{CL AliStars Magazine

Issue 58* Winter 2018* Keeping the ex-ICL community in touch, in contact & informed

Well, so soon after our last issue, we have pleasure in delivering our latest edition of the ICL AllStars
magazine for your singing and dancing pleasure. The rapidity with which we are currently publishing is
a result of one thing and one thing alone. That is the amazing penchant of our great collegiate to send
us such a diverse, amazing and delicious range of yarns and pics. Do please keep this happening.

Such inputs number those in our up-front Feedback section which include follow-up boating pics featuring Jerry
Montgomery and MaryAnne Leighton, as well as a note on the Australian perambulations of Jean and Brian
Hackett. In an item under our Walk Down Memory Lane heading, we compare and contrast the varied ways in
which we celebrated new orders. Via highly varied PR photos, we draw on Peter Sweetser and Kent Brooks
to prove our poi totanotehatothertviSitso Qzhretims instance fromt h e Alard Beer
who, among other things, caught up with his old colleague Geoffrey Howell. From there, we move back to part-
2 of our seafaring feature which, in this issue, includes notable items from Mike Vanderkelen and John Farrell.

Still on matters nautical, we have stellar items from David Godbold in the US, and a more local Bill Chalkley.
For lan Bone, however, the obsession is about cars, not boats. He talks of his automobile passion, and his
creation of the Queensland Motor Museum. From there, we move to a report on the re-birth of an ICT 1301,
which features the likes of one-time Aussie Trevor Jarrett and the never ever seen Down Under Stuart Fyfe.

Page 1 of 29



Being rather unpredictab | e , | et 6 s jofrmapgazitesingteealumre phato line-up. Here (and as seen
above), you will be greeted by the likes of Arthur Humphreys, Paul Lewis, Dean Littlefield, Rod Rodwell,

and Carlos Pena. Continuing that end-of-issue line up of grand members of the collegiate, we have (below)

Jim Paice, Andy Robertson, Ed Reynolds, David Gooden with Brian Calvert, Paul Lewis, Harry Gill and

Gil Thew. Andasthenow-c ust oma+4 woéotion@ur i nt rup, deihave this yme prbund acshot i n e
of Mae West from our Wits End section.

That all noted, we have begun a several edition feature on AllStars membersécommunity contributions. In this

issue, we have a brief teaser on Rotary International from Bruce Lakin (more in edition 59), another teaser

from Kent Brooks (already pictured) and an in-depth look at the amazing work, of John Silk forPar ki nson 6
Australia. On our meander, like massie motion, there is news on the location and current well-being of Raf Dua

and Anthea Gedge; some great IT history-preservation news from Peter Byford, who recently caught up with a

number of old LEO cronies, including Alan Sercombe, John Hoey and David Jones in Melbourne; and a most

splendid mountaineering item from Peter Trethewey which features Mal Hill. And let us not forget Geoff

Ridings.

And that, dear reader, is pretty much all you get in this little publishing effort.

Our most sincere thanks, as already noted, to all our contributors, fom far and wide, who have presented us
with such an incredibly diverse range of themes i from motor racing, sailing, moutaineering, serious hiking, IT
restoration, community commitment and selling.

Youredit or 6 s ab s ol aswaell togthe ather totalldiiadispensable members of the publishing team in
the persona of the ever patient and supportive Geoffrey Howell, the meticulous and forgiving Jean Hackett
and the brilliant and most delightful Anthea Vitarelli.

All the very best. As ever. lan Pearson.
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Feedback

flSomedealof feedback fl owed
boating6 f eat ur e which, we are
delighted to report, is continued in this edition.

Among the follow-up input was a note and pic from
the svelte Pam Garnsey wh o n o Frens a
maritime viewpoint, Jerry Montgomery and | lived
at a place called McCarrs Creek for about two years
and had a boat, called 'Dolly-Galloo', at the bottom
of the garden. Ask John and Maureen Nash why!

Edi t or 6 WNcCarre €Creek is a northern Sydney
suburb which is located some four kilometres west
of Newport, at the headwaters of the Pittwater. And
OK, John and Maureen, your explanation on boat
names is eagerly awaited.

| t 6lsng avay to the top: But forget the rock and
roll, Jerry Montgomery and that quirkily-named
boat.

TwWe are sternly reminded that any reference to the
ICL 18-footers would be rather incomplete without
some mention of our onetime Australian PR and
promotion guru MaryAnne Leighton. (The stellar
lady in question, was also a mover and shaker in the
ol d firmbs
talent with S&TS in Putney).

MAL was a massive and highly practical supporter
of our ICL racing skiff and, among other things, was
responsi bl e

Wedbve struggl ed t oof durigredt
colleague, but could only come up with the following

New Ze aldteaamrdajooper ati ons

f or -Ftohoet eshirt® vTe

a o ir denigfitacbous® i t o

less-than-clear image. If you take your chair
somewhat back from the screen and screw up your

i r 8Y8S bagtyally peks 19t hetteg. fryst us.

| apr—*

Let 6s do: All teedaurchh of the then latest
new 18-footer, are MaryAnne (second from right)
and Owen Mckenzie. We are totally lacking any
recall of the other fine supporters.

'Rod Rodwell very correctly reminds us that, in our
last issue, the ensign featured in our reference to
HMAS lllogICL, seriously omitted to note that the
flag the craft carried was a genuine German U-boat
ensi gn 6 a BqluDihleg duding bWWII. Rod
also reflects that the referred to bicycle-powered
propelling mechanism soon packed in, and the craft
was bought home with the aid of some long-handled
shovels.

Flag officers: Joe Pavlich and Rod Rodwell.

and

T At the draft stage of our last issue, your Adelaide
scribe penned a report on the Australian visit of
Jean and Brian Hackett.

G Raferringnto thegwalking component of their holiday

(i n  WiPromantor§)sthe initial text proffered the
mar k the
for hiking.
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Feedback cont é
Proof-reader (and peripractioner*) Jean jumped

back noting there was no such word.

To which your city-of-churches-based wordsmith
comment ed:
invent words, our dictionaries would only be about
half as thick as they ared .(*And, of course,
peripractioner is deliberately in that very same don-
wordécategory.)

Lobbing the word-ball back, Jean ¢ o n ¢ e dveud :

new word was almost convincing, as one Greek
word for walking is peripateo.o

At this point, Geoffrey Howell entered the
conversati onl hadott irealiged thé
connection for peripatetic. Previously I'd associated
it with Aristotle and his habit of walking while
lecturing; | hadn't realised the linguistic association.o

He a d dAddtotle's Academy was the Lyceum |
believe. Now that Jean has made me put on my
thinking cap, | suspect, and taking it from the French
Lycée, that it's probably Greek for school. Jean
almost certainly knows better than do 1.0

And so a further word from Jean who points out:
fits the other way around for the derivation: the
Greeks came before the French, so lycée comes
from lyceum. Pleased to hear that I'm provoking
your grey cells into action!o

Enough d$agflardnoré than enough.

With all that cerebral activity aside, we did manage
to extract two pics taken on that Wilson&
amble.

Pr

Walk this way: Taken on the trek from Darby
Saddle to Darby River, before reaching Tongue
Point, are Jean and Brian. Plus a bloke named
Bob who is a friend of fellow Adelaide
walking companions AllStars Chris Bushell and
associate AllStars member Robyn Gool.

fi leth a Stlnek alavpdeta r

omo

Now her eds

: 8 pdndeong gnbntent for
Brian Hackett at Sealers Cove, to which he and
Jean walked by themselves.

fiBack to the boating material carried last time
around, and which made reference to a particular
tipple that all too many of us have a modest
affection for.

In the item on Kent Brooks, an eagle-eyed Mike
Vanderkelen pointed out that when you refer to the
beverage so favoured by the Scots (and KB), it is
whisky. Il tds onl y wh e n thatgour
dram is whiskey.

fl'n | ast
Society there was certainly a valued amount of
some solid thinking, inputs and interaction.
Delicious!Mor e | ater but for t

Mentioned on the S o c i enmebys@eswas work on a
GEORGE 3 emulation and an associated fellow by
the name of Brian Spoor.

Following things up, now Canadian based AllStars
member Christopher Greaves dropped a line to
Briani nt r oduci ng hi miswekdd on
1903A/GEORGE 3 systems at ICL's Software
Development Centre in Adelaide, and on a IOOF
(friendly societies) system in that fine city.

fl would be very interested in running anything
resembling an ICL1900/Plan/GEORGE 3 system.

fMy work at ICL-SDC led me down the garden path
of language development, and | am, as we &queakd
developing Turing machines (with an interpreter),
van der Poel (Poem?) machines (single-obstruction
computer) and a few other oddities like Karel the
robot and the WOLFF machine.0

The British are coming

It ds al ways a great
severally, to welcome members of the ICL clan who
are visiting from overse

for those who, in a previous life, spent some time
working with the old firm Down Under.
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The British arec o0 mi cont é

ng
Our latest guests included Alan and Sue Beer,
whose itineraryinclu d e d a -Beemd rsrscetd 6
up with Geoffrey and Cynthia Howell.

Alan, who like many of our convocation, has now
retired, was a long term ICL/Fujitsu employee.

He was one of the developers of IDMSX/TPMS and
later Ingres, and the full application development
suite known as QuickBuild.

Beer 06 ¢ | oFcok left - Alan and Sue Beer with
Cynthia and Geoffrey Howell.

He knew many of the ICL data management
consultants around Australia as a result of UK
based skills-transfer events and also visits, by him,
to Australia to support specific customer sales, for
example that to Queensland Police.

He was seconded to Australia in 1983 for two years,
although this became some 30 months, an overrun
common to many IT projects.

He and his wife Sue made many great friends in Oz
and have often re-visited for both business and
pleasure. And for the record, their youngest son,
now a GP, was born here in Australia.

On his return to the UK, Alan spent a couple of
years furthering the QuickBuild programme, before
accepting a position in Fujitsu Defence and Security.

This included working with MI5 and MI6 and the UK
MoD and US DoD, finally working in an MoD led
consortium providing leading solutions to specific
users demands.

As Alanwr yl 'y not es: Ailret butl d
then 1 6d have to shoot you.
Back to the water

I n our |l ast i ssue,

together that profiled some of the AllStars membersd

ancient and modern boating endeavours. A few
solid pages, we imagined, would admirably cover
this and get the exercise truly done and dusted.

catch

Our belief that we might well be able to garner a
mere trickle of inputs on this theme turned into a
veritable flood. So much so that we had to cut things
off, last time round, and so we accordingly continue
our feature here and now.

I First up, a note from David Godbold, a noted Oz
and Bougainville AllStars member, who now resides
in the USA.

David s a y Blere afe a couple of shots of my most
recent adventures on the high seas.

The yacht is a Cape Dory 36 cutter, named Jubilee.
Sheds about 34 years ol
like the proverbial brick s**t-house, which is a most
welcome quality when dealing with the mid Atlantic.

My captain and | (pictured at St Georges Yacht
Club) have done the Annapolis to Bermuda race
three times now, with varying degrees of alarm,
success, relief and joy.0

i e e e

t his

Letds
blooming bottle of rum. A commodore, a skipper
and David.

get 0 V ed openrihee

firhe last trip, for which we were awardeda 6 s p e
prize, was perhaps the most challenging, as anyone
who sails blue water would appreciate.

fBecalmed after great progress along the
Gulfstream, then struggling with a jammed furling
headsail carousel, we were close to being timed
out. Then a storm hit, and we decided to abandon
the race and motor the remaining ~ 55 nms to the
islang. | Howgverywhem we were within sight of land,
8 fuel blockage caused the engine to die so, after
much fiddling, we gave up and were towed in. Not
exactly the arrival we had planned.

w enotes h 0 U Gtk tthe W8I§ fast of thél fleet B arrve® ($ans sail and

behind a tug), the welcoming committee spared no
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Back to the waterc o n t é

quarter in jest at our misfortune i but we were home
safely. Plus we got a plaque and a bottle of rum for
our trouble (the rest of the crew (USN Midshipmen)
flew home as soon as we touched land). Needless

to say after a week at sea

fl just keep to Chesapeake Bay nowadays, and eat
my spinach off a plate.

fi Bstscript: That storm and turbulent seas had
caused sediment from the tank to enter the fuel
system. After changing filters, lines and pumps we
got Jubilee back to Norfolk VA, and completed a fuel
polishing regime.o

Cheers to all - David Godbold.

Poetry in motion: A Cape Dory Cultter.

fNext on our feature on boats and ships is a stellar
item from John Farrell.

Phase 1: Early life

I d epedfitally remember having a boat for the
bath when | was small however there was likely one
to be shared with my two brothers.

My first i nvol vement -pmatst Oi

boat on the Swan River; boating, fishing and
crabbing. | was allowed to hold the tiller and steer.
This was in school holiday time as we lived in the
country far removed from the sea or river.

Later my father made a plywood dinghy and a
pusher outboard using one of the small engines on
the farm. We would go to the Moore River or the
quiet beach at Rockingham sometimes with the
extended family of numerous uncles and aunts with
their families.

Occasionally we would also visit Fremantle Harbour
to see the overseas liners or naval vessels, and on
one occasion the Royal Yacht Britannia.

I spy: The Royal Yacht in Fremantle.

Pictures from the early era were lost when the white
ants found the photo albums stored in the concrete
and brick storage unit on the farm. | trust the little
buggers enjoyed their meal.

Phase 2: The Navy
Then, at age 13, | joined the Royal Australian Navy
as a Cadet Midshipman.

Shore thing: Midshipman Farrell ready for guard
parade and about to set off on shore leave.

My first ship was HMAS Cerberus (Flinders Naval
Depot, Hastings) where the RAN Naval College was
then located.

A whaler of a time: JF (forward) catching the
breeze.
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Back to the waterc o n t é

Much training in those heavy wooden clinker built
cutters and wha | er s
that is rowing and sailing.

encompassed

Race relations: A whaler race on Flinders inlet.

Towards the end of my four years at Cerberus, |
ended up in our team sailing the, for then, college
newboatTam O6Shanter

Ochay: TheTam OO0 S brawesternport Bay.

A highlight was the race of Port Melbourne to Apollo
Bay, in lighter winds, with the return to Westernport
ending in a gale.

Tam (also the name of the drunken farmer in Burns
poem that shared its name with our craft)
participated in the 1956/7 Sydney to Hobart race.
However, because the Navy considered | should
have my Christmas break back home with the family
in Perth | missed out.

There were various trips on several of HM6 s s
and it was then off for a short period at HMAS
Albatross. There, | had the pleasure of flying in, and
occasionally piloting, a helicopter between the base
in Nowra and Jervis Bay.

hi

teams Op

In contrast, sitting at the controls of a DC3 meant
my long legs locked any movement of the pedals, so
Idi dndt getallwithethaty f ar
dpullingb

The training ship, HMAS Swan, was my first
seagoing appointment. Here we were the d@oerso
with our main task being to learn and understand
t he Othed eocvkife. 6

Operating from Sydney, we sailed to such places
as: Jervis Bay, Adelaide, Hobart and Melbourne in
the process of which we circumnavigated Tasmania.
I will always recall than among the so called &pecial
effectsbwere our man-overboard drills.

Giving her awide berth: HMAS Swan dockside.

Bristol fashion matters: Making her shipshape.

Phase 3: The UK

The next move was via a Qantas Super
Constellation which saw me off to the UK to join the
Royal Naval College at Dartmouth for 18 months.

Quite an alma mater: Part of the College.
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Back to the waterc o n t é

Memories at Dartmouth included house sailing in
one of five yachts, captured war prizes from
Germany, known as Windfall Class.

Messing about in boats: One of the Windfall Class
yachts and JF ready for a mess dinner.

On a more sombre note, the @icket-boatdéwork here
included such things as picking up a dead body in
the English Channel while providing support to the
Torquay-St Malo yacht race.

My actual sea time at the College was in HMS
Vigilant, one ofthee st a b | i shheenshipst 6 s

The vessel was fitted with the N a v ynéwssea going
computer, a valve-driven wonder. 1 t 6s f ai r
experience with this led me into my subsequent IT
career.

Alert by name - alert by nature: HMIS Vigilant.

One of our voyages on the Vigilant was to Den
Helder in Holland, whence we returned via Ullapool
in Scotland and, as a result, circumnavigated the
British Isles.

This partly sticks in the memory, because at
Ullapool we had the internship championship
regatta, which again included much pulling in the
cutter. Unfortunately, | was in the second boat and
so did not give a return for those who had bet on us.

Odds off: The Ullapool regatta.

It was also a bit after this time that the Navy found |
did not fit into the small submarines of the day.
Surprise!  Surprise! But like the DC3, already
mentioned, this was another endeavour in which
height was not an asset.

Memorably though, our squadron provided support
for the test-firing of Sea Slug missiles from HMS
Girdle Ness, the first missile-equipped British ship.

Picking up the expended missile was critical, to
prevent the Russians from doing the same from one
of their subs.

Slugging it out: HMS Girdle Ness and its Sea Slug missile
launcher (forward). For the record, Girdle Ness is the
headland that guards the southern side of Aberdeen
harbour.

Light touch paper and retire: A Sea Slug missile, with
booster attachments, seen here at Woomera in South
Australia.
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Back to the water

While we were doing all this, accommodation on
board was not exactly of the 5-star variety. We slept
in hammocks, although my legs were well and truly through
the lanyards. These hammaocks were lashed tight after use, as
they would senve as a life-raft float € if needed and if they
could be got to the decks in time.

A right load of bunk-em: Luxury shortcomings aside, JF
says there was tremendous mess deck harmony.

But all things must end, and so eventually it became
time to come home to Oz, on the Orcades, to be
precise. This was three weeks of first-class travel.
With the ten pound POMs in steerage.

Our trip was Portsmouth to Naples to Port Said; then on to
Aden, Colombo and then Fremantle where | disembarked.

young JF on board. Due to troubles, even in those days,
passengers were not allowed ashore. Local contact was just
the hawker boats surrounding the liner.

Onits journey, the Orcades passed through the Suez Canal.

We were in the first convoy to traverse that waterway following
the stoush between the UK/France/lsrael and Egypt. Indeed,
along with my year-mates, | was put on 24-hour notice-of-call
when Prime Minister Menzies offered to support the British
effort.

History tells us that the whole extreme undertaking, as a resullt
of E g y gdend Blassdpdr s@tionalisation of the Suez,

cont

erg@gled in some ignominy for many concemed, especially as
the United States made it abundantly clear that it did not
approve of the venture.

Politics asi decana seguredserieus mides
clearance before it could again be used, and for quite some
time, destroyed military equipment, such as tanks, lined the
banks.

o} S e ——, —

Stern looks: Looking aft from the Orcades back up the canal.

All of which, for the time being, is where we leave the John
Farrell narrative and photos €  at least until our next issue.

{'Moving right along, our next splendid boating
contribution comes from the incredible Bill Chalkley
whoés titled his pieciethe AThe
1* 30 yearsa

The sea, very clearly in his DNA: Bill Chalkley.

To start somewhere near the beginning, | note that
my great-maternal-grandfather spent his entire
working life as a noted herring fisherman on the
Scottish west coast where, as it happened, | was
born.

My own father was in the Royal Navy Fleet Air Arm
from 1935 to 1954, so during the first eight years of
my life he was regularly at sea and rarely at home.
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Back to the water
As a consequence, | developed a very special and
close relationship with my grandad, and would
spend endless hours, during weekends and
holidays, with him and on his boats.

Indeed, | recently completed a short history of his
fishing exploits, and discovered that he first went to
sea in a sail-powered Loch Fyne Skiff CN 95 named
Ellen.

The image of this craft (below) was taken way back
in September 1908 when the boat was returning
from the upper Clyde shipyards, being very
exceptionally one of the very first skiffs of its kind to
have had an engine fitted. (Simply FYI: My
grandfather was 18 at the time and is the middle
member of the 5-person crew, not that you can
really see him).

Down to the sea: Loch Fyfe skiff CN95 Ellen.

Some 20 years later, grandad was then able to
afford his own fine boat Crimson Arrow, which was, |
recal,bui |t at
near Edinburgh in 1927.

OK, so roll things forward to 1964, a year that saw
me become an dndentured navigating officer cadetd
on the P&O training ship MV Otaio, spending the
next four years completing this undertaking.

One of the many certificated things that | had to do
in this endeavour was to learn how to effectively
sail, so that | could take charge of a lifeboat if ever
necessary.

To put this into context, the ship was essentially
manned by 70 cadets, each going through different
phases of their training. Another fact, of note, was
that the ship carried two 27ft clinker built whalers
from Stornoway.

cont

Wéhen in port, we regularly competed in rowing and
sailing events in these whalers, fiercely but amicably
challenging local naval stations and avid Sea Scout
troops.

As an absolute aside, | note that whalers were first
used in whale-hunting, hence their design,
construction and name. As you might see they bear
more than some similarity to Loch Fyne Skiffs.

We were always encouraged to sail when off duty in
port, and | can clearly remember one occasion when
| was in Sydney crewing a whaler, under sail, out
through Sydney Heads and down to the iconic
Bondi.

Row, row, row your boat: Bill dnsgic scale model
whaler rigged for rowing, and not a merrily down the
stream in sight.

Monandés Shipyard on the Firth of Forth
I have to say that Sydney Harbour holds a number

of potent memories.

Like that of January 1967, when | was once again
fortunate enough to be there among the boating
crowd farewelling a bloke named Francis
Chichester. This, for the non-sailors in our synod,
was a man who was then on his return leg to
Plymouth to complete his single-handed global
circumnavigation in 226 days. He was subsequently
knighted by the Queen.

The dubbing was pretty significant in its own right,
but al | t he mor e s dhe sworEn
used to honour the master mariner was that also
used by Queen Elizabeth the First to knight Sir
Francis Drake.
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Back to the water
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A Knight to remember: The then Mr Chichester on
Gypsy Moth IV departing Sydney for Plymouth on
January 29 1967, to be precise.

During the early 70s, over there
Greenwich, | was delightfully able to step aboard
Gypsy Moth IV in its now permanent presentation
dry-dock alongside the equally famous but rather
more towering Cutty Sark.

These experiences certainly ignited my passion for
sailing, but it may well have b geretically 6
inheritedd from my fantastic maternal-herring-
fisherman-grandfather € as no one else in the
family has shown the slightest interest in sailing at
all.

So again, dear reader, please fast forward if you
would be so kind, to some many years later.

It was then when | was invited by one of my yacht
club colleagues to crew his new boat from Sydney
to Melbourne following its arrival from Auckland.

The passage started off well as we cleared Sydney
Heads in a brisk westerly heading for a stopover in
Eden.

Unfortunately, during the next hour, 50 per-cent of
the crew had become violently seasick to the point
where the final leg of the delivery trip had to be
abandoned and we returned to Rose Bay so they
could recover. Not quite the same experience as in
the whaler trip to Bondi!

I must report that | was not one of the casualties and
have been fortunate to have, so far, never been sea
sick.

But back to some sense of chronology: Onc e
completed my P&O cadetship, the advent of
containerisation and the potential reduction in the

cont

nged for seagoing staff caused me to consider other
career options.

In turn, this led to my joining ICL in Stevenage and
subsequently (in August 1971) the Victorian St Kilda
Road bureau under Neil Noonan i but that is
another story.

Marriage, a growing family, school fees and building
a new career, meant that sailing was rather put on
the back burner for a number of years. But that was
before | built my first boat - a 125 two man dinghy
which | sailed socially for a number of years until my
fellow crewman decided he had had enough near
death experiences on the trapeze wire.

Admitting to nothing but the name, length and
serial number: The 125 dinghy (it was 12.5ft-
hence its name).

The 125 was eventually sold and | migrated to a one
person Hobie 14 catamaran which | raced on Port
Phillip with limited success.

e

Having a hull of atime:

B Bdbie 14 flying a hull.

| was then persuaded to crew on a real catamaran
with my brother in law. His Mosquito proved to be
my most exhilarating experience to date. However

| 6 dexhilaration includes risk, and after several high-

speed crashes with me on trapeze, those
experiences soon brought this chapter to a close.
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Back to the water

Buzzing along: The Mosquito catamaran getting
mobile.

My sailing passion had not yet been extinguished
despite this recent experience and the thought of
fixed-keel boat sailing sounded much more
appealing.

In 1999 six degrees of separation enabled me to join
the crew of a Noelex 25 Two Way Street,
membership of Blairgowrie Yacht Squadron (BYS)
on southern Port Philip and serious keelboat racing
over the next 20 years.

oo~

Gentlemanly cruising: The trim, taut and terrific
Noelex 25 Two Way Street.

In 2008, as ever, the lure of a bigger boat resulted in
the Noelex 25 being replaced by a Duncanson Off-
Shore 30 Street Ahead purchased from Royal
Geelong Yacht Club.

We | | t hat 6-wne aflmly tale. dhe emsaing t
instalment, in our next issue, spans my 20 years on
Two Way Street and Streets Ahead keelboat racing
at the BYS.

For now then, let me leave you with a final pic, that
of my Duncanson.

cont

Go fly a kite: My Duncanson Off-shore 30, Streets
Ahead, in the Coles Channel on Port Phillip during
one of BYSO6 | ong races.

TAsk associate member Mike Vanderkelen, and
hed | | s u g ga slit boatiny autings result in
sublime cruising pleasure, magic indulgence, more
wi n n-taphied to add to the book shelves, or
superior exercisesons o me o f
RN ships.

Indeed, in some instances the water-borne exercise
becomes more of a life and death happening. In one
particular IT-specific incident, a watery-end was
certainly on the cards.

VdK (below and what can we say?) was there, and
went on to craft an extended media article about the
exper i en guwte a e ldits &nd pieces from
that masterful piece of journalism.

n ot was a dhe-kine edital &f

Editords
the Computer Weekly publication and went on to
become a PR consultant of note to many IT entities
including ICL. In this reported instance, the near
boat wreck was for another of his clients, a mob
called Cincom Systems for whom our own Steve
Rudlin become head of New Zealand operations
and subsequently the boss of their major corporate
activities in Washington DC.
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Back to the water co n t é

As Miked s f estatklyr epor t s: AJust
away in the gloom we could hear the roar of the
South Pacific swells as they crashed onto the
southern headland at the entrance to Sydney
Harbour; an infamous stretch of coastline the foot of
which marked the grave of many an early ship and
sailoro.

But that, Mike tells us was getting to the end of the
tale (and as many quite realistically thought, at the
time, their own ultimate end as well).

As he says, a very succinct summary of the event

was carried briefly in Computer Weekly, which

not ed: i Ci n chadplams wosupstagel (thea
ACS) Terrigal conference by arriving in a 70 foot, 70

ton twin-masted ketch and moor off-shore in full

Mediterranean-style panache.

fi T hwest astray when the good ship Pegasus lost
its auxiliary engine, then all its sails one after
another in the high seas and winds out in the Pacific
Ocean within sight of the conference venue. Two
journalists aboard the yacht found themselves back
in Sydney Harbour after battling 30-foot seas,
without a news story. As everyone knows, disasters
make news butnear-di sasters donot

What remained of the

riches to
Pegasus sails.

From rags:

To cut a long story short, the drama was
accompanied by the Police helicopter, the Coast
Guard and finally the Water Police boat Nemesis.

When Pegasus was only a few minutes away from
disaster, Nemesis was able to take her in tow and
eventually managed to, somewhat ignominiously,
return her to the safety of the harbour.

Totally recently, and living in the harbour side city of
Geelong, and as an admirer of all things crafted in
wood, Mike VdK has put up his hand to volunteer at
the Wooden Boat Festival, a biennial event on the

sailing calendar held in March. He says he has
every confidence that nothing
Teorigal onting shoelld re-occur.

like the terrible

Ripping yarns: Surveying the damage the day after

the near disaster were the Pe
Cincom Systembs John Debrinc
editor (who just happened to be on board) and Mike
Vanderkelen.

Now with John Farrell and Bill Chalkley having
mentioned Owhal evike ®f another pi ¢ f
example in the fine breed taken down there in

Geelong.
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Back to the water

Mike also included in his report a pic on the a most
delightful wooden boat named Anglesea.

Now here VDK started to get a tad technical. It
seems, if we have got the details even half-right,
that said Anglesea is a wooden rowing skiff.

But the whaler a St Ayles skiff designed and built in
Warrnambool, (pictured above) can also be
described as @vooden rowing skiffé But She is 6.5m
long whereas the Anglesea is much shorter.

Wooden it be lovely: Nothing quite like wood.

Yes there was life before 1900
From Stuart Fyfe in the UK

While our last issue presented a solid note on the ICL
1900 Preservation Society, we received a modest slap on
the wrist for not mentioning the valiant restoration work of
others.

For instance, a regular UK AllStars magazine
reader, Stuart Fyfe, has pointed to the sterling
renovation work that has long been progressing on
an ICT 1301 (affectionately known as Flossie).

e had a few,
f | had known
have still done it all? Oh

Regrets: | 6v
mention: Stuart Fyfe: A |
| was getting into, would |
YES!

cont

Ag the story goes, Flossie has been rescued from
the scrapheap for the third time in its 50-year history
and is now going to be re-restored and live a life of
some excellence at the National Computer Museum
at Bletchley Park (it is not yet on public show we are
told).

Built in 1962 by the company that was later to
become ICT, Flossie was the first of more than 150
1301s that were delivered for use in public and
commercial organisations.

Thanks to their then stunning design, the 1301s took
on another and far more public role in the 70s and
80s.

As such, they appeared in the James Bond films
The Man With The Golden Gun and For Your Eyes
Only, as well as other films and TV classics such as
B | a k eThe Pink Panther and Doctor Who.

The names hundred: Thirteen hundred: The 1301
in the lower background in a still from The Man With
The Golden Gun, and seen here with 007 and a
character called Scaramanga.

And here, we dutifully sign off, and pass over to
Stuart Fyfe to take up the tale.

He tells us: | was sharing a flat, over a shop, with a
couple of other students in Surbiton while we were
attending Kingston Polytechnic in the early 70s.

We did a load of weird student stuff i like the
electric toilet flush i that signalled to the world when
it was being used, and could be operated remotely
for giving surprises i and the Meccano rover that
ran up and down the pavement of the main road.
Later, there was the model railway that ran all
around the flat.

And then an epiphany i we thought it would be fun
to buy a scrap computer to play with, and let
schools, researchers and ordinary people come and
use it for their own projects.

b u At thah time, Ehg Amateur: Computere Glub t was
t ameng the few national groups pursuing this new,

strange hobby.
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StuartFyf e and FIl ossi e

They published hardware designs, and | had already
made an adding-machine using old Strowger
telephone parts, but wanted something better, to
really use.

We wanted to link it by telephone to an amateur
astronomical observatory, with a big telescope near
Croydon. We looked at an Elliot 802 with mercury
delay line, and a PDP dvhatsit§ and got to know the
surplus electronics trade, and the world of 5-track
paper tape, but nothing was quite right.

A valiant initiator: | CL Rosiney Brown, seen
through the rear of some bit of equipment.

Then | had a most welcome surprise. It was a phone
call and visit from Rodney Brown, an ICL engineer,
who said London University would be scrapping a
machine that was going to be replaced by a 1904A.

Rodney said it was a bit big, but had everything
necessary, and stressed there was scope for adding
attachments of our own. Just the job!

¢ o n fThe @iginal team spent a few days camping in the

v e n u leadement while we dismantled the system.
The sort of thing that engineering students seem to
enjoy.

We had studied the manuals and knew more or less
what we were doing, but all with help from several
friendly ICL engineers.

The units come apart very easily, after the wire
wraps between the bays were cut and the frames
unbolted. There was no point unwrapping the links
as the wires would still need replacing, and cutting
was quicker.

On the buses: Disconnecting processor bus bars.

What 6 s mor enwheels, whiehsvasa Imbst
civilised arrangement.

As we disassembled, we took photographs to help
with the process of reassembly.

We didn't know how long it might be before it could
be turned on again. In the event, it was a couple of
years. In 1970 we had nowhere to put such a thing
of course, and had to find a temporary store while
we looked for permanent premises.

This was, of course, a big wow. We visited the  Un i 0 S There were a dozen friends helping. We strapped

Senate House and saw Flossie in action.
Apparently, she was serial number 6, the first 1301
out of the factory in 1962, and a system that
boasted the first proper commercial printer.

Any colour you want
original Flossie printer.

provi deThe

Apparently, we were only competing with scrap
dealers for the price of the metal. The operations
manager, a certain Mr Hutt, was pleased to see it
going for educational use at the price of £200.

the units into a big lorry and took it to a double
garage in Sutton, where my colleague (one time
Kiwi and Oz) Trevor Jarrett was living.

The antipodean connection: One of the early
Flossie team members, Trevor Jarrett who joined
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StuartFyf e and Fl ossi e ¢

the old firm in 1976, went on to sell computers for
ICL in New Zealand in 1979 and finished up in
Australia in 1981. Just married, the lad now lives in
Asia.

Not quite so much hair: A latter-day Trevor
Jarrett and Sofi, seen here in Hong Kong.

Stuart says that the last he heard of Trevor was
selling computers for ICL Down Under. The main
mansays:fici ve us a cal l

The garage venue was a tight squeeze and that
house and garage have now long been demolished.
But aside from Flossie, its other claim to modest
fame was that it was just across the road from
where Harry Secombe lived. He saw the humour in
what we were doing.

I won't describe the tortuous search for premises,
but we had noticed that estates of war-time pre-fab
houses were being dismantled. You could get one of
these for £200, delivered in sections.

It suddenly dawned on us that there was just
enough room for one of these in the back garden of
our student flat. That is, if we bought the lease,
pulled down two derelict workshops, arranged
planning approval, and wheel-barrowed a couple of
lorry-loads of concrete down the narrow passage
that was the only street access.

The best part of all of this was the gig for all our
helpers and friends in the empty room.

By now we had formed the Galdor Electronics
Company Limited. That nGaldosd , 6 of
that of a character in the book | was then reading -
Lord of the Rings.

A funny thing: we asked for an ordinary telephone
line and, without prompting, the number that we
were given was 399 1300. | took this as a sign that
we were doing something right.

on

mat eo.

iTcour

A quiet moving moment: Bumping into the Galdor
venue: mobile computing at its best.

Moving the machine to Surbiton in another tail-lift
lorry was easy enough, except for one unit that was
too wide for the passage way. So we got out a
hacksaw and attacked some runner extensions.
These runners were temporally attached to the main
console - to stop it falling over on its face. That was
done outside, on the pavement, in the main
shopping street, at midnight.

The most time consuming part of re-installation was,
of course, re-connecting thousands of wrapped wire
links between the bays.

We made a jig, and manufactured pre-formed links
in three sizes with insulated wire, and instead of
wrapped joints we soldered them. And they were
colour coded - all green.

(That 6s supposed t o bé
Soldering made subsequent moving and re-
assembly much easier. Interestingly, we discovered
that some corners are best connected by a left-
handed person, and others by one who is right-

handed. There's no risk of making a wrong

connection, it's all 1-to-1 links. The design is ideal.
It's a lovely machine to work on.

Legend meets legend: Flossie and hair apparent
Stuart.
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StuartFyf e and FIl ossi e

Instead of the standard in-line arrangement of
printer and console, we angled the printer
backwards about 45 degrees to make it fit in the
building.

The triangle that this opened up allowed a
convenient extension of the console work surface.

The first power-on was not a success.

No smoke, but the clock waveform was all over the
place. This derives, more or less, from simply
amplifying a drum track. We wanted to load some
test programs, using an engineer® trick - whereby
the card punch can be used as a card reader since
it incorporates a check-reading station that's
normally used to verify the correct punching of
holes.

The card punch made a horrid noise and jammed
because the motor was rotating in the wrong
direction.

Indeed, all the motors were rotating in the wrong
direction, including the drum. The three-phase
mains was wrongly connected somewhere, although
the colour sequence appeared right. The fault was
probably in the street, but easily fixed by swapping a
couple of phases. That fixed the clock, now we just
had to find where the faulty circuit boards might be,
and anything else that wasn't working.

c 0 n A méasure of ingenuity and imagination is still

needed to translate the initial symptoms into which
gate or board is faulty, and for me, that satisfying
process of deduction was what made the project so
worthwhile.

With multiple faults masking each other, it did take
some months to commission the machine. |
remember the mechanical timing adjustments on the
printer were particularly tedious. But once it had
settled down, there was a fresh fault only about
once a month.

For those (like the grand majority of our readers)
who are not au fait with the 1301 gear, | might add
that the blue sections of panels contain engineer's
controls. On the main console, the engineer's
section monitors the internal state of sub systems
like the DTU, and all the power supplies.

From there, the power voltages could be varied, up
or down, in an attempt to provoke faulty behaviour
before it becomes a problem in normal use. Pretty
smart.

Some sections were quite a puzzle, because it didn't
go wrong often enough to let us become fully
familiar with the circuitry.

It could take a day to pin down a subtle fault in the
tape system, but we 6lehrned a lot by the end of it.

An oscilloscope and a voltmeter were the test tools.
Sometimes!

Flossie & fluffy: Now saved from the scrapheap
three times. In feline terms this still leaves the 1301
with six more lives: We have absolutely no idea how
the above photo fits into the overall Flossie story.
But that 6s
editor does have a bit of a penchant for cats.

Fault finding was pretty easy because there are test
points everywhere, in fact, it's all test points.

The diagrams are faultless and identify every pin
and wire. And the test programs are pretty good at
identifying the problem areas.

certainly the

Nailing it: Part of the Galdor team, Rodney, with a
precision, highly-exacting and technical engineering
restoration device known as a hammer. (From the
www site comesthewe b mast er s n did
thatfeelgood! 0) .

system and your humbl e
DC and 1MHz are easy to measure. An operator
sitting at the console could send specific signals,
data values or operations to most parts of the
machine, at full speed, one instruction, or even
single clock pulses, and the effects be monitored on
the gates by a colleague wheeling this enormous
oscilloscope from one bay to another. Sitting with
the diagrams open at the console, one would call
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Stuart Fyf e and Fl ossi e c 0 n in ahkSolute contrast, the 2903 order from Amco
Jeans saw our successful salesman in the company

out things like: "See if 8G27-5 goes high when | of some seriously denim-clad models.

clear CR2". And then, power-off, and whip out the

faulty card.

Having wire wraps everywhere certainly slows
things down, and it's worth making some additional
tests to confirm where the fault is, before getting out
the special tools. There are rubber strips with a row
of holes that hold a card in place temporarily for
testing called @uick wraps6

This is an ideal, engineer-friendly, scale of machine.
We replaced individual faulty transistors when there
were no spare circuit boards of the right type. You
couldn't do that with an integrated circuit, or even TL
logic.

Denim iniquity: Kent Brooks with Amco house-
models Kay Clearly and Lesley Beness.

lan Bone T A real car nut
Who created a motorsport museum

From time immemorial Qu e e n s | lanBdnk $as
The precur sor of t-hé& e oloapobmp dhadalove affair with the motorcar. As a lad, motor

Stuart and his grandchild. magazines and a loving collection of Dinky and
o Matchbox toys began: an obsession that has

And there, dear readers, do we leave the intriguing culminated in creating his own Motorsport Museum.

narrative on the 1301 and Galdor until our next

i ssue. Stay tuned, itédés inc

A walk down memory lane

fITrawling through our photo archives, we were
struck by the different ways and circumstances in
which our major orders were celebrated by PR.

Consider é A great deal i
Consolidated Fertilisers where the photo opportunity
involved an examination ofthec ompany 6s pr o =

High-octane blood: lan Bonewh o s ay s :0 miWhen

trying to get to sl eep | doné
cars. o
Looks like blood & bone, sure smells like blood
& bone, feels like blood & bone: Don As an 8-year-0|d, his grandfather introduced him to
Greenhalgh, Alan  Johnson (Consolidated the art of driving in a 1927 Chevrolet farm-attack
Fertilisers), Peter Sweetser and Keith Woodmass. truck, on the Goonoo Goonoo Station just out of
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|l an Bone cont &
Tamworth. His grandfather was employed to look
after this huge sheep grazing property.

The passion for cars grew throughout his teens, until
his parents bought him his first car - an EK Holden
station wagon.

The acquisition of a Honda S600, in his first year
working for the old Bank of NSW, spearheaded his
involvement with motorsport. He started the Honda
Car Club of New South Wales with a couple of
likeminded enthusiasts and ex-school mates.

Soon our man joined the IT industry, but,lanés day s}

at ICL commenced under somewhat strained
circumstances when his 1983 John French turbo-
charged Alfa Romeo GTV was deemed not to be the
right fit as a company car. The replacement
Mitsubishi Magna had fa performance that was a bit
limited on a racetracka

Collecting motoring &tuffowas not well understood
by land s v&mdfea nor their two kids (now in their
30s) Amanda and Ashley i a serious 1Q
guestioning that still exists today.

In 2002, the lad created a die-cast model (hobby)
business MotorFocus, that continues to this day
under the same owner who bought the enterprise in
2003.

lan says Andrea fis convinced | never sold the
shop, but rather brought the contents home i some
1500 models that are on show in the museum
today.o

Those early year in the 2000s were also the time
when the seeds were planted for t he
Queensland Motorsport Museum (QMM).

The year 2006 saw the opportunity to get back in
the seat and take up the gentlemanly form of sprint
racing in a BMW2002 that was to become the
billboard for the Motorsport Museum dream.

Beemer baby tonight: IB6 BMW ftaking a bit of a
jumpo, as the | ad puts it

In 2010, lan acquired the replica Dick Johnson TRU
BLU XD Falcon (the infamous drockécar) that won
the ultimate replica at Muscle Car Masters in 2008
and was one of the three cars, built by mates, for
display in the museum and targeted to be raced
where and when possible.

Lapping it up: The XD Falcon at the Leyburn
Sprints.

Lots of historic events such as Leyburn Sprints, the
Mount Coot-tha Classic Hill-climb, Muscle Car
Masters and a demonstration blast around Bathurst
on the Saturday of the Great Race in 2012, have
fhelped fulfil the dreamo lan notes.

lad % Steral thinking: land 3rue Blue at Mount Coot-tha

taking things somewhat sideways.

By the numbers: The replica Brock Torana at
Mount Coot-tha. Alan Brock having chosen that

famous 60506 race number,
alcohol safety limit for drivers. He continued to use

this number even after becoming touring car
champion and so entitled to
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|l an Bone cont e

Next, a mate of lan6é s, & neplidatA9X Brock
Torana, which IB ran at the Mt Coot-tha Classic Hill
Climb in 2015. He6d al s o
cars: in 2009 with the BMW 2002, and 2010 with the

Falcon.

Our man has the firm belief that Oz needs to
preserve its motoring heritage. Transport remains
an integral part of our culture and economic
development and IB has always felt it was his task
to help ensure that recognition of that happened.

Indeed, in 2013 lan retired after 40 years in IT, and
following a supportive shove from his wife, started
the process of getting the Queensland Motorsport
Museum off the nomadic trail and into a fixed
address.

In the first three years the museum grew from
120sg.m to over 1600sqg.m with 50-plus vehicles on
display in the Ipswich City Mall. But all that hit a
snag in June 2017, when the Council announced
the redevelopment of thet o w I€BDs

The museum simply had to up-stumps and find a
new home.

Thecounci | 6s ne g aeenstandiRailnts
move it to the Railway Workshops had failed.

Here, lan r e f | eAd these yeérs with the ICL
Local Government team, under the guidance of
John Miller had proven invaluable on the journey to
this point, but came to no avail once Council was left
to find the museum a new place to live.

&here the hell was the content to be moved or
storeddwas the big question. After weeks of anguish
and pure panic a new venue was found at 25 Argon
Street Sumner which is only 20 minutes from the
Brisbane city centre, albeit it was a venue that was
(and still is) significantly smaller.

But with the magnificent help of volunteers, vehicle
owners and friends, lan and company moved in a
matter of weeks, then re-opened on January 2"

beemsowwher e

Wi

2018. Aresult of all thatalls t r e s stesiimony tofi A

the passion and persistence. So the Queensland
Motorsport Museum is today housed over two
distinct areas within the Sommer & Staff
Constructions building in the Sumner Park Industrial
Estate only 20 minutes west of the Brisbane CBD.

The collection includes most forms of motorsport i
Speedway, Motorcycles and Race Cars. There are
speed cars from the 30s, 60s and 70s, plus the
Parnelli Jones 1963 Indy 500-winning Watson
@Agajanian Willard Battery Special6 Indy Roadster,
nicknamed d&alhouné Open wheelers include the
1980s Stefan Bellof Maurer BMW powered F2, a
1965 Mann Special Holden powered Formula Libre,

and a 1956 Bowman 500cc JAP-powered F3 GP
car.

On the sports and tin top side, there is a
Laghorghini Gallardo Superleggera from Targa
Tasmani a, Leanne
Nissan GTR R32, a Clubman Sports car and a Peter
Williamson Toyota Supra 1985 Bathurst car that he
ran with Mark Skaiffe.

What a load of bull:
K P @)r | egger a.o, of ¢tperse,cisaarballslt
as ch

The QMMOGs
w sen by founder Ferruccio Lamborghini to
reflect his Taurus star sign.

To top it off, the museum has a collection of seven
Honda motorcycles, a rare speedway bike collection
andwh at 6 s d egdam finddd, 1928 DeSoto
Straight 8 Roadster i one of only1400 built.

In addition, there is a gallery with over 1000 diecast
models, historic photographs, art work and
hundreds of pieces of motoring memorabilia, all
supporting a library of books, magazines and other
electronic media-based research material.

Summing things up, lan not e s e futérd hs
dependent on integrating with the Railway
Workshops in Ipswich to enable the 300 odd
vehicles (cars and bikes) to create an internationally
recognised museum of trains, planes and
automobiles unique on the Australian Tourism and
Educational landscape.0

iBut do come and visit.o

A passion for the mountains
From Pete Trethewey

I worked in ICL Melbourne in the late 80s, and via
lan Craig | met his great friend Mal Hill, an
archetypal ICL AllStar who worked for many years
throughout the ICL world. In 1992 the latter mate
invited me to climb Mera Peak in Nepal with a group
he was organising.
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Mountain passion cont

As a boy | had always enjoyed climbing trees and

hiking, but had never climbed a serious 6476-metre
mountain like that about to be presented.

Of course | said yes and

realise then that that decision would change my life.
Hiking through the awesome Himalayas with Mt
Everest towering over us was a great adventure,
especially as Mal and | and one other climber from
our group got to the summit of Mera. From then on |
was hooked on climbing.

An absolute peak of achievement: Pete, Mal and
Russell Summit Mera Peak 6476m in the Nepal
Himalaya

In 1993 | moved to Brisbane to work on the ICL-
DEVETIR Partnership Project. By that time MH had
retired from ICL. Most people slow down when they
retire, but not our man.

We rock climbed every Saturday morning on the
cliffs at Kangaroo Point (hangover or no!). With a
group of Mal's friends dubbed the "Oldies" we
climbed and hiked throughout the Gold Coast
hinterland and Border Ranges.

The group climbed in the US, the UK, Europe,
Nepal, New Zealand and all over Australia, and
were much respected legends among the much
younger rock climbing set.

When my then girlfriend (and later wife), Di, joined
me in Brisbane it was expected that she would go
climbing too. Which she did. And she got hooked on
climbing too! Our great mentor taught us climbing
skills and the all-important rope work to avoid
misadventure on the cliffs.

More than once Mal used his booming Naval Petty
Officer voice to help get us out of tight spots high up
on a wall.

S

é

tarted training. I di dn

ltés a | ong way to the t
roll: Mal and a weary Di on the top of Mt Barney,
Queensland Border Range.

op

He imbued us with his passion for the mountains
and we joined him and the oldies on many
expeditions.

Whenever we climbed a mountain the first question
was Avhich is the next one?All our hdidays had a
mountain-climbing element to them. They still do
today. In the late 90s Mal organised another big
trip to rock climb in Wales and to climb a series of
mountains in the European Alps, including Mont
Blanc and the Matterhorn. This was anotheried
adventure.

Thumbing a lift: Mal on the summit of the Breithorn
in the Swiss Alps. Going my way?

We climbed quite a few mountains on that trip, but
funnily enough the main aim of the exercise, to
summit Mont Blanc and the Matterhorn, eluded us
due to poor weather.

It didnot matter, you
mountaineering. Just being in the mountains is
pleasure enough and reaching the summit is icing
on the cake (another lesson from Mal). He has
learnt it himself the hard way. Circumstances have
twice prevented him from reaching the top of the
Matterhorn.

get
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