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A PERSONAL MEMOIR by ALDERMAN HERBERT LAWRENCE HOGG, 

C.B.E., J.P. of West Hartlepool (1879 – 1971). 

 

[Transcriber’s additions in square brackets.] 

 

I am writing this at the end of 1966: my 87th birthday was on 6th August this year.  I 

was born at Howden-le-Wear and my father was, owing to the depression brought 

about by the Franco-Prussian War of 1870, forced by economic circumstances to go 

to sea. 

 

He [William Lambert Hogg, born 1847 at Caton, Lancs., the son of John Hogg and 

his wife Mary] was one of the earliest indentured apprentices at the North Road Shops 

in Darlington.  His later education was at a Grammar School in Scorton.  Of his 

family his eldest brother John was a viewer of Peases West mine and lived at Ushaw 

Moor.  His eldest sister was Eleanor Hogg, who, after the death of my grandfather in 

1864, carried on with his business as Maltster [and Innkeeper of the Ship Inn] at 

Caton, Lancashire.  His sister Mary Ann was married to George Hutchinson, who, at 

the time of which I am writing, was the owner of Howden Colliery.  It was he who got 

my father to set up in business in Howden as a Master Wheelwright.  Financial 

circumstances caused my Uncle Hutchinson to dispose of the colliery in, I think, 

1883.  Of the Hutchinsons (there were some ten of them) only the eldest, Atkinson 

Hutchinson, had any children and he carried on some kind of business in Gateshead.  

His son Matt is and has been for some years now living in Seaton [Carew] at present. 

My Uncle Hutchinson died about 1886 in Stockton, where I once stayed in, I think, 

1885.  My cousin Alfred and I went nearly every morning on to the bridge at 

Thornaby, or South Stockton as it was then called, and could see the ships laid at 

Stockton Quay.  Alfred also took me once to the theatre in Stockton-on-Tees and I 

saw my first play – “Tempest Tossed”.  Very thrilling for a small boy who had never 

previously seen such a thing. 

 

In Howden I did not have many boy friends – David Robertson, the son of the village 

schoolmaster was one, and I recall Jessie his sister.  We left Howden in mid 

November 1888 and came to West Hartlepool, where my father (thanks to Richard 

Newton, Superintendent to the Hudson Steamship Company) was Chief Engineer of 

their s.s. “Hartlepools”.  During the move to West Hartlepool I was sent to my aunt at 

Salem Villa, Sunderland.  This house stood just outside the railway arch off Suffolk 

Street.  It was there that I was told, on the morning of 6th December 1888, of the 

wreck of the “Hartlepools” and told there were four survivors plus the Captain, and it 

might be that one of these was my father.  I remember asking in my prayers that night 

if my father had been saved and I was told by God that he had not. I went to school – 

the Bede – with my cousins Willie and Freddie Irvine, my uncle being a traveller for 

the Hendon Ropery owned by Glaholm & Robson.  About the middle of January 1889 

I came to West Hartlepool and went to the Church School of Christ Church, but the 

Vicar of our Parish [the newly created Parish of St. Paul’s] – The Revd. F.L. Cope – 

did not think it was good enough for me to be educated there.  I sat an examination at 

the Upper Grade and was put into the Vth Standard, although I was only nine years 

old.  This meant that I was in the X7 Standard before I was twelve.  In consequence 

one can understand that by 1893 I was tired of going to school, and in the August of 

that year, after my 14th birthday, I got an office boy’s job with Mr. Donald Thompson 

at four shillings a week.  He was the Northern representative of firms like Steel, Peach 
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& Tozer.  That I had taken this job was not known to my mother [Jane Thornton Hogg 

nee French, 1850 – 1941], but she got to know and on the Wednesday she insisted I 

should go back to school and I was to tell Mr. Thompson this.  I protested and said 

that were I to leave then I would not get any wages, so I waited until I was paid on the 

Saturday morning, and was between Mr. Thompson and the door.  He was very cross, 

but I mollified him by offering to go and see the other lad who had sought the job, 

Harry Whiting, and to ask him to come on the Monday if he had not found a job. This 

he did and I went back to school, but by the Christmas holidays of 1893 my mother 

relented and I tried for an office boy’s job with John Muir at No. 2 Church Street.  I 

got this with a wage of four shillings a week.  I replaced a lad called Fred Abbot, who 

went to sea in the “Antarctic” a barque of some 700 gross tons in which my second 

brother Walter was serving his time. 

 

My brother’s time expired while his ship was in Rosario and was then fixed to load a 

cargo of copper ore at Antofagasta in Chile for Swansea.  My brother got an AB’s job 

on the “Burton” of Hull, which came from River Plate to Stockton-on-Tees with a 

cargo of wheat for the flour mill there.  Poor Fred Abbot [who stayed in the 

“Antarctic”] was lost off the main yard on the homeward voyage round Cape Horn.  

My father’s youngest half-brother Edward was washed away off the Horn in February 

1880 [he was almost 17 years old] – he had finished his time in the “Fiery Cross” – a 

ship of some 1500 tons net.  

 

John Muir, who owned Cliff House Foundry, was, in addition, agent for Tommy 

Robinson and he sold all the land on the estate, which stretched from Murray Street to 

Duke Street, Sandringham Road up to and including Rodney Street.  I was given the 

task of writing out the conveyances.  In addition I had to go regularly to Cliff House 

Foundry [in Mainsforth Terrace] and get the time sheets from Mr. Scott to make up 

the wages book.  The clerk with John Muir was David Wilson, a very nice youth.  At 

that time there were only three typewriters in the town, and only a few people or firms 

had telephones.  Muir’s was No. 8 Post Office ‘phone. At the end of 1894 Muir 

wanted to indenture me, but neither my mother nor myself could see much progress 

there, so I decided to leave and applied for a post advertised in the local paper.  I got 

the job at the office of John Coverdale & Sons [shipowners] at six shillings per week, 

replacing another lad (Herbert Beadle, or ‘Puss’ as he was called).  Beadle then went 

as an apprentice in the collier brig "Remembrance", a regular trader with the 

Hartlepools.  Coverdales then owned ten ships – “Moggie”, “Mennythorpe”, 

“Jeannie”, “Lizzie”, “Muriel”, “David Mainland”, “Gladys”, “Kittie”, “Westow” and 

“Lady Gray” (and in 1898 “Firby”). 

 

Their method of management was of the simplest kind, and if we wrote a dozen letters 

in the day we were awfully busy – no typewriter there.  Captain Bubb in the “Lizzie” 

asked me if I would like to go a voyage with him and I asked Mr. Coverdale if it were 

possible: he gave me the opportunity.  “Lizzie” was fixed from River Tees (Clarence 

Wharf) to Stettin [with pig-iron].  I had to be content for my bed with what was called 

a “Donkey’s Breakfast” – long sack stuffed with straw and this I bought at 

Middlesbrough Market for tenpence and in a south westerly gale carried it across the 

river on the ferry to the north bank.  I was nearly blown away with it. We left the Tees 

that night and of course I was very sick. Pieces of  pig-iron fell from the heap as the 

ship moved at sea making a great clanging.  Sometime during the night, hearing 

someone coming down the cabin companion-way, I flopped out of my bunk and crept 
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to the door and asked if the ship was really sinking. I think I must have been half 

asleep – it was Tommy Bubb and he was singing “The Lord be with us till we meet 

again”. I was chaffed about that for many years after. 

 

The next year I went another voyage from Tees to Cronstadt with rails and then to 

Jakobstad, where I had my first game of indoor bowls – a trough down which you 

bowled and the thing was to knock down all nine pins.  I had our old dog Jack with 

me on that voyage and shortly after I came home a law was passed that forbade the 

landing of dogs that had been abroad – that would be in 1896. 

 

A boyhood friend, Bertie Berner, had gone out to Newport News [New York State, 

USA] to his brother Ernie who was manager there for Furness Withy & Co.  From 

then until his death we corresponded regularly [Bertie Berner was one of Peter 

Hogg’s godfathers, and HLH was a godfather to Bertie’s daughter Beatrice].  In about 

1896 we formed a stamp company – The Anglo-American Stamp Company – 

A.V.Berner & H.L.Hogg – and by means of his buying and my selling stamps I was 

able to buy my first new bicycle – a ‘Calcott’.  This replaced an old ‘Peregrine’ which 

had been bought from Johnnie Brown for six pounds ten shillings with the help of my 

mother and brothers. 

At Coverdale’s I used to help the Captains when their ships came to West Hartlepool, 

and with only one exception they appreciated this help by giving me a tip of anything 

from half-a-crown to one pound, which was gratefully received.  In June of 1897 

David Needham, one of the staff and a grand chap, reminded me that Mr. Coverdale’s 

sons John and Harry would soon be leaving Durham School and so the outlook was 

not good for me.  I watched adverts and applied for a job with, as it turned out, 

Maclean, Doughty & Co.  They had a dozen ships – “Horace”, “James Malam”, 

“James Groves”, “Harland”, “Hartville”, “Tockwith”, “Norwood”, “Moness”, 

“Aberfeldy”, “Whitefield”, “Tantallon” and “Burnam”.  Their staff consisted of the 

two Principals (William Maclean and Henry Doughty), Willie Maclean (one of the 

finest men I ever met), Arthur Foxhall, myself and a boy.  Again the ships were 

managed in precisely the easy way of Coverdales.  I had fifteen shillings a week. 

 

In 1899 Bertie Tweedy, a friend of mine, told me that he was leaving Fawcett & Co. 

and going to join Jerval & Knudson in Oporto – he suggested I try for his job as 

shorthand Clerk and Ships’ Cashier.  This I did, and landed the job, which paid 

twentyseven shillings and sixpence a week.  It was then that I suggested to my mother 

that I should be self-supporting, giving her seventeen shillings and sixpence for my 

board, leaving ten shillings for myself.  I started there on the first Monday in January 

of 1900.  The staff was an old man called Woods, a couple of foreigners and two 

boys. 

 

About the middle of January I went to the Bank and drew £25 in cash, brought it to 

the office, put it in the cash box and locked the box in the safe.  Then, apparently, I 

came downstairs and put my keys in my drawer in the typewriter desk and went to 

dinner.  Somehow I had a very uneasy feeling when I found I did not have my keys in 

my pocket, so I went back early, got my keys and went upstairs.  I unlocked the safe 

and cash box, finding there was only twenty pounds ten shillings in it.  I went down to 

where the lad Ernie Lloyd was and got hold of him; he denied he had stolen the 

money, but admitted that no-one else had been into the office since I went to dinner.  I 

searched him and every place I could think of without success: then, going to the 
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toilet, I saw the cistern was on a couple of cross-beams.  I felt on those and found a 

pigskin purse with my four pounds ten shillings in it.  I immediately lugged him 

upstairs and told Fawcett all about it – the lad was sacked.  

 

Fawcett’s partner was Ralph Walker, and when Fawcett was on his honeymoon, 

having married Walker’s sister Nanny (a handsome woman), his brother-in-law had 

speculated in railway shares and had lost heavily.  The result was that he drew cash of 

some £2,000 to pay these losses.  When Fawcett got home he discovered this and 

there was a dissolution of partnership, which necessitated an accountant coming in.  

That accountant was William Fortune, who at that time was accountant with George J. 

H. Hogg [a London born underwriter who was managing numerous shipowners’ 

mutual insurance clubs], and in consequence could only come in at nights.  He found 

the books in a hopeless state and they had to be written up again – I did this with 

Fortune’s advice and assistance.  Practically every night we worked until 9 o’clock 

and Fawcett asked me if I was prepared to act as cashier, which Fortune thought I was 

capable of doing, so in May I took over the job and my wage was increased to two 

pounds ten shillings a week.  At Fortune’s suggestion we got a columnar cash book, 

which eased the work as far as I was concerned. 

 

We also had a timber agency business, which was in the hands of Thyselius (a 

Swede).  In October he decided to leave, going to Brake to take charge of a ship’s 

store firm, marrying the owner’s daughter.  As he was leaving I was asked by Fawcett 

if I thought I could manage that job and I said I would like to have a go at it.  

Thyselius had had 10% of the profits and I would have the same, which meant another 

at least £80 per annum for me.  In 1900 Fawcett asked me whether he should sell the 

steamer “St. Erik” and buy a new ship.  At that moment we could (and did) get a 

cargo of d.b.b. [deals, battens and boards – sawn softwood] for the ship from Sornas 

to London at a freight rate of £4 per standard [165 cubic feet of timber], which was 

very, very good business.   The ship could in that boom year of 1900 have been sold 

for £10,000, but the new one was to cost £30,000.  I told him that if it were me I 

would sell the “St. Erik” and not buy a new ship.   His reply was that if the “St. Erik” 

was worth £10,000 to someone else surely it was worth that to keep her.  He did not 

sell, but went in with a Captain Hogsted for the new ship, to be built at the 

Northumberland Shipyard on the Tyne. She was to be a vessel of 3,000 tons 

deadweight [the cargo carrying capacity].  Little heed had been paid to the ship’s 

specification and during her building it was thought necessary for her to have a 

donkey boiler: this was an extra, and with other extra items the price rose to £33,000.  

Through the action of his brother-in-law Ralph Walker Fawcett was very short of 

money and Christopher Furness [who owned the shipyard] had to finance the building 

of the s.s.”Arab”, and it turned out to be a financial disaster, yet up to 1903 I was 

Fawcett’s blue-eyed boy. 

 

In May (I think it was) of 1903 he gave me cheques, telling me to put them to his 

credit, and afterwards paid certain things which absorbed the credit.  Then it came 

about that that he wanted £300 to pay Christopher Furness for interest and redemption 

and he told me to draw a cheque, charging the amount against the cheques he had 

given me to put to his credit. I told him that credit had gone.  (I should state here that 

the firm had gone Limited in 1902 by the admission of Sydney Garnett and was now 

Fawcett & Garnett, Ltd.).  Fawcett asked me to think it over but I told him I did not 

need to do that.  At 2.30 that afternoon I spoke to him again and repeated that I would 
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not draw that cheque, pointing out that I was a young man and did not want to take 

any risks as Secretary of the Company would involve me in were I to let him have his 

£300; however, Sydney Garnett had been prevailed upon to sign the cheque. 

 

From this time I ceased to be the ‘blue-eyed boy’; instead Fawcett consulted Emil 

Peters, a German we had in the office, and I was ignored.  Fawcett’s attitude to me 

changed entirely. Later in the year, when I asked him to allow me to draw on my 

commission account for the Timber Agency, he raised all kinds of difficulties but 

eventually agreed I could draw £80 instead of the £100 and more which was due to 

me.  I was not happy there in this situation. 

 

An opportunity occurred in the early Spring of 1904 to go into partnership with 

Thomas Graham Smith, who was Dunford & Elliott’s representative in the office they 

had in West Hartlepool.  He had inherited £1,000 from a Dunford uncle and I had 

£300 of savings, so on 2nd May (the 1st May was a Sunday) we opened our own 

business at 6 Victoria Terrace.  In June of that year a Greek steamer (“Constantinos 

Stathatos”) was laid up here - Shipping Agency were the brokers.  She was for sale at 

£10,500: Craggs of Middlesbrough had taken her in part payment for a new ship 

[probably the “Parthenon”].  As they offered to accept £7,000 in bills and £3,500 in 

cash we bought her and Jobson fitted a donkey boiler which, with other repairs, cost 

£500. Graham Smith’s people were very helpful – they and Barclays Bank (Manager 

Wally Nicol) enabled us to find the £3,500.  [These two men, at only 25, were young 

to be shipowners]. 

 

We appointed a Captain Havelock to her and named her “Beechburn”.  She cost us 

£12 per day for insurance, wages and stores.  Her first voyage was Blyth to Savona 

[with coal] at 8/6 d., then [a cargo of barley] Marianople / Bristol at 9/9 d.  Although 

she had had new furnaces fitted in her boilers by Central Marine Engine Works she 

had to put in to Grimsby with leaking furnaces.  Charlie Brockett was our 

Superintendent and he went to Grimsby to supervise the furnace repairs.  Then she ran 

into a strike at Savona which caused another week’s delay and at Marianople she 

evidently sat on her anchor and cable, as at Bristol she turned out damaged barley 

from No. 4 hold, due to a fractured tank sounding pipe.  The Captain stuck a page in 

his log book saying she had grounded on Kertel Bar, but the cargo receivers wrote out 

to the Black Sea and that was denied.  Consequently they refused to accept General 

Average until we showed them the account for the repair of the bottom damage.  After 

repairing at Swansea she went with a cargo of patent fuel to Algiers at 7 shillings and 

threepence, then Huelva /New York and there loaded a cargo of maize for Lisbon. On 

arrival at Lisbon the cargo was found to be damaged and Pinto Basto [the ship’s 

agents] had difficulty in getting the freight paid as the cargo was loaded into barges 

and dumped; however, we got over that.  It seemed that she must have lost the anchor 

and cable as replacements had to be supplied at Swansea.  The Master proved to be a 

great drunkard and we finally got rid of him, replacing him with a man named Sharp – 

a nominee of Fraser, the shipchandler, who had £500 in the company.  The ship 

continued trading and in 1907, which was something of a boom year, we sold her to 

Spanish owners for £14,500 – a profit of £3,000.  This enabled us to repay the 

shareholders their proportion of capital plus profit. 

 

As the boom had broken we stayed out of the market for a while and then bought 

Appleby’s “Sidra”, but turned her down owing to her rather deep draught of water.  
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Next William Loveridge came to us and offered us the management of a steamer he 

proposed building with Craig, Taylor of Stockton, in which he was to install engines 

built for the “City of Worcester” in 1899.  That ship had been lost on her maiden 

voyage [Lloyds Register shows her as “stranded 12/99”] and Loveridge had salved the 

engines and boilers built by Thomas Mudd of Central Marine – a most excellent 

engineer.  We were to invest £2,000, but we foolishly paid our £2,000 when the 

contract was signed and Loveridge never found any of the money for the instalments 

as they became due while she was being built.  We finally ended up by owning most 

of the ship (s.s.”Norburn” – completed 1908).  Meanwhile we agreed to buy the 

“Yarborough” from Grays for £16,250, but had to cancel that – if we had made 

financial arrangements we would have made sufficient in 1909 to pay for the ship.  

We forced Loveridge to hand over his shares in the Norburn Shipping Company as 

damages for the loss we had sustained through his failure to carry out his obligations. 

The s.s. “Norburn” we foolishly sold in 1916 for £32,000, but later, in 1917, she 

would have been worth £80,000 - but that was spilt milk. 

 

In 1924 we bought the steamer “Algarde” from Penny of Bournemouth for £6,250.  

She was then 16 years old and we renamed her “Alburn”.  Our Gothenburg friends 

Millars secured the Gothenburg – West Hartlepool liner trade for us and with her we 

ran a fortnightly service1. We were finding her too small by 1926, so we bought a 4 

hatch Norwegian ship of greater deadweight and named her “Otterburn”.  The 

“Alburn" we sold in 1929 to Peacock & Cory of Glasgow and soon after that the 

boom burst – it was as though the market had been hit with an axe, as you could not 

find any business.  By that time we had also bought “Rowanburn” [in 1926] and 

“Lilburn” [in 1927 after she had been repaired following her refloating and repair 

after a collision in the Thames].  The “Rowanburn” we sold to Cardiff owners in 1929 

and they attempted to lose her by putting her ashore on the Norwegian coast.  She 

came to Tyne Dock Engineering for repairs and we had to foreclose – which we 

should have done at the port of discharge, when we could have collared the freight.  

As it was we had to put her through [Lloyd’s Register] survey, which cost us £6,000, 

and since she could make no money under British flag owing to high insurance costs 

we put her under Finnish flag, calling her “Union”. We made money and got our 

losses back and sold her for breaking in 1936. 

 

[s.s. “Lilburn” was retained until 1938, when she was sold to Cardiff owners.  The 

“Groveburn” was acquired in 1930 from Norwegian owners and transferred to Finnish 

flag as “Ulmus”.  She was transferred back to British flag under her earlier name in 

1937 and shortly thereafter sold to Lars Frederiksen of Norway.] 

 

We entered the Second World War with three ships - “Arkleside”, “Roseburn” and 

“Magdalena”. [“Arkleside”, 1567 gross register, built in 1924, had been bought in 

1935: “Roseburn”, 3103 gross register, also bought in 1935 and “Magdalena”, 3118 

gross register, in November 1939].  Our first loss was the “Arkleside” which was sunk 

on 16th September 1939 by shellfire from a U-boat. [She was on passage Tyne – 

Gibraltar with coals]. There were no casualties.  “Roseburn” was chucked away by 

the Admiralty through their ordering her (after arriving at Falmouth for orders [from 

Canada with a cargo of pitprops]) to proceed on 17th June 1940 by way of Dover to 

                                                           
1 She was nicknamed “Smith Hogg’s submarine” by some who had sailed in her and alleged that she 

had so little freeboard that she submerged at the end of the Heugh Breakwater, Hartlepool and only 

surfaced at the Vinga Lighthouse, outside Gothenburg. 
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the Tyne.  Dunkirk had ended a few days before and she was attacked by two E-boats 

which succeeded in sinking her off Dungeness: there were no casualties.  

“Magdalena” was, very sadly, lost with all hands including Captain Fred Allen of 

West Hartlepool who had offered to command her when her usual Master, 

Edmondson, was not available. She was bound for Birkenhead from Wabana 

(Newfoundland) with a cargo of iron ore. I pointed out to the Admiralty that it was 

wrong to load vessels from Newfoundland entirely with ore, as by loading a couple of 

holds with wood a ship would not sink like a stone and the crew would have some 

chance of escape.  They would take no notice of my suggestion. 

 

In 1940 we were given the “Thyra” to manage and in the same year the Ministry gave 

us the management of “Empire Warrior”; this vessel was followed in 1941 by s.s. 

“Empire Knoll”. At the time I remarked to the Ministry that it was a curious name, as 

only one letter change would make it ‘knell’.  How right this turned out to be.  We 

took delivery of her from Grays’ yard on a Thursday in February and on the Friday 

she went to Tees for degaussing work, and then returned to Hartlepool where we 

loaded her with coals for Barcelona. She sailed north on Saturday afternoon to join a 

convoy, but immediately she rounded the buoy outside the port the compass showed 

her on a S.W. course instead of N.E.  She sailed to the Tyne and at once asked for a 

compass adjuster, but no notice was taken of this request.  During the night of that 

Saturday there was the heaviest of air raids on the Tyne, and the port was closed.  On 

Sunday there came a howling gale and Captain Fletcher, the Master, could only note 

the wind direction and steam into it for a set time, and then back to his previous 

position.  At about 4.30 a.m. the Captain, who had been on the bridge all the time 

decided he had to get some rest, and went into the Chart Room to put his feet up.  He 

instructed the 2nd Mate to be careful not to lose the buoy at the mouth of the Tyne, 

but at 5.30 a.m. he roused the Master to tell him he had lost sight of the buoy, and 

soon after that the ship piled up on the Black Middens near Tynemouth Pier.  The ship 

was a total loss. 

 

[Unfortunately, the memoir ends here]    NRLH 2012 

 

 

 

 


