I came across these verses quite by accident, however so far have not been able to establish who put the site up or it carries any copyright.  I hope wherever you are on Eternal Patrol Jim, we at least have your blessing to share with other HMS Ulster crews.
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Songs of Praise (For Greyhounds) Ancient and Modern Book 1 Ancient 

Jim Slade Grenville Flotilla (D.25)

The 25th Destroyer Flotilla was formed in late 1944 and disbanded in 1947, and consisted of 8 fleet destroyers – HMS Grenville (Captain “D”), Ursa (Commander “D”) Urania, Undine, Ulysses, Urchin, Ulster and Undaunted. They operated with the “British Pacific Fleet” (B.P.F) from January 1945 until 1946. I joined Ulster in March 1945 and left her in Leyte a month later. I joined Grenville in April1945 and left her in Portsmouth in April 1946 when she joined the “Mothball Fleet”. The following “Mess Deck Duties” are parodies of popular songs and are my recollections of incidents (40odd years on).

On Easter Sunday, April 1st 1945 H.M.S Ulster was with the B.P.F at Sakashima. The fleet was a task force, supporting the American landings at Okinawa, and at “Dawn Action Stations”, Ulster was hit and disabled by a bomb during a “Kami-Kazi” attack, and 5 of the crew were killed. This song was written to mark the service of remembrance, and wreath-laying at Blackpool cenotaph on April 1st 1990 – The 45th Anniversary of the Attack. 

There is a flag Eastern Climb 

Its called the ‘Rising Sun’ 

It’s been the curse of many a ship,
And Ulster sure was one
To Sakashima, Ulster came 

At dawn on April One, 

While Yanks to Okinawa came 

To Quell the “Rising Sun.”
An Aircraft flew down Ulster’s side 

Attacked by ev’ry gun,  

And blazoned on the fuselage 

We saw the “Rising Sun.”
A bomb blew in the Ulster’s side,  

Her fighting days were done. 

And five brave lads would never see 

Another rising sun.
The years have numbered forty-five 

Since Ulster’s race was run, 

And five lads died that we might see 

This mornings rising sun
Though April Fools we well may be, 

Today, we pray as one; 

God took their souls that Easter Morn 

To join his Rising Son
Ulster was towed to Leyte Gulf by the cruiser Gambia and despite the tragedy there were some lighter moments. Being unable to make fresh water we were rationed to one cup of water per man, per day, to be taken as tea. There was no water for washing and no saltwater soap, so we rigged awnings slackly to catch rainwater, but it never rained for the whole week of the tow, and we arrived at Leyte to a hero’s welcome - and an anticlimax. 
(Tune: On Top of Old Smokey)

When H.M.S Ulster 

Fresh water did lack 

We rigged up the awnings 

And rigged them up slack. 

We waited for rain-clouds 

We hoped it would pour, 

And fill up the awnings 

With water galore.
We spotted a rain cloud,
And shouted ‘By Heck’ 

And all stripped off naked 

On the hot iron deck.
With bars of ‘Swan’ soap in 

Our hot little mitts,
The sun started burning 

Our dangly bits. 

We made for that rain-cloud 

Then kicked up a fuss,
‘Cos that bloody rain-cloud 

Was faster than us! 

We tied up in Leyte 

Alongside the “Tyne” 

Cock-a-doodle-doo welcome 

And things were just fine. 

We went to a film-show 

On “Tynes” upper-deck 

But a tropical rain-storm 

Made the evening a wreck!
One genius suggested that “Libby’s” evaporated milk would mix with “Lux” soap flakes, and make an emulsion that would lather and wash off in sea-water. 

(Tune: There’s An Awful Lot of Coffee In Brazil”)
When Ulster’s power was blown away, 

We had a cup of tea each day 

To ration out the water but by gosh! 

We hadn’t any water for a wash.
We Didn’t have salt-water soap 

So buckets on a length of rope 

When dropped into the ‘oggin with a ‘splosh’ 

Caught water – but we couldn’t have a wash.
We’d tins – full of “Libby’s”Milk,  

“Lux” soap-flakes – for washing silk 

And we rubbed ‘em on our bodies –  

Did they lather? No 

It really was a killer 
‘Cos it set like “Polyfilla” 

So we scrubbed it off, and bits of us got sore. 

It was like that stuff that ladies swear 

Removes unsightly body hair, 

And we ended up much stickier than before. 

During the tow, a large supply of “Libby’s” milk and tinned gooseberries was found in a forward locker. These were issued at tea-times, and although very nice at the time of consumption – the after effects were an increase in thirst and bowel movement. 

(Tune: Moonlight and Roses)

Tinned milk and goosegobs. 

Bring claggy old memories of you. 

H.M.S Ulster,  

As one of your thirsty crew.
Tinned milk and goosegobs 

Meant plenty of trips to the loo, 

Tinned milk and goosegobs 

Remind me of you.
Perhaps “The Scaffold” would have thanked H.M.S. Gambia for the tow like this 
(Tune: - Aintree Iron)

Thank you very much for the tow to Leyte 

Thank you very much, thank you very very much 

When the water that we had wouldn’t boil a tatie, 

Thank you very very very much. 

We wallowed all around, we were low in the water,  

Thank you very much, thank you very very much 

You dragged us like a reluctant daughter, 

Thank you very very very much. 

Thank for the tow with the anchor cable, 

Thank you very much, thank you very very much, 

When there wasn’t any water for the wardroom table, 

Thank you very very very much. 

Thank you very much for the water you sent the lads, 

Thank you very much, thank you very very much. 

Our grappling irons missed, and away it went lads, 

Thank you very very very much. 

The poor old skipper had to drink neat whisky, 

Thank you very much, thank you very very much, 

From a dirty glass, and it made him frisky, 

Thank you very very very very much. 

They piped “Up Spirits” and our spirits went up lads, 

Thank you very very much, 

The lads drew “neaters” and it stuck to the cups lads, 

Thank you very very very much. 

One cup o’tea, we were given each morning, 

Thank you very much, thank you very very much, 

We tried to catch water in a slack- slung awning, 

Thank you very very very much. 

We stood stark naked in the blazing sun lads, 

Thank you very much thank you very very much,
Waiting for the rain,it was not much fun lads, 

Thank you very very very much. 

Couldn’t have a shower’cos it didn’t rain lads, 

Thank you very much, thank you very very much, 

Our white bits burned-Oh! The bloody pain lads, 

Thank you very very very much. 

Perhaps one day, I will call in person, 

Just to thank you very much,thank you very very much, 

If I don’t get skint, and my health don’t worsen, 

Thank you very very very much. 

I’ve waited much longer than I think I oughta, 

Thank you very much, thank you very very much, 

Forty-odd years-for a drink of your water, 

Thank you very very very very very much.

If ships could talk, perhaps “Gambia” (After towing Ulster to Leyte by Ulster’s anchor chain) Might have said this: 

(

Tune:- A Ray Charles hit)

Take this chain from my a*** and set me free, 

I’ve towed Ulster through many miles of sea, 

Oh, the agony and pain 

From that rusty anchor chain! 

Take this chain from my  a*** and set me free.
Take this chain from my a*** and set me free, 

That damn boat nearly dragged the a*** off me, 

Dragging Ulster all those miles, 

That was worse than having piles, 

Take this chain from my  a*** and set me free.
During the air strikes, destroyers would at times leave off anti-submarine and escort duties to steam astern of carriers who were “Flying On” to act as “Crash –Boat.” 

(Tune:- Galway Bay)

If you ever steamed along behind a Carrier 

As “Crash Boat” when the planes were flying on, 

You’d find that you might never make a rescue, 

The planes that ditched were very quickly gone. 

You’d see the aircraft landing on the flight-deck, 

Arrester wires strung taut to take the strain, 

The Bat-men going through their wild contorting 

While striving hard to straighten up a plane. 
You’d maybe see occasional crash landings 

When deck-crews dived to safety into nets 

As the Carrier prepared to take the next. 

The next may prove to be a Kami-Kaze, 

A Japanese phenomenon is this; 

With just sufficient gas to reach his target, 

And a pilot who’s determined not to miss.
Unerringly he’d scream towards his target, 

He’d hold his course until his dying breath 

His only aim in life- complete destruction, 

Deliberately flying to his death. 

I hope you never steam behind a carrier
As ‘crash boat when the planes are flying on, 

And I hope you never see a Kami-Kaze; 

I hope to god those awful days are gone. 
On 17/18th July 1945 The B.P.F. combined with the American fleet to bombard mainland Japan 

(Tune:-Sloop John B)

The Flotilla one day arrived 

Off Japan with the K.G.Five, 

All the Pacific Fleet were there to a man; 

The Yanks were there too, 

The order came through, 

“Commence bombardment of mainland Japan.” 
The Yanks made a lot of din 

The shells that they fired went in, 

But all around the target they seemed to crash, 

Destruction they spread; 

he spotter planes said 

“Those Yankee gunners- all thunder and flash”
Then up came the K.G. Five, 

She fired off her big broadsides, 

And every round had pin-point accuracy; 

The Yanks weren’t impressed, 

We’d shown ‘em who’s best, 

And proved Brittania- could still rule the sea.
On Grenville’s forward mess-deck, we had an upright piano lashed athwart ships to the hammock nettings. It was played by a lad called Denny. During a typhoon, it broke adrift and careered noisily around until we managed to secure it. 

(Tunes:- Kentucky Waltz & Rock & Roll Waltz)

We were waltzing around the Pacific, 

In the teeth of a great typhoon; 

On the mess-deck we had a piano 

That was playing a crazy tune.
It was lashed to the hammock nettings 

Till the typhoon broke it away, 

Then it danced around 

With a jangling sound, 
And chose it’s own music to play. 

One, two and then rock 

One, two and then roll, 

Till we had weathered the storm,
That’s why I can say, 

I saw the great day 

That rock and roll music was born.
H.M.S. Grenville was at cruising stations in the pacific when the Japanese surrender was accepted. Although the war was over, the “Cease Fire” order had not yet been issued – consequently we were still on a war footing. When an asdic echo was reported at noon, we dropped a single depth charge as a warning.

High noon in the Pacific 

The race at last was run. 

The fleet destroyer “Grenville” 

Was cruising in the sun. 

As “Grenville” scoured the ocean 

With a pinging Asdic set, 

We heard the war was over, 

But no “Cease Fire” as yet. 
Then suddenly an “echo,” 

A tell-tale Asdic “ping” 

Announced to all and sundry 

That below us lay a “thing.” 

“Submarine Action Stations!” 

Then galvanised the crew, 

And “Grenvilles” fighting seamen 

Had another job to do. 
We had no “Cease Fire” Orders; 

Our Captain squared his back. 

“We’ll drop a single depth- charge, 

Attack brave lads-Attack!” 

The “Grenville” leapt forth bravely, 

And showed her fighting teeth, 

And dropped a single depth-charge 

On that predator beneath.
The depth-charge then erupted, 

And the Captain cried “Good Grief” 

The crew were stunned to silence 

As they stared in disbelief. 

For, out of the Pacific, 

From those waters deep and green, 

There shot the biggest palm tree  

That the crew had ever seen. 
The “Cease Fire” then was sounded 

And the crew began to roar, 

“To Fighting Grenvilles” credit 

Goes the last shot of the war! 

Our final contribution 

To the war to set men free 

Was the last shot fired in anger 

· And we hit a bloody tree!!!!”

In the aftermath of war as “Grenville” cruised in the pacific. We had the occasional “make and mend.” A single depth charge was dropped, which would scare away any sharks for about an hour. The whaler would be called away and “hands to bathe” would be piped. 

(Tune;- Fishermen of England) 
Around the shores of England 

That stretch toward the sea, 

There dwell an ancient people 

And they labour mightily, 

In places unfrequented 

That a city life forgets 

The fishermen of England 

Are working at their nets.
Around the wide Pacific 

When the” Grenville” ruled the sea, 

We’d drop a single depth-charge, 

Then we’d labour mightily. 

For the “Hands to bathe” was swiftly piped, 

“Away the sea boats crew” 

The fishermen of” Grenville” 

Had found a job to do. 
The fish the single depth-charge stunned 

Around us used to float, 

And “Grenviles” bathers grabbed ‘em all 

And slung ‘em in the boat. 

While fishermen of England 

Took all night to catch their share, 

The “Grenville” lads took half an hour 

To fill the Frigadaire!
In Tokyo around Christmas 1945 “Grenville” dropped more “Tin Cans” 

(Tune:- Pub with no beer)

In Tokyo dockyard, alongside the wall, 

The Yanks said “We’ve got a surprise for y’all, 

Just meet us ashore with white caps on your heads, 

And we’ll open this compound of tarpaulined sheds.”
When evening came round, with the Yanks we did meet, 

They opened the compound and ripped off a sheet; 

The lads from the “Grenville”- they raised a loud cheer, 

Those “sheds we’re all cartons of Yankee canned beer! 
They said “Merry Christmas! Start victualling ship.” 

So, with cartons of beer, we did trip after trip. 

We filled every space that we possibly could, 

Till the keel was in danger of touching the mud. 

We started in drinking that very same day,
We punctured the empties, and slung ‘em away; 

They’d go “Uggle Guggle” and just disappear, 

But you tend to relax in a ship full of beer.
You somehow find strength to go out for a leak, 

But you can’t puncture cans when you’re drunk for a week. 

And the unpunctured cans we were throwing away 

Were in danger of covering Tokyo Bay 
Just how it all ended is hard to believe, 

We had a Sod’s Opera, that cold New Year’s Eve; 

The Yanks and the limeys- they got along fine, 

And joined hands with the Japs as we sang “Auld Lang Syne” 
Our caterer in mess 7 on Grenville was a marvel. He acquired a crate of fresh eggs when the rest of the ships company were on dried eggs, and in Japan he brought aboard a bucket of fish, which when cleaned, looked like small dabs. 
(Tune;- To Market.)

We had a Mess Caterer- oh what a man, 

He trotted ashore when we’d got to Japan. 

He came back aboard with a real tasty dish, 

He said “I have got us a bucket of fish.”
We dived in the bucket, and let out a wail, 

The things wouldn’t budge- they were stuck to the pail; 

They’d bloody long tentacles- suckers as well 

So we cut ‘em all off, and they didn’t ‘arf smell! 
WE cut off their heads-there was more of a stink, 

And half the mess table was covered in ink, 

We pulled out a bone like a paper knife blade 

Then our dish of fish fillets we proudly displayed
. 

We thought we would fry some, we had no success, 

We steamed some for hours, but we had no success, 

We boiled some and ditched `em straight down the gash-shute, 

Those things were as tough as the sole of my boot. 
One day, when ashore, we looked up in despair, 

There were lines of these things hanging up in the air. 

Well nobody told us our bucket of fishes 
Should be dried for six months, and then it's delicious. 
Tokyo in 1945 was a scene of devastation and desolation, the like of which I hope never to see again. The fact that we were responsible never bothered us-After all, they had done terrible things to us. 
CE La Guerre

The first time I saw Paris, 

Her trees were dressed for Spring; 

The first time I saw Tokyo 

Was quite a different thing. 
With ruin and destruction  

For many miles around, 

And people selling souvenirs 

From blankets on the ground. 
On Tokyo’s famous Ginza 

A single building stood, 

A bobby on point duty 

Waved forlornly in the mud.
Directing Yankee vehicles 

Through rubble and through mess, 

Through what was left of Tokyo, 

A ghastly wilderness. 
The scene of devastation 

Was much worse than I’d expected. 

The smog-masked population 

Lived in shanties they’d erected.
And the Ginza’s single building 

Rose high above the wrecks; 

A symbol of the conquerors 

-An American P.X! 
A “Grenville” rating tried to “Work his ticket” in Yokohama

I wonder why “Negative Jumpers” 

Is piped as the rig of the day? 

You couldn’t’ buy Negative Jumpers 

If you spent all your K.U.A. 
I’ve never seen Negative Jumpers  

When the weather is nice and warm, 

And I’ve never seen negative jumpers 

At the height of a raging storm.
But I feel I must confess, 

After many years have passed, 

I once saw a Negative Jumper 

On top of the “Grenvilles” mast.
“I am going to end it all!” 

Said this berk who was off his chump; 

But he clung like a leach to the masthead 

When we shouted “For Christ’s sake-jump!” 
Early in 1946, “Grenville” was at anchor in the Sagami Wan. This is the huge harbour of Yokohama in the shadow of Mount Fujiyama, and it was snowing. 

(Tunes;- Moonlight Bay,-Hi-Ho, Hi-Ho, - Dockyard Matey’s children – Walking in the park one day)

As we swung round the hook- in Tokyo Bay, 

Bosun’s Mate he came a-callin’- I heard him say 

“Away Motor Boat’s Crew!-without delay.” 

As we swing around the hook in Tokyo Bay.
Hi-ho! Hi-ho!-you’re off to Tokyo, 

With a shovel and a pick, Just whip it quick, 

Hi-ho! Hi-ho!

Captain’s Cherry Tree Party, went to pay a call 

On the Emperor’s Garden- and just by the wall,
Using picks and shovels, they dug up his Cherry trees, 

And brought ‘em to “Grenville”- as proud as you please.

The Captain squared his cap upon his head. 

“We’ll take ‘em back to Sydney lads,” He said. 

He was taken by surprise 

He just couldn’t believe his eyes.
By the time we got to Sydney, they were dead! 
“Grenville” was relieved in the Sagami Wan, early in 1946, by the destroyer “H.M.S. Cossack” 
(Tune:- To Market, To Market)

I saw lots of Frenchmen and Belgians and Dutch, 

Poles and Norwegians, Australians and such, 

Yanks and Canadians and Kiwis galore, 

But never a Russian-in six years of war.
When peacetime came round, I went off to Japan 

With “Grenville” I served in the Sagami Wan, 

No Russians around so “How come?” you may say 

“That a Cossack relieved you in Tokyo Bay?”
On her way home to U.K. in early 1946,”Grenville” called at several ports. In Melbourne, she picked up three million pounds worth of gold bullion, and in Bombay she picked up the Aga Khan’s weight in diamonds.
(Tune:- Who wants to be a Millionaire?) 

Who wants to be a millionaire? Grenville. 

Who had gold ingots and none spare? Grenville 

Who called in Melbourne and got Three Million Quid? 

Grenville-she did-Three Million quid.
Who stowed it in a magazine? Grenville. 

Where it could not be touched or seen-Grenville. 

Who had to hump it all on and off?-I did! 

-Yes I did – Well, me and someone else.
Who did it all another day? Grenville. 

Who picked up diamonds in Bombay? Grenville, 

Who went to India for the Aga Khan’s weight 

In sparkling freight?- We did it mate 

Who had armed guards that might have shot-em? 

Till back to Grenville we had got-‘em, 

Who had to hump ‘em all on and off? I did! 

Yes I did – Well, me and someone else.










