tug had orders not to tow the pirate seawards. It was said
that the tug’s orders were only to tow us towards land along the
South Edinburgh Channel. Any thoughts left of allowing the
Sun XXII to tow us were immediately dispelled. We would wait
for a privately chartered vessel to arrive. Following the news,
disc jockey Andy Archer, formerly with Caroline, was kind
enough to wish us luck and play our theme. “For our friends at
sea,”’ as he put it.

There were now thoughts in certain ranks of going back on the
air. I was one who half supported this idea. After all, the ship
had received no trouble from the British authorities and it was
theretore believed that we were anchored in International Waters.
Returning to the air was not given serious thought, though, for
as long as we were relying on help from land the Skipper was
against 1t. We had also been instructed by the owners to keep the
ship silent. As we had been allowed help from a British company
and had only received co-operation from the coastguards, it was
thought that if we recommenced transmissions it would only
serve to embarrass the -British Government further and thus ‘rub
salt iIn the wound’.

The only thing left was sit, watch, wait and hope that a private
tug would arrive as soon as possible. But we were to be kept
occupied as there was a vast amount of tidying-up from the
storm.

There were some two or three hundred albums spread over the
tfloor of the record library. Although I had no enthusiasm for
anything to do with programmes or music, whilst we were off the
air, I decided to at least pile the records in one corner of the room.
It had previously been impossible to enter the library without
walking over albums and singles. The two studios, used for
broadcasts, were in a dreadful state and for a while were to remain
so. Neither Mike Lloyd or myself had any interest in going into
them.

The watch routine carried on, as what by now had become
normal. The Skipper was still spending nearly all of his time on
the bridge. He completed the early evening shift with Peter
Chicago and at about 10.00 pm I relieved Peter, who went to get
some well earned sleep. At 3.00 am both the Captain and myself
finished our watch and it was time for Mike, the first mate and
the engineer to take over.

The day had been uneventful after the previous 48 hours, and
for the first time an amount of boredom began to set in. There
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was nothing to do on the bridge except drink, smoke and
speculate. Never before or since have I known a bunch of people
do so much of the latter. We also worried about friends and
relations who were perhaps not entirely sure about our safety.

Becduse of this the Skipper thought about getting through to
North Foreland and asking for a phone call using the name of
a different ship. There was no question of the M: Amigo being
allowed to make private phone calls. The Captain had evidently
used this method whilst working on the Mebo II (Radio North
Sea International) and knew all the ropes. His worry was that
North Foreland would recognise his voice and there was no one
else on board who would know the correct answers to give to
quick-fire questions about the ship’s name, position, destination
and the company’s name and address. The idea was therefore
discounted.

It was now over 80 hours since our troubles had begun and the
only thing to lift our spirits would have been the arrival of a tug
with a new anchor and chain. Even the supply of beer was getting
low.

L d

Peter Chicago on deck




A screaming Mike Lloyd prompted my awakening on
Wednesday November 12.

“Get up. Get'up quick. The Captain wants everyone on deck.”

What the hell was happening? I asked myself. Having just woken
up I was in no fit state to ask Mike.:I quickly dressed and went up
on deck to find a ship called the Maplin circling us.

Five minutes earlier the vessel had been alongside the M: Amigo
and there appeared to be attempts by some of the crew to come
on board. Our Skipper had been asked by his opposite number on
the Maplin for the right to come aboard. The answer was a definite
no. The ship, from the Port of London Authority, took to circling
the Mi: Amigo at a very close proximity and there still existed the
possibility that they were going to.board us without permission.
Our Captain’s reaction was to get everyone on deck in a show of
force. There was one person who wanted to use force to defend
our rights, but the idea was not popular with the rest of us and the
Captam forbade it. However, he did want to create the impression
that the use of force was a possibility in the eventuality of a
boarding.

Crew with Captain Werner telling the Maplin to leave




I don’t think that the seven of us standing there on deck
provided much of a deterrent. The Maplin continued to circle us
for 10 to 15 minutes perhaps to frighten us. To an extent it was
working, as there appeared to be many people on board, perhaps
as many as twenty five, but we were not going to do anything
irresponsible or rash. Eventually, the Maplin (a large ship, almost
as big in length as the M: Amigo), anchored about one hundred
metres from our starboard side. Our eyes became firmly fixed on
their anchor chain to watch for the first indication that she was
on the move again. It was about 15 minutes later that activity
started around the anchor hold and a few moments later the
Maplin was steaming towards the fore end of the M: Amigo.
She headed for a position about one hundred metres from our
stern, where once again the ship anchored. Perhaps it had all
been designed to scare us. The manoeuvre had otherwise seemed
pointless.

The Port of London Authority’s Press Office said afterwards
that neither radio nor loud hailer contact could be established
with the Mi Amigo and for this reason the Maplin had gone
alongside the radio ship. It was claimed that her skipper wanted
to know of our plans for the M: Amigo as it was considered that
our ship was causing an obstruction.

The Maplin remained close for nearly two hours and then upped
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anchor and headed for her base at Gravesend.

The Sun XXII was still on standby and her captain and crew
had no doubt wdtched the events with interest. A message passed
on, via her radio, had said that a privately owned tug would arrive
during early evening. Like other messages that-had been received
over the previous days, it was not taken very seriously, but it did
add interest to our pastime of spotting every ship within miles.
The area was not a busy one and there had been very few ships
that had passed close to the M: Amigo since Sunday morning.

During early evening, the Sun XXII received word that a relief
tug, called the Egerton, was on the way. With our Skipper’s
permission, the Sun XXII left our side and within one hour the
Egerton had arrived. She tied up to our side and her master came
aboard. He carried with him a letter from our representative who
had been in Gaseley’s office. Tug assistance and a new anchor and
chain would definitely arrive within the next few hours. A
previous attempt to send a tug had apparently ended in failure.
As for the Egerton, it was to be, according to the letter, our
Captain’s decision whether the vessel remained or not. With.
very calm seas and a good forecast, there seemed to be little
danger in dismissing the tug. The Egerton, the third tug to come
from Gaseley, had been alongside for half an hour and was now on
her way back to Felixstowe.

Our vigil on the bridge had continued throughout the afternoon
and early evening, and soon after 5.00 pm we ate dinner together,
while Jan, the first mate, stayed on watch. During the evening
Mike, Jan and the engineer had come off duty to sleep and the
Skipper, Peter Chicago and myself remained on watch during
mid-evening. I went off to watch yet another horror film and
for taking such a liberty was bribed into making chips and a pot
of tea for the other two, once the film was over. Peter went off
to bed and I took over his watch with the Captain at just after
11.00 pm.

The tug had not arrived, but we were now scanning the horizon
more than ever and every moving light, even if it was miles away,
would receive a complete scrutiny from us, Where was it coming
from? Was it getting any nearer? And what kind of ship was it?
Every movement of a light provided a conversation full of
different theories.

At 2.00 am, Jan, Mike and the engineer were awoken and in
no time Jan had arrived on the bridge. I went to my cabin and
left Jan chatting to the Skipper: I bid the newly awoken Mike
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goodnight and within 1U minuws was snuggled up in a warm bed
with a good book. I read for nearly half an hour and then switched
the light off to go to sleep. It was only to remain off for around
20 seconds.
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For the second time in only 15 hours a screaming Mike Lloyd
came tearing Into my cabin. On the previous occasion I was
nearing the end of a night’s sleep but this time I had barely had
time to close my eyes. e |

“Get up! Get up! The tender’s here,”’ yelled Mike, to which my
answer was that it wasn’t. However; I was already out of bed at a
speed that must have been close to that of Concorde’s, when [
heard the cry repeated as Mike entered Peter’s cabin opposite my
own. ,

The arrival of a tender 1s always a great moment of excitement
amongst us, but never more so than on this occasion. After
perhaps two weeks on board, only seeing the same six faces, a
tender 1s always a tremendous miorale booster. It must be
remembered that a tender is not only a postman and paperboy,
but also a chance to see new faces and catch up with all that has
been happening with the organisation on land. A tender can also
mean the arrival of fresh food, milk, mountains of new groceries,
new studio equipment or transmitter parts, clean sheets and new
programme tapes and commercials. In addition to all this, the
arrival this time of a tender meant that Caroline and Mi Amigo
could soon be back on the air.

When I got up on deck I could quite understand why Mike had
referred to the ship as a tender, as it certainly bore no resemblance
to a tug. It was, however, rather large in size.

Evidently Jan had spotted the lights of the vessel in the distance
a few minutes after he had arrived on the bridge and this time was
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absolutely convinced that the lights were bound for the M: Amago.
In fact he was so canvinced that he bet 10 Guilders (just over £2)
on it, with the Captain. Our days of playing spot the light had paid
off for at least one member of the crew.

It was soon after 3.00 am on Thursday November 13 that the
ship pulled alongside and tied up. She had at least 15 crewmen on
board, who were soon working furiously and there was no doubt
that they were 1n a great hurry. A point that was later confirmed
to me by their Captain. Firstly, he had another job to reach by
a deadline and secondly, he didn’t want to be caught doing this
one. .

Jan and Werner watch the tender drawing nearer

Sprawled over the massive deck of the vessel was an anchor
and an extremely long chain, the shackles of which were
enormous. The anchor was suitable for a ship many times the
tonnage of the M: Amigo and it appeared that no chances were
being taken this time. Also on board the tender were two of the
My Amigo’s relief crew, a first mate and an engineer, who had
come along to help out. There would have been a complete crew
change at this time but the other Captain and cook were both on

holiday and out of contact.
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Besides the enormous chain on the deck, there was a large
supply of fresh food of all kinds, and hundreds of boxes, which
contamed everything from soft drinks and a new refrigerator, ta
new parts for the engine. There was also no less than 48 cases
of beer, something which we had run out of during the previous
day. A human chain was formed on the deck of the tender, and
the transfer of the goods to the Mi Amigo began. I was given the
‘dummy’s’ job of keeping watch on our old friend South
Edinburgh Buoy Number Three. There was now the weight of two
ships on our anchors and the chances of them behaving incorrectly
had, thus, increased.

From my position on the bridge I did, however, have an
excellent view of all that was going on below. Boxes of drink were
almost flying along the chain of hands on the tender and were
somehow ending up safely on our deck. There were a few anxious
moments as a rather large refrigerator was passed between the two
ships. ‘Despite the many helping hands, there was such an
abundance of goods that it was well over an hour before they were
all on the M: Amigo.

There was now the task of pumping fuel and water on to our
ship. We had in the tanks only enaugh of each to last for about a
week. The tender had fuel and water to fill our tanks to the top
and there was now no doubt at all to us that the two stations’
owners still meant business in a big way.

All the work was being carried out at an extremely fast rate
and there was a moment of terror as the fuel was being pumped
on. The mlet to the fuel tank is close to the exhaust pipe for the
main generator, which, although we were off the air, was still
running for the purpose of providing light. Suddenly as the tank
became full, fuel started pouring out all over the deck and on to
the hot exhaust pipe.

As the Skipper screamed at his crew to shut off the flow, I
saw, from my vantage point, vapour coming from the side of the
pipe. 1 was ternfied that the whole ship was going to blow up. I
yelled at Peter to get some water to at least cool down the pipe.
But by the time he had got a bucket full from the washroom, the
gushing fuel had stopped. Both the port and starboard decks took
on a surface as slippery as a skating rink. Besides that, the pipe
was still steaming, but the danger seemed to have passed.

About one and a half hours after the arrival of the tender, all
the -goods were on board and the tanks of the M: Amigo were
tull. Hundreds of boxes were stacked all over the deck and the
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hallway inside the centre shell of the vessel, which was almost
impassable. It was only just possible to enter the galley as about
80% of the floor area was taken up by boxes, that in some cases
were stacked almost two metres high.

I had already taken the chance to grab my first can of beer for
a day, which makes me sound like an alcoholic, but it is true that
whilst on the ship, most people tend to drink more through lack
of anything better to do. This was not the case at this particular
moment, but having a can in one’s hand does become a bit of a
habit.

The Skipper of the tender, certainly in a tremendous hurry,
was keen to get the towing operation underway as soon as every-
thing was loaded up.

Unfortunately there was no way in which we could raise our
two anchors from the sea bed and because of this they had to be
lost. They were both burnt off which brought the total number
ot anchor chamns burnt off the M: Amigo to three within a space
of just over four days. We marked the spot where they were left
in the rather optimistic hope that at some time in the future they
could be retrieved by our company. Two makeshift buoys, made
out of empty oil barrels, were attached to each of the chains.
Unless anyone else has bothered to salvage them they will still
be there to this day, next to South Edinburgh Buoy Number 3.

Directing the towing operation was a representative of Radio
Mi Amigo, who had come out with the tender. The sea was like a
pond and the night was clear, conditions that were perfect for the
job. Mike and myself had set about lowering some of the boxes
at the top of the stacks as it was possible that the motion of the
ship, under tow, would dislodge them, sending them all over
the place.

It had been decided that instead of a rope, the new anchor
chain would be used to tow us. It had been attached to the deck
railing at the fore end of the starboard deck, just behind the
fore deck and close to the base of the main mast. The anchor
end of the chain was made fast to a point on the deck of the
tender. The operation was ready to commence. The two ships,
now free of each other except by the chain attachment, were
lying fore to stern. The engine of the M: Amigo was once again
pressed into use as the two powertful engines of the tender, turned
tug, roared into action. About 50 to 60 metres of chain had to slip

The tender comes alongside
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into the sea before it became taut and it was then that the M;
Amago could be classified as being under tow.

As the ship was pulling away from our side, a final touch of
rony struck. The two anchors had been sacrificed about one
minute earliel and the chain was still slack. The two ships had had
a tew seconds free to drift and had done so in the direction of
South Edinburgh Buoy Number Three, which started to split the
minute gap in between the two vessels and to scrape along both
hulls. The ship quickly started to move away from our side and

the My Amigo’s engine managed to manoeuvre the radio ship away
from the buoy.

Examining the damage left by the tender




Within a few short moments the two ships were at right angles
to each other and the chain became taut. As the pressure was
applied, it was ‘a case of ‘something’s gotta give’, and something
did. It was the side of the Mi Amigo where the chain had been
made fast. A four metre section of rusting iron had been ripped
away and was hanging into the sea with the chain still attached.

The idea of trying to move the ship sideways had not been a
good one, especially as our engine was working to move us
forward.

As the use of the chain had been unsuccessful it was decided
that a rope would be used. The chain was secured to a different
point on the M: Amigo and a rope of shorter length was found.
It was attached to the rail around the fore deck and to a point
to the rear of the tender’s deck. This time all three engines were
going to be working together and not against each other.

On the bridge the captain was in radio contact with the Radio
Mi Amigo representative on the tender. Instructions were passed
between the two ships in Dutch and finally the two engines of the
tender, once again, roared into action as she pulled away to the
front of us. As the rope became taut, the M: Amigo shuddered and
a split second later, whilst my eyes were trained on the tow rope,
I saw it part in the middle as though it was a piece of elastic.
Knock Deep began to feel even further away. The tender’s great
hurry was not helping and there appeared to be a clear case of
‘more haste less speed’.

Another rope was located and attached to the same points. The
two ships were, once again, close together and the slack rope was
trailling in the sea. As the ship again pulled away from us it
managed to move at such an angle that made the rope become
entangled with the propeller of one of her engines. The rope w<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>