Forest of Masts

(Sailmaker’s loft)

Anonymous voice from quayside:

Stop your gabbin’ in the sail room, Teare and put your head
out...

Teare: (above your head — mannequin)
Who is it now? I've visitors. Wait your hurry.

Voice from quayside:
Just tell us. Is the Bonnie Jane’s mizzen-topsail stitched up
yet? There’s men down here wanting to be away to the

fishing.

Teare:
It'll be ready, don’t you worry about that.

The Bonnie Jane is Johnny Hall’s, him that’s always in
trouble, has a farm Glen Maye way, goes to the fishing for
the spring and summer seasons.

And a man who won’t be kept waiting. You'll understand
that a good repair to a sail takes time. And every sail here is
hand-sewn, palm and needle, no machine.

| daresay a machine can run a straight stitch, but the finest
Nickeys are made here in Peel, no doubt about that and I'm
making the sails that do them proud.



You're asking me about Nickeys? A Nickey carries three sets
of lugsails, 15t lug , 2" lug...

Voice from Quayside:
Teare. The Roving Swan lost its dipping lug sail last night.
Have you a ready-made.

Teare:
Aye, | do, tell’em to send their boys up.

What was [ saying. Oh aye... 2" lug and the storm rig, what
| call the Seventy, which I'm making out of 70 square yards
of number 1 cotton canvas.

The beauty of the Seventy is it means a Nickey can lie closer
to the wind than a Lugger, but it takes good seamanship. If
you can’t handle it, | say you’re better off in a Dandy Smack.
Because that’s got a tabernacle mast, which you can lower
aft when it's not in use... and that lets the boat lie more
quietly to the net.

It's an art. You can’t trick the wind. Tying knots in
handkerchiefs won’t bring you luck anymore. You have to
take it strong and use it. Tell it who’s boss. Otherwise... and
that's why they’ll be waiting for their sails, until I'm good
and ready.

Why is it called a Nicky? Now you’re asking me. What the
boys’ll tell you is that the first Nickey was a Cornish boat.
When it was brought into Peel it was already named the
Nicholas. So the boys called it a Nicky. That's what they say



and | daresay there’s some truth in it. Although there’s a few
round here’ll tell you some terrible lies.

If you're staying have a cup of tea from the stove. Don’t
mind the boys down on the quay. Lost the use of their legs.



Tom-Billy Quayle’s Story of superstitions
First window

Tom- Billy:
Hello, there. A fine sight, don’t you think, a
harbour full of boats. And Peel is fuller than most.

But I can tell you things are not as rosy as they seem aww,
no they’re not. Ten years ago there were 400 boats from this
harbour alone at the herring, there was. This spring we’ll be
lucky to see 300.

Of course, there’s folk round here won’t like me tellin” you
this, you being strangers n’all. First thing they’ll be tellin” you
is that I'm away with the fairies, that Tom- Billy Quayle
doesn’t know what he’s talking about.

Well, | know a darn sight more than they do. And | know
why they aren’t findin’ the herrin’ as easily as they once did.

Because they’ve no time for the old ways. That's why the
herrin’ fleet hasn’t been havin’ as much luck as in other
years.

Finlo Quiggin thinks nothin” of takin’ his boat out third in the
fleet/ Well, no good’s goin” to come o’ that, | can tell you.
The boats must ride together so none goes out third. Certain
bad luck if you don't.

And the Quiggin nets haven’t been as full as they ought.
Some trips they’ve caught nothin’, despite all their prayers.



And I've seen every one of that family throwin’ the bones of
a herin’ into the fire. Something you shouldn’t ever do
because the herrin’ll feel the flames and not thank you for it.

And wasn’t Neddy Cashen heard callin” a long-tail by its
rightful name in plain hearing on the back of the ocean itself.
Begging for bad luck, if you ask me.

| couldn’t believe he came back with his nets so full. But the
bad luck is just biding its time, you'll see.

You can laugh if you want, but we’re all servants to the
herring. They should remember- ‘no herrin’, no weddin’,
sure as I'm alive.

Even the old laws are forgotten, though there was good
reason for them.

Look across the harbour now. It's March and there’s boats,
nets stowed, going out on the morning tide and those nets’ll
be shot back of the Calf by this time tonight.

Good Manx law, old though it is, says you’ll not take the
boats out before July. And if you do, you fish the seas bare.

There’ll soon be nothing left out there but whitebait. You
can’t keep cutting a field and ask the corn to keep
growing...Oh aye... you can smile, but it won’t be long
before it’s all up with the lil’silver fellas.



Story of Luggers vs. Nickys vs. Nobbies
Middle Window

lack:

What your boats’ needs is breakin’up, not a
fresh lick o’tar, Tommy.

Tommy:
Hold your jaw. Chut! | wouldn’t give a spit for that boat

you've shares in.

lack:

I'm telling you, you can’t beat a Nicky. It's a grand boat.

Tommy:
More like a wild horse than a boat if anyone’s wantin’ to

know...

lack:

It's a fact. You can be off Ireland in 28 hours in a Nicky.

Tommy:
Aw, don’t be rantin” your lies. And where’s the terrible rush?

The mackerel are in no hurry, they swim in the nets just as
fast as whatever sails over them.

lack:

It’s an old man’s boat is a lugger! No offence Neddy...

Neddy:
Naw, naw, none taken...



lack:
A Nicky’s the boat. A Lugger was a good enough boat in its

day, but its day is gone Tommy. We've 300 boats in Peel.
How many Luggers are there?

Tommy:
Aw, the tongue is at yet, Jem. A nicky’s a Cornish boat.

Cornish by name, flighty by nature.

lack:

Not now it’s built in a Peel boatyard, it isn’t.

Tommy:

No good all that trimmin’ this way and trimmin’ that way,
when you’re hove to off Cape Wrath riding against waves as
big as houses. She’s like a bird with a broken wing if she
loses any canvas.

lack:

The lugger’s an ould crab of boat, and an ould man’s boat.
You're a young man, Tommy, but you’ve an ould man’s
ideas.

Neddy:
And you’ve a tongue that flaps like a lug-sail yourself, Jack

Cregeen. Let me put the fire to me pipe, before | tell you
both this... The Nobby’s the boat for an old man. Aye, and
one you can own by yourself, too, no needs for shares.

Tommy:
Daft little things.



Neddy:
Lil” they may be but middlin” good enough for an old man,

when all you strappin’ boys are takin’ yourselves off to
Canada or Australia and finding jobs where you're keepin’
your feet dry.

Tommy:
Pah!

Neddy:
I'm tellin” you, I'm going to sell my boat and get one of these

new Nobbies. The trim is in the boat. In the very make of
her... An it’s the same with men and women... Aw, that’s a
fact it is.



Mary’s Story of her son
Last window

Chalse: (Manx for Charles)
Mary, I can see the worry’s at yer. Should |
be guessin’ it's young Juan?

Mary:
Aye, it's Juan. He sailed with the Nickey Quickstep. They're

away threee months at the fishin’. Kinsale first for the
mackerel, then the boat’ll be workin’ it's way up, | suppose,
to the Shetlands.

Chalse:
Aye, | saw her go. They were out on the early tide, just as the
sun was comin’ up. Juan’ll be the galley boy for them, he

was tellin” me.

Mary:
He is and him just 14, Chalse. It's no age to be away so long.

Chalse:
He'll be back soon enough, so don’t be droppin’ yer chin.

Mary:
It doesn’t seem any time at all since he was the little fella

who’d be snugglin” in my arms, and wavin’ to his Daddy’s
boat from the harbour wall.

Chalse:
Aw you shouldn’t be thinking of that today.




Mary:
| know but | can’t shake it out my head. He looked just like

his father when he was waving back at me... the last time |
saw him, and I wasn’ knowin’ then it was all up. Chalse, |
never even had a body to bury. Sixteen hands, all tould, lost.
And that's why I’'m so freckened now for the boy.

Chalse:

Bless my soul, you shouldn’t be. The Quickstep is a new
boat. And Johnny Qualtrough is with it, skipper and owning
a share of it. He’s a prayin” man. But he isn’t a fool. No, he
isn’t that. He'll not be hangin” around waitin’ for the wind to
howl terrible bad. He'll be running for a port. And he isn’t
one of those who'll be taking a swig. Juan’s in safe hands.
Just so long as he doesn’t go sleepwalkin’” on deck!

Mary:
It's the weather that’s got the worry at me. It smells like it’s

getting’ up middlin” ugly... What's it doin” Chalse?

Chalse:

It's feelin” to be rough. But it’s a sea fret, nothin” more, that'll
be blowin’ itself out. And the wind’ll be turning favourable
for them. It'll be at their backs when they need to run a big
haul of mackerel into Kinsale.

And young Juan’ll be making a living for all of you soon
Mary, think about that.



Mary:
Oh I just hoped | could keep him at home a while yet, still at

the school. He was good at the pen.

But he was so excited, Chalse, you should have seen him,
scrubbin’ that boat out when I’'ve enough trouble getting him
to pick his shoes off the floor, scrapin” the mast...

The boat was shining like a tin toy and his hands thick with
the tar. He'll never be clean again... | wonder how he’s
managin’ the cookin’,

Chalse:
He can boil a spud and a herrin” Mary, can’t he... that's all
he needs to know.

Mary:
Just as well... Oh God send him safe home. We went down

on our knees last week at the minister’s service for the fleet,
prayin’ for him and all the men he’s with. God won’t rob me
twice.

Ned:

He won’t. Aye, and the minister does them services well. His
own father was away at the herrin’ often enough, Quayle,
Johnny Quayle they were callin” him? So his son’s a minister
that knows what folk need to hear.

Three months, Mary, and your lad’ll be home at last with
you. And you’ll be wishing him back at sea when he bring
all his monkey tricks and mess back with him...



Mary:
Oh I wish | was tripping over his dirty boots right now! |

won’t be sleeping tonight. Just thinkin” of him, and wantin’
him home.



Manannan:
With you in a minute. Nearly done. Just tying the knot.

You didn’t know | was a maker of nets, too. I'm everywhere.
| blow the wind that sends these boats to where they find
their harvest.

I'm the eye in the storm they shelter from. I'm the smile of
their families that draws them home. And the sorrow that
looks out from the headlands when they don’t return, I'm
that too.

The sea is a good provider. And this is a time when it
provided all for the people here. Their harbour is thick with
boats. And they walk across decks solid silver with fish.

In their shipyard they make vessels that take them along my
road to the other side of the world, and sit them in their
harbours like a forest of masts.

And from their journeys they bring back much more than
cargoes of silk and spices. They return with stories to tell of
other places. So that when bad times come and harvests fail,
some amongst them will set sail again to find new homes
elsewhere.

Listen carefully to their stories and their songs. I'm in them as
well.



Trade and Smuggling

Manannan:

My road has always pointed the way for this island’s
prosperity. It's seafarers have made its fortunes as surely as
the people of Man make their own laws. But this is a small
island. And when the 18" Century dawn others are jealous
of its trade.

And there are those here who will gladly tell you their
stories.

...Mrs Karran. A captain’s wide who bore all three of her
children on the high seas under the Manx flag. Touch her
parasol to hear what she has to say about that.

...George Moore. An international merchant dealing in fine
rums and spirits. Touch his bottle of his best brandy and hear
his complaint.

...Finlo Crellin. A fisherman whose cargo landed him in
trouble with the Customs and Excise. Touch his sea-chest to
see what they found.

A bottle of rum becomes a bottle of contraband when it is on
the wrong side of the law. But when does honest trade turn
into smuggling? You choose who to ask. Whose story do you
want to hear first?



The complaint of George Moore? The protest of Finlo
Crellin? Or a quite different account of life on the high seas
from Mrs Karran?

(If nothing is touched within 30 seconds)

Everyone here has a story to tell you. But you must choose
whose to hear first. Touch where the light falls, to hear
George Moore’s complaints about the real smugglers? Or the
protest of Finlo Crellin that he was no professional smuggler
but an honest fisherman?

Or Mrs Karran’s story of life on the high seas?
(If nothing is touched for a further 30 seconds)
This island has as many stories to tell as there are shoals in

the seas that surround it. Touch where the light falls and
choose another story of the sea.



The Brandy Bottle

George Moore:
It is not right that this small island finds such a dark shadow
cast over its right to trade freely.

The stated aim of the Revesting Act of 1765 is to prevent
smuggling into and from the Isle of Man.

But | warn everyone that it will be the ruin of honest
merchants like myself. The laws of trade favour the English
alone. When did they ever not? And when they are flouted it
is by English and Scotch smugglers who purchase the goods |
sell in good faith.

My pleas to He Almighty received no attention. How could
they? While his servant the bishop claimed we defrauded the
sovereign state and built the wealth of this island on the sale
of spirits to smugglers.

Finlo Crellin:

I’'m hoping the Almighty will spend more time concerning
himself with the plight of poor souls such as me. You're a
man rich enough to look after yourself, George Moore. I'm
an honest Peel fisherman. When the Customs caught up with
me, I'd barely enough contraband on board to give a drink
and a smoke to a few ship-mates, with a bit left over for my
family.

Moore:



Every man should stand responsible for his own actions.
Because | sell to a smuggler does not make me a runner of
contraband.

Crellin:

Not in your eyes, maybe, but there’s some of us can speak
with a plain enough tongue. And we’ve no doubt that you
are the smuggler’s accomplice.

Moore:

What little you know. | am too often the victim of crime not
the perpetrator. | have made repeated complaints about the
seizure of my goods. These have been seized by privateers,
taken from neutral vessels, and bound for sale to Scotland, to
smugglers in truth, though the savage rovers who absconded
with my wealth cannot have known this.

Crellin:

But there’s one difference between what was seized on your
boat and what was seized on mine. We both lost our cargos,
but you kept your freedom, | lost mine. Look my wife Mary
in the eye, Mr Moore, and tell her when you were ever at
sea, risking your own neck. The English Crown put me
behind bars. But they’ve knighted you for services to the
Crown. That couldn’t have been thanks to the amount of
duty you paid on your Spanish brandy.

Moore:
Damn your impertinence. And damn the impudence of this
island’s bishop as he damned me for the Spanish brandy.



When the sails of my vessels break the horizon they bring
good fortune for this whole island.

Now pray for a fair wind from Barcelona. That same vessel
was out for America full of good Scotch cloth, sold at Boston
and the hold filled with salt fish and rum, on to Gibraltar
where the fish were sold, and the hold filled again at
Barcelona with 5,000 gallons of Spanish brandy.

That is a busy and honest trade. And nothing | should be
ashamed of.

Crellin:

Your fortune, Moore, serves you first and last. You’ll man a
ship with apprentice mariners, and see it founder before
you’ll see your family go without its exotic trinkets. This is a
small island. So we know all about the gifts your family
receive from every trip — the scarlet satin, the crimson velvet,
the earrings, the fans, the Barcelona handkerchiefs and
we’ve seen your son Phillip swaggering about in his blue
satin waistcoat embroidered with gold...

Moore:

You've your own boat Crellin. Fill it with whatever cargo
you wish. And reap the reward. As long as you are also
ready to pay the price. And let others judge who has
acquitted themselves honourably and with supreme industry.
And | am Sir George, to you.



The Chest

Finlo Crellin:

We met up with the Dutch vessel behind the Chicken Rocks,
out of sight of any prying exercise cutter. We took on a good
load of tobacco. | had the smell of it rich in my nose and the

taste on my tongue. But it was my last chew for a good long
time.

We should never have tried to outrun the exercise cutter.
Their’s is a far faster boat that ours. They knew we had
something to hide and they came after us.

They found the brandy in the mollag floats, the tobacco in
the tar and that was our luck gone, all for a few drinks and a
smoke.

| am a fisherman. But because | am caught with a few paltry
gallons of brandy inside the mollag floats | am branded a
smuggler.

What | did was wrong in the eye of the English law. But in
no-one else’s eyes. Particularly not the English gentry in the
island who are keen on their cut-rate brandy and the
tobacco.

They flee here to avoid paying their proper debts in their
homeland. Aye, debts they owe to their fellows and to their

country. But [ am the one who has to pay the price.

Moore:



He who takes the risk, Finlo Crellin, takes the rewards. It is
the very principle of business. But we must all pay our dues.
You are caught on the wrong side of the prison gate.

Crellin:

What compassion can | expect from a man who despite all
his wealth sets man-traps in the orchards of his estates to
catch those who petty pilfer his apples.

There’s no difference between us Moore, save that you sell
to the smuggler, | buy from him. Neither of us should rot in
jail, or both of us should.

The wealth of this island has been made by the freebooters
trade this last hundred years or more. But it's the same old
story. And it’ll never change. The small fish get caught. The
big ones get away. It's a funny old fishin’ net that does that,
isn’t it. But will it ever change?



The Parasol

Mrs Karran:

The parasol shelters me from the sun. But when the gale-
force winds are driving my husband’s vessel round Cape
Horn it's stowed in the furthest corner of the boat.

It is a strenuous life and a dangerous one that keeps the
fortunes of this island afloat. This island depends upon the
likes of us, the fleets and merchants who make their
livelihoods from international trade.

We are on our longest voyage, yet, without sight of land,
170 days, and our water is very low. We pray the end must
come soon, but the children are still well and happy, thanks
be to God! The men have pooled their food and water to
make sure the children do not go without.

And praise the children! We have sailed through typhoons
that flooded the cabins but their spirits were undaunted.

All three of my children were born at sea. And we know the
latitudes and longitude for each one’s place of birth. | cannot
regret the dangers of this life when 1 recall the wondrous
things we have seen and shared as a family.

It seems another lifetime away when | was an 18 year old
woman hailing from Dunedin, New Zealand, newly met
with George Karran my husband to be.



We fly the Manx flag, proudly, above our vessel the Lady
Elizabeth. It flies above every ship in the Karran fleet and in
every port we visit—from Chile to Australia. from Tierra del
Fuego to Panama.

But we have been ordered on more than one occasion to
lower it—by the British Consul, of all people, who should
know better. My husband George soon put an end to that.

He telegraphed Lord Sailsbury, the British premier. Who
knew better. His message came back...

“Let the Manxman alone. Let him fly his flag.”

Moore:
That should endure for all time. A finer motto | cannot think
of. Let the Manxman alone. Let him fly his flag!

Mrs Karran:

| knew when my husband made me choose the ship for our
voyage to Man from New Zealand that | was choosing my
home... and every home | have had while | stayed at my
husband’s side moved with the waves that lifted it...but
although | have often longed for more of the comforts of life |
make no complaint. It has been a good life.




Fishing

Manannan:

This island has always taken its livelihood from the sea. In
this century, the one before yours, there were fortunes to be
made from the fishing. But there were perils to be faced at
sea, as much as there was poverty to be faced on land.

As long as there are waved rolling onto the shores of Man,
there will be differences of opinion between folk about the
fishing and its fortunes. Ask anyone here. They’ll tell you
their stories.

...Eliza Harrison. A simple maker of nets. Touch her family
photography album and hear her story. The nets made by
Eliza and hundreds like her caught the shoals that made
another Peel inhabitant a wealthy man.

...Henry Graves. Boat-builder and owner of so many of the
boats that went to the fishing. An employer who gave work
to hundreds of families in Peel. Touch his monthly ledger.
Hear his account of the fortunes he made.

And if you want to hear about the fortunes of today’s
fishermen, touch the radar screen to hear Tommy Kelly’s
story.

Every one of them will tell you a different story. Wouldn’t be
human if they didn’t? But everyone among them
acknowledges their debt to this man.



Sir William Hillary put his life at risk saving those who had
been shipwrecked. Touch his distress flare and you’ll hear
about his campaign for lifeboats.

But whose story first? Eliza’s poverty? Henry’s fortune?
Tommy’s reminiscence? Or Sir William Hillary’s lifeboat?
You choose.

(If nothing touched within 30 seconds)

Everyone here has a story to tell you. But you must choose.
Who do you want to hear first? Touch where the light falls.
Will it be the poverty of the young window Eliza Harrison?

Or the fortunes of Henry Graves, timber merchant, boat
builder and fishing fleet owner? Or the life and times of a
modern fisherman, Tommy Kelly?

Or Sir William Hillary, the man whose lifeboats have saved
thousands of lives from shipwreck at sea? Touch where the

light falls.

(If nothing is touched for a further 30 seconds).

This island has many stories to tell as there are shoals in the
seas that surround it.

Touch where the light falls, and choose another story of the
sea.



The Photo Album

Eliza:

I’d always hoped | wouldn’t have to come to the net factory.
Though, to be honest, | don’t think | could name a woman in
my family who hasn’t worked there in her time. All the [anes
of Peel lead down to the quayside...

| spend too many hours threading these nets... too long for
my children, home without me... the baby just two. She
misses her Daddy still, him three years gone now.

‘83 was a cruel year, but you go on don’t you? Children
need to be fed. You can work as hard as you like but you
can’t change your luck without money.

Graves:
Now there I'll disagree, young lady, though | do so without

any unkindness.

A man may profit from his endeavours without limit, 1 say,
providing his endeavours are also without limit.

And my profit is the profit of Peel: 134 souls count their
blessings for their work in my yards and on my boats.

Eliza:

No-one’ll put any statues in memory of me, but | speak as |

find...



‘(Manx Gaelic) | don’t care what anyone says work in the net
factories is cruel hard and the pay poor.’

There isn’t a woman in my family who won’t say the same as
| do. And there’s a good few in Peel who'll say the same of
working for you Henry Graves.

‘(Manx Gaelic) that you pay poor, work our fingers to the
bone and make sure none of your own family ever go short.’

And you can’t accuse us of saying anything behind your
backs. We say it to your face, it's just you can’t follow a
word of it.

Graves:

You're entitled to your opinions, though I've little time for
those who use the Manx as a secret language to hide the
rudeness of them. People are becoming too fond of that
nowadays. It's a language that has spent its force.

I"ll say this. One man’s pittance is another man’s plenty, and
| believe we have always set a fair wage.

Eliza:
You'll not find many employers who'd feed a family out of
the kind of fair wage I’'m paid.

| want to be the last of my family to work at the net-making. |
want better for my daughter. Every hour Gods sends | work,
so my daughter can stay at school. She’s clever. She could



be a pupil teacher even or a dressmaker, sew something
daintier than nets.

And if my baby is spared to reach manhood, | don’t want
him to be putting on the oilskins. There’s too many that
perish goin’ to the fishin’.



The Ledger

Graves:

134 working men of Peel owe their livelihood to me. | have
two shipbuilding vyards, a timber yard, a sawmill, a
sailmaking loft, ropeworks, blacksmiths... [ employ masons,
carpenters, riggers and carters... we can’t get the keels in the
water fast enough... what has profited me has profited
Peel... oh there’s plenty of gold to be made from the silver
herring.

Eliza:

The herring makes fortunes for some, and the catching of it
has made some of my family, make widows of others. And
one breadwinner won’t save my children from the sting of
poverty.

Graves:
| am as bereaved as the next man when any of my seafearers
are lost at sea. But the Lord giveth, the Lord taketh away.

The vessels built in my yards and sailing under my flag are
the safest that honest labour can build.

And the fleet keeps growing. Our yards make all sizes of
vessels, not just fishing boats. Schooners with our name
painted on their prows sail the whole world.

You’ll have heard of the Vixen? She was ours, she went all
the way to Australia and back and took plenty from here to
make a new life for themselves in the colonies.



But it is the herring that is this town’s staple provider... as
long as the silver herring can still be turned to gold... our
fortunes float upon them.



The Distress Flare

Hillary:
Not one man lost... not one man lost... Loosen that

bandage, doctor. Then leave me be. The damage to my old
ribs is nothing.

The best balm of all is that not one single seamen went
down with the wreckage of the Steam Packet today. Out
lifeboat had but one purpose. To save lives.

Gone forever are those terrible days when | would run along
the shore begging to get pleasure boats and fishing Luggers
into the waves to save what few lives they could.

There is no crueller thing than standing helpless on the shore
watching ships floundering and men drown so near to shore,
so far from hope.

| have kept the vow | made that one day we would launch
lifeboats to go to the aid of vessels imperilled by the rocky
shores of this island.

My appeal for money to build lifeboats and lifeboat stations
at every breakwater was answered from around the world.

My only fear now is whether the lifeboats themselves will
founder of want of money and brave crews to take them out
in the worst of weathers.



Tommy Kelly:
There’s never been any want of brave men to man the Peel
boat. My whole family was on the lifeboat, | grew up with it.

| remember the days when you didn’t go by car to the
lifeboat. You’d be called by the maroon going up. You'd leg
it there. First six went out.

We were all fishermen living near the boat in those days.
Now there are only two fishermen on the crew and they’re
called out by pagers.

But there’s no boasting to be done. I’'m no different from any
other fisherman in this town. Someone at sea needs help you
go out to them. The lifeboat is the one boat that's never
short-crewed.

Hillary:
| stand well corrected. I share your faith in human nature.

| have just returned—survived might be a more apt word—
from the rescue of the crew of the St. George. She had been
driven on the rocks but a gap remained between her and the
reef. | brought our vessel into this, stern first. We were
crashed between the rocks and the ship. A wave broke
across my head. The next moment | was in the sea.

| cannot swim but nothing could have swum in that froth of
waves. | caught a rope on the side of the St. George, my ribs
smashed against her side... but the lifeboat was there to lift
me and all the crew from the wreck, 36 men.



It was a fierce struggle won against all the odds. The wreck
of the Steam Packet is nothing more than money lost for men
with more in their pockets.

But the lives saved are priceless.



The Radar Screen

Tommy Kelly:
| know what you’re expecting me to say. You're thinking Ill

be gripping on about the new-fangled technology that's
changed the face of fishing and that no good will come of it
for Peel.

You'd be wrong. Where’d we be without radar and echo
sounders. They save lives and they find the fish.

The boats my father sailed on took their bearings from the
compass and the sextant, and whatever landmarks they
could see.

By the time | went to the fishing, we were using the wireless,
radar, charts and the echo sounder told us where to find the
shoals... And it was still a family business.

The crew shares the all expenses, fuel, food, insurance, and
then shared the catch money. If you owned the boat you'd
get a bigger share.

Back in the seventies you could still make good money on
the herring if you could find any left to fish.

But now the boats are bigger and they’re just clearing out the
Irish Sea. The fishing’s just dying off altogether here.



Graves:

| find it hard to believe the day will ever come when we will
fish the herring out of existence. It is beyond even man’s
powers to empty this bountiful larder.

| won’t deny that we have had poor years and we all suffer if
it's a bad year for the herring. But my belief is that the sea
will always be silver with them. And Peel’s fortunes will
shine in them.

Tommy:
I'd have thought you of all people, would have foreseen

what was going to happen.

It's been that kind of talk got us into the mess we're in. It
wasn’t that we become complacent. Although there may
have been a touch of traa dy liooar, time enough, about us.

No, our problem was that we were too small and too poor to
compete when bigger boats were built, ones equipped with
all the latest gear.

They were huge investments. So the days of sharing in the
catch were numbered and soon goon. Nowadays the herring
is brought into Peel by the bigger Scottish and Irish boats.

They leave the queenies and scallops, which you can catch
with smaller boats, to the Manx.

But it wasn’t only our livelihoods that suffered. It was also
our way of life. It was also our way of doing things.



It used to be like a little village out on the sea, Manx boats,
Scots, Irish , all talking together on the radio, helping each
other out... used to be you could always meet someone on
the quay, chatting in the shops or the workshops... but
they’ve all gone now. That's what we lost when the bigger
boats invaded our fishing grounds and we stopped going to
them and stopped the sharing.

That's my only gripe. The sea hasn’t changed, but it's the
only thing that hasn’t. And | suppose, in the end, we have to
make the best of it. But we shouldn’t forget that if you take
care of the sea it’ll take care of us.



Naval Encounters

Manannan:

My roads across the ocean were also the way that war was
carried to these shores. Oftentimes the smallest of islands
find themselves represented at the greatest of naval
encounters.

The Seven Years War with France. The Mutiny on the
Bounty. The Battle of Trafalgar. The Dunkirk evacuations. At
the most dramatic of maritime encounters, this small nation
had its place.

Those who are here can speak at first hand of those
encounters. And it's for you to hear them out, and then
decide how much you’d relish the role of hero in the heat of
hellish battle.

...Peter Heywood. Midshipman on The Bounty. Court-
martialled for his part in the famous mutiny. Touch his
warrant for his arrest and hear his side.

...John Quilliam. Youngest lieutenant aboard HMS Victory at
the Battle of Trafalgar. Touch his telescope and see his view
of the battle.

...Thurot. The French commander who led his squadron
against the English in one of the fiercest naval battles ever
seen in Manx waters. Touch the halyard and raise the French
flag to hear his story.



...Kinley. A merchant seaman. First mate on the Isle of Man
Steam Packet Viking, at the time of Dunkirk. Touch the
ship’s telegraph and hear his account of the rescues.

But you must choose whose story you want to hear first.
Heywood’s Court Martial? Quilliam’s bravey? Thurot’s
despair in defeat? Or Kinley’s finest hour?

(If no object is touched within 30 seconds)

Everyone here has a story to tell you. But you must choose.
Who do you want to hear first, Touch where the light falls.

Hear about the Peter Heywood’s ordeal on HMS Bounty. Or
Thurlot’s fate under fire from English cannon? Or Quilliam’s
valour. Or Kinley’s narrow escape.

(If no object is touched for a further 30 seconds)
This island has as many stories to tell as there are shoals in

the seas that surround it. Touch where the light falls and
choose another story of the sea.



The Telescope

[ohn Quilliam:
After the Battle of Trafalgar, they always said | was the one
who steered Nelson’s flagship Victory into battle.

Me, the young barefooted Manx lad who’d been press-
ganged into the Navy, kidnapped from the quayside of
Castletown.

Nelson said he wanted me on the Victory because he’d
heard reports | was cool even when fire was cutting down
those alongside me. Anyway, he made me his number 1
lieutenant on the Victory despite my youth, and the older
tars had to put up with it.

When we were hit at Trafalgar, the same salvo that took the
mizzen mast away shattered the wheel. Without the wheel
we were powerless to steer. We were swinging free. |
ordered gun tackles rigged to regain control of the tiller. |
shouted the orders to steer the Victory closer towards the
enemy line. Nelson’s signal to the fleet was to engage in
close action. While he lay dying in the cockpit we were
under incessant fire. Victory was exchanging cannon fire at
close quarters with the Spaniard, the Santissima Trinidad.
We had fifty dead and wounded and our main-top-mast had
gone. The Frenchman, Redoutable, had set fire to ropes and
canvas on our booms. But we held steady, and kept up a
tremendous fire. And in the three hours it took for Nelson to
die, the English fleet had won a decisive victory.



So from this bloody business my common sense brought me
home a hero - because they said I'd steered the Victory into
battle at Trafalgar.

Harry Kinley:
The man who steers to safety is as much a hero as those who

steer into battle. There were plenty of other Manx heroes
around me when we evacuated Dunkirk and Le Harve. If
you save the lives of those around you from certain death,
they also live to fight another day.

Quilliam:
Aye true enough. Fool’s bravery is best left in the tavern
where it sups.

| remained at sea for a good many vyears after that, but I
made sure | watered my roots in Man. | had a good farm to
come home to when | left the Navy at last. | called it Merton
after Nelson’s own lands.

But the memories of Trafalgar will never leave me. The
further the hours of battle recede in time, the deeper the
memories affect me. | still hear the sounds of men wounded
and dying on those gun decks, including the Admiral of our
Fleet. 1 was lucky. | lived. Manannan Mac Lir brought me
safe back, | like to think.



The Warrant

Peter Heywood:

Tahiti was the place for tattoos. | had plenty, but the first |
had done was the three legs of Man on my right leg. It was a
strange feeling. Such an exotic place, so far from home. Yet
the three legs of Man reminding me I'm a Manxman still,
Douglas-born.

| was just fifteen when 1 signed on the HMS Bounty.
Ironically, 1 entered naval service thanks to Captain Bligh's
father-in-law. Bligh was a regular visitor to the Isle of Man
where his bride-to-be lived.

My family, who lived at The Nunnery, knew the parents of
Captain Bligh’s intended.

So | had good reason not to mutiny against Bligh in Tahiti...
even though | considered him to be a hard man, with an
unreasonable temper... a martinet, true enough...

Quilliam:

It takes a hard captain to keep a ship and her crew
disciplined enough to face the hazards of the sea. The sea’s
treacherous enough as it is, without crews taking it in their
head to mutiny.

Heywood:
Hear my story first, before you sit in judgement. Not
everyone on the Bounty was a mutineer.




Ill remind you [ was only 17 when it happened. | did not
mutiny. | remained below decks throughout, and kept out of
trouble.

They tried me for that though, a youth of 17. And | was
found guilty of failing to suppress the mutiny which occurred

aboard the HMS Bounty... in the year of our Lord 1787. And
| was sentenced to hang.

Bligh never accepted that | had hidden below deck to avoid
the mutineers.

But | often thought when | was a prisoner in leg irons
awaiting my trial, that if ever a vessel should have flown a
Manx flag it was HMS Bounty.

Bligh himself had married in a Manx church. Fletcher
Christian—who led the mutiny—had Manx ancestors and his
family kept up their island connection.

| escaped the gallows. [ was recommended to His Majesty’s
mercy and pardoned. Lord Hood, the very man who had
presided at my trial, relented and expressly recommended
that | be allowed to serve once again in the Royal Navy.

| served with distinction, rising to the rank of post captain in
1803 and commanding HMS Montague.



My health failed me in the end though... | never recovered
from my three year ordeal in irons, on trial for my life as a
mutineer. Something | never was.



The Halyard

Thurot:
28 Fevrier 1760.

The sightseers in Ramsey Bay are marvelling at the floating
debris of a great sea battle. For the French Navy, and for
myself, Captain Francois Thurot, Commodore of the
Maréchal de Belle-Isle, it is our worst hour, made more
tragic because victory could and should have been ours.

| considered myself France’s greatest naval commander. Let
no man slander me as a pirate. | was a privateer, a proud
mercenary of war, a servant of the French state. Fighting
ships under my command had captured so many prizes | had
lost count.

And if you have any doubts about my reputation you have
only to ask the English why Captain Elliott’s sole mission was
to hunt me down.

When Elliot caught up with us we were off the northern
coast of the Isle of Man. | knew the Manx coast well, having
traded, some would say smuggled, for a number of years in
these waters. We were fresh from our attacks on
Carrickfergus. But for the obstinacy of Brigadier Floubert, the
commander of our troops, we could have added Belfast to
our list of victories.



| will never deny Captain Elliot who led the English squadron
against me was a talented commander. But before even a
shot had been fired the odds were already heavily against us.

The weather was my first enemy.

Quilliam:
The weather at sea is even-handed, an equal foe to both

sides. Whoever outwits the weather, outwits his enemy.

Thurot:

When two opponents come upon each other... Les jeux son
faits... the bets are laid. The compass has given us our
position. If the weather had been kinder to us, other factors
would not have weighed so heavily.

We were a tired force when Elliot’s ships confronted us and
our larders were almost empty. One of my ships—the
Amaranthe—slipped away and chose to escape rather than

fight.

When the battle was at its fiercest 1 brought my ship into
close quarters with Elliot’'s. We were not afraid. | believed
we could board her and gain the upper hand.

Despite the great damage we inflicted on Elliot’s vessel, the
Aelous, we suffered badly. Her broadsides unrigged us, and
we lost our mizzen mast, main-yard and our boltsprit.



While we were at close quarters with Elliot my signals for La
Blonde to draw closer to the engagement were ignored. La
Blonde did not fire a single shot at Elliot’s man-o-war.

The captain of La Blonde was a coward. There is the man on
whom [ relied, forsaking me.

These are not apologies nor excuses but honourable
observations.

In the post mortem is found the truth. | died on the deck of
my ship. My body was committed to the sea by my crew and
washed up on the shores of Scotland. | fought to the end.
That is the only honour | seek to prove. It is enough. Et
j’avais tous perdu...and | have lost everything.



The Ship’s Telegraph

Kinley:
| wasn’t what most people would call a hero, but | saw the

war at very close quarters. And there’s a good few of those
who served, my mates, who were real heroes. There’s as
many at the back as there are at the front, and 1 don’t mean
top brass either.

| was first mate on the Viking, one of the Isle of Man Steam
Packet boats. We were a vital supply line. We ferried the
troops across the English Channel.

We had submarine alerts nearly every time we crossed but it
was often the weather that was the worst enemy... Force 10
storms sometimes. So bad our escort vessel had men washed
over the side and so had one of our ships.

The Viking didn’t take the troops off from Dunkirk, we were
lifting them from La Havre and Cherbourg at the same
time...a much more difficult job.

Each ship had to wait its turn to enter port and that's when
we were sitting ducks for the German aircraft who dive
bombed us repeatedly. We had one very narrow escape a
plane load of bombs fell across the Viking into nearby
waters.

But looking back, the most moving moment was tying up at
St Peter Port, Guernsey and finding 1800 children waiting on



the quay, ready to be evacuated to the UK. You cry a lot of
tears in war.

After that | was a pilot on the Mersey...The Blitz was as bad
there as any other port...Then after the war | went back to
the Steam Packet on their normal run. 2" Officer on the
Lady of Mann, Captain by 1961...Business as usual, you
might say.



