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October 13, 2016

It's incredible! Cap'n Norms ship torpedoed! And right in his own backyard you might say! Yes, it was true Captain
Norman Smith , who had weathered the perilous seas during all kinds of storms and had dodged the enemy through
out the Boer War, the First World Conflict, and two and one half years on the second World War, has lost his ship.
People all over southwest Nova Scotia, where the Captain was well known found it difficult to accept. They had
some to believe that the man who had a reputation of talking his way out of any situation and who was master of the
seven seas, could not five up his ship to Davey Jones. Norman Emmons Smith was born at Woods Harbour, Nova
Scotia, his father dies when he was nine years old and so he felt he should go to work to help support his Mother. At
the age of twelve, he went to the Grand Banks with his uncle Capt'n David Morrisey of Lower East Pubnico in the
American Schooner Metear, fishing out of Gloucester Massachusetts . He had this to say about his trip:" My work
on the vessel was to cut out tongues and cheeks and sounds. I made one hundred and ten dollars. I gave my Mother a
hundred, out of ten dollars I purchased my first pair of long pants for five dollars and had the remaining five dollars
for myself. I was caught in a rain storm and the pants shrunk so that thy were nearly to my knees." Normans next
trip was with another uncle, Capt Fred Morrisey in another American schooner, The Columbia. After fishing on the
Grand Banks that summer his uncle Captain Andrew Norman Smith wanted him to go with him on the full rigged
sailing ship "Wildwood" This was a long voyage which took them around Cape Horn and to China and lasted for a
year and a half. Norman remained with his Uncle sailing to Australia and other parts of the world and experiencing
many narrow escapes in stormy weather. He also sails with his brother Captain James Smith on the "Burman Wood"
to South America. Norman said we sailed to Rio De Janeiro and at the time, the yellow fever was raging. Most of
the crew left the ship, as was common in those days, it was seldom a crew stayed for a second voyage. My brother
fell ill with the fever and lived one day. They sent a Captain from Saint John to replace him and he died after a few
days there. They asked me to bring the ship home. Which I did with twenty four men aboard. One man aboard,
Frank Smith of Newellton, was steward. He wanted to go to the hospital and I coaxed him to stay aboard the ship,
but he went. The second day he was in the hospital he sent for me to come and get him, he said he knew they were
going to bury him alive as he was so sick. I went to the hospital and asked to see him, but the nurse refused and
closed the door and would not let me go in. I waited a while and knocked again, when the door opened I stuck my
foot in and took him in my arms and carried him aboard the ship. No doctor would come aboard but in the
meantime, I signed on a mate who was a drunkard and had left a ship. He was a smart man and he doctored Frank
Smith and so he lived for many years after that. While we were discharging lumber in port we saw a barge go by our
ship, it was packed with bodies, some still alive, which were being taken to lime kiln to be burned. This was a sight I
would not want to see again.
After arriving back in Saint John, Norman waited three days until his twenty first birthday and then he got his
masters papers. As captain of various ships he sailed all over the world. On December 4th, 1917 he sailed out of
Halifax Harbour with a load of TNT. Just two days before the horrible explosion which occurred in that harbour.
During the first world war, one of his closest touch with death was when he was with a convoy traveling from Great
Britain to the Mediterranean, he said going through the straits of Gibralter all masters were instructed to see the
lighthouse beacon on the African Coast as a marker at night and stand in close to it. Acting on a hunch for some
unknown reason I decided to lose the convoy an made instead for Cape St. Vincent. I arrived in Port two days late
and the naval officer was a little surprised to see me but I was glad that I followed my hunch. The convoy walked
into a pack of submarines that night and lost ten ships. The capable captain joined the Merchant Navy in 1939 and
after making several trans Atlantic crossings as Master of Cargo Ships, took command of the Sania, a 3000 ton
freighter built in England which plied between Eastern Canada ports and the Caribbean with stops at ports in the
United States en route. The ship carried loads of gypsum to the south and returned with salt and general cargo.
During the summer of 1941, Cap'n Norm, as he was generally known, took his teenage son Norman along as a
galley boy because as he said he wanted his only son to get some salt in his blood and to learn the skills of
seamanship.
Early in May 1942, the freighter which had recently been purchased by the Mersy Pulp and Paper Company of
Liverpool, Nova Scotia was displaying her new name "Liverpool Packet" when she took on a load of newsprint at
her home port., consigned to Alexandria Virginia, the spry 61 year old captain had as his crew:
John Sears, Clam Point NS
Robert Watt, Barrington NS
James Hunt, Barrington NS
Edward Smith, Clam Point NS
Milton Cranton, Doctors Cove, NS
Reginald Trott, Barrington NS
Norman Atwood, Barrington NS
Burns Williams, Lockport NS
Lee Hartigon, St. Johns NL
Ernest Riggs, Burin, NL
William Harvey, Hantsport NS

Lee Hartigon, St. Johns NL
Ernest Riggs, Burin, NL
William Harvey, Hantsport NS
Ross Richards, LaHave NS
Norman Penny, Liverpool NS
Larry Townsend, Lockport NS
Leslie Learman, Port Dufferin NS
Michael Thornton, address obscure
A. Harvie, Address obscure
John Tobin, NL
Howard Burchell, Saint John NB
Upon arriving at Alexandria, the freighter had orders to proceed to New Your to take on a general cargo consigned
to an American Military Base in Newfoundland.
She left New York with her hold jammed full of various commodities including many bales of blankets, a
large quantity of potatoes, flour, copper pipe, two big dynamas each weighing about eight or nine tons
and car tires. On deck were light cases and six trucks. At this time large packs of German submarines
were harassing allied shipping all along the North American coast, constantly sailing routes were left
pretty much to the discretion of the ship captains because most of these men knew the coastal waters like
the back of their hands. On this particular trip, Captain Smith kept his little Liverpool Packet in close to the
American Coast, sailed through Cape Cod Canal then followed the shore up into the Bay of Fundy. He
had planned to sneak along the Coast to Halifax, up along the eastern shore of Nova Scotia to Cape
Breton and across to Newfoundland. His plan, however, did not materialize, The evening of May 29th
found him sailing along the west of Seal Island,. It was hazy and the visibility abou7t two miles, the sea
was calm. Most of the crew had gone below to have a sleep because the Captain planned to double
watch that night on account of the many treacherous reefs in that vicinity. Norman Atwood had just
replaced Bob Watt as fireman, the third mate Albert Sears was on watch on the wing of the bridge. The
Captain and his officers were in the mess room having a mug up when the torpedo ripped through the
ship. It was about a quarter to nine, Captain smith said later. I was sitting at the head of the table sipping
my coffee when the steward appeared at the door with a great big ham on a platter. It had cloves stuck in
it and was the most beautiful looking ham I ever saw. Just them the torpedo hit, I was thrown against the
wall on the opposite side of the room. I picked myself up and started for the bridge. On the way I noticed
my cabin was smashed in. I looked aft and saw the second officers bu I couldn't figure out how he got
there. I could see that the two boats on the port side were gone. The torpedo struck a little aft of midship
then exploded thus cutting the ship into the stern section sunk first and a dory on the afterdeck was
hastily shoved off over the rail just as it was going under. Bob Watt and two other men were in it. The
forward section stayed afloat barely long enough to get one life boat off and fifteen men clambered into ti.
Within four or five minutes the ship had disappeared beneath the water. With it were Norman Atwood and
Burns Williams who were trapped in the engine room. The survivors heard the first mate, John Tobin,
calling for help by a miracle when he was thrown from the ship by the force of the explosion. He landed
on the cover of one of the potato bind which was also blown clear. After he was safely aboard the lifeboat
somebody asked him if he was frightened. Not a bit he replied, when I heard the old man swearing I knew
then that I was alright. The German submarine surfaces and its commander spoke to the crew. He
inquired about their cargo and if they knew where they were. Captain Smith answered politely, later
somebody asked Norm, "didn't you curse him?"and he replied "No sir, not on your life, not with two guns
trained on me even when I was courting my wife I never gave a sweeter smile or spoke more gently." The
survivors tied the two boats together and started rowing towards Seal Island. They could see the
reflection of the light over the horizon but they could not make much headway because of the strong
Fundy tides. When up again on the next tide they judged that they were about fourteen miles from Seal
Island when they were picked up by Crowell Nickerson, a lobster fisherman who was fishing from Seal
Island. What a welcome relief from the twenty one hours in the open boat, This was the first trip aboard
the Liverpool Packet for Howard Burchell, wireless operator, Norman Atwood, fireman, Robert Watt,
fireman; Reginald Trott, seaman; and quarter master James Hunt. Albert Sears received severe head and
shoulder injuries, James Tobin was badly bruised and had several cuts, James Hunt injured his hand and
the others had minor cuts and bruised. James Crowell told this story; " I was one of the last lobstermen
from here to get my pots in that spring. As I steamed out from Seal Island, west by south, to get the last
traps, my boy said to me "Daddy, I see something on the water." I was busy hauling and didn't pay much
attention. He kept teasing me to go see what it was, finally to satisfy him more than any thing else I
steamed out toward the object as we drew closer wed could see a little sail. Then we could see men
huddled in a boat. I set out as fast as I could go. When I drew along side I recognized several of the men!
They were scantily clad, wet, cold and hungry. I took them in tow and landed them at Seal Island where
they were given food and warm clothing. They took them to Barrington Passage it was nearly midnight
when we reached the mainland. Years later James Hunt said I hurt my thumb badly, I remember the
delicious lobster chowder we had on Seal Island. I guess I ate too much as I was sick afterwards and
collapsed in the boat. Cap'n Norm told that Milton Cranton of Doctors Cove had bought a fine suit of
clothes in New York. "I'll show the old woman how nice I can dress" he bragged to his shipmates but the
captain added with a grin "the fine suit went to the bottom with everything else. Captain Smith gave
Crowell Nickerson, a native of Stoney Island, his compass as a souvenir. "I thought that I should have the
little life boat and the dory as salvage but the owners would not allow it, I never received any recognition"
Crowell said "but I had the personal satisfaction on knowing that I had saved nineteen men." The last of

Crowell Nickerson, a native of Stoney Island, his compass as a souvenir. "I thought that I should have the
little life boat and the dory as salvage but the owners would not allow it, I never received any recognition"
Crowell said "but I had the personal satisfaction on knowing that I had saved nineteen men." The last of
the Liverpool Packet was a sever blow to Capt. Norm. She was the only ship I ever lost he said sadly, she
was also the smallest ship I was ever Captain.

Murray Titus added 2 new photos.
November 6, 2016
As this week of Remembrance continues - A story that unfolded during the Battle of the Atlantic.
HOWARD BURCHILL, a radioman aboard the merchant ship "LiverpoolPacket". In the pre
dawn hours of May 31, 1942, he was jarred out of his restless sleep by the explosion of a torpedo
fired by U-432 just 150 NM south of Yarmouth Nova Scotia. The crew took to the cold water as
the wounded ship sank. Howard and 18 of his ship mates made it into a life boat- two did not and
were lost at sea. The skipper of the U-boat, Heinze Otto Schultze, maneuvered his sub to come
alongside the survivors lifeboat. The men thought they were done. Schultze ordered his crew to
give the lifeboat some food, water and a small compass. Howard and his mates rowed the boat
all the way to Seal Island Nova Scotia. Howard survived the war and went on to father my
friend, Mike Burchill.
Mike had been on a quest to find Herr Schultze's family to thank them for his actions at sea on
that fateful night. For saving his father's life with his act of humanity and gift of food and
navigation. On a related note, Mike is currently working on a project that will forever
immortalize the story of the "Liverpool Packet" and the actions on that fateful night. He has a FB
page dedicated to the project.
Kapt. Schultze did not survive the war, he and his crew were lost during an attack in the South
Atlantic in 1943. He was 28.
I will remember Howard and Heinze, two young men who found themselves caught up in a
world of war, on opposite sides, and aside from language were likely very similar men. I will
remember them on this the Week of Remembrance.
Mike Burchill
February 24, 2017
Hi everyone, I thought I would do an update post since the documentary went to air. I have
received hundreds of FB messages, emails and phone calls from people all across the country.
Most importantly, more descendants of the Liverpool Packet crew have now joined this page and
shared the stories of their Father, Uncle, Grandfather etc., your input is greatly appreciated.
As far as descendants of U-432, about 6 years ago I was told by a German gov’t dept. that
Heinze Otto-Shultze had no children, and one sister Anni, who also had no children. This week I
received info that ‘an’ Anni Shultze did marry and had 3 children, and this Anni had a brother
Heinze Shultze, they also had another sibling. On another note, a viewer from Ontario has a
photo of a Hermann Shultze, including his last known address and phone number in Germany
from 1963. She says the photo looks identical to Heinze’s photo from the documentary. I still
have to process and authenticate this new information, but I just wanted to share this to let you
know how effective this documentary has been in gathering new information. Stay tuned.

