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How

IKKI ALLEN

became the

WORLD’S GREATEST STEAM ENGINEER

How Ikki became a member of Geelong Agricultural & Pastoral Society.

My good friend Murray Worner told me his dad had retired and was looking for a new hobby. His Dad had always been interested in steam engines and so Murray suggested I take him down to the showgrounds Vintage Machinery club. John Worner found the task at hand so big, he invited his dear friend and colleague Geoff “Ikki” Allen to assist him. Soon the model cage at the showgrounds became the home of John and Ikki, as they were both keen engine modelers.
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How Ikki became a fireman on “Steamtug Wattle”
I urgently needed a fireman to assist me on the steam tug “Wattle” one day, and John didn’t seem to be very enthusiastic and kept quoting to me the day he was sailing on his yacht “Alegra” and was cut off by “Wattle” who failed to abide by the age old sea rules of giving way to sail. So Ikki happily joined me. He was quick and eager to learn about life and duties in the engine room, and his wisdom and thoughts helped pass the time between oiling rounds and burner tip cleaning.

A crew was urgently required for a weeks work at Rye, on the Mornington Peninsular for the annual seal colony cruises. I was asked to go and managed to convince Jo-ma that Ikki would be OK, even though she worries so much about his insulin injections and strict meal times to keep his blood sugar on track. She finally agreed if Jason too could join us so he could keep an eye on Ikki.

The first day on the job, we fronted up in the darkest hours of the morning and headed to sea with Captain Leigh Doeg, and Purser/cook Ned Dawson starting our journey with one of their famous heated discussions, which carried on bad feelings over the whole day. After work finished for Ikki’s first day at Rye (and after the promises we made to Joma regarding meal times) Ned commenced peeling the potatoes for dinner. Each potatoe took about 30 minutes to peel as Ned muttered under his breathe with each swish of the peeler, and Leigh sitting opposite continued reading the paper pretending not to hear. Finally Leigh could take no more and said “Call me when dinner is ready, I’m going to have a nap in the wheelhouse”. We called Leigh for dinner, he came down, picked up his meal and as he turned to pick up his fork, noticed his watch at 11pm!!! He was furious and again the argument was re-kindled. Poor Ikki!!! After waiting for so long for dinner was really wondering what he had gotten into coming as my fireman! (Luckily Ned and Leigh behaved themselves for the rest of the week.)

Normally, a fireman wears grey overalls while the engineer has the prestige of wearing white. Joma liked the look of my overalls and brought Ikki a nice pair of white overalls which she boiled, bleached and starched so that Ikki shone in the darkness of the engineroom like a beacon! Every time a passenger visited the engineroom, they walked straight past the young boy in dirty overalls, straight to the wise old man with 100 years of experience to ask their questions on the workings of a steam engineroom. One dear little old lady walked up to Ikki and said “You are just how I imagined the engineer of a steamship would look like” to which Ikki bashfully replied,  “Oh no Madame, I am only the fireman, that young fellow over there is the engineer!”  She never believed him, but he was always much happier than me to talk with the passengers so we had a great working relationship and I was happy to leave him as the engineroom spokesman.

One time we were cruising to Portarlington, which was 3 hours of steady hard steaming and once the engineroom had settled out to steady running, Ikki was telling me how Chinese and Japanese people never had stomach problems because they always bow to each other. So we tried it, each time he would come back from oiling the steering engine we would bow together, or if I had been up to check Captain Leigh was on course, we would bow again. But the funniest thing was when Leigh came down to check the engineroom, he found Ikki and I, bowing together. Then on spotting Leigh, we both turned and bowed to Leigh. He thought we had both gone completely mad! 

We worked so much together on the Wattle, that we were known as “book ends”. Despite his introduction to Rye trips Ikki came back every year to be with me, and usually Jason too! My worst mistake was to let Ikki stay an extra week to work with my rival engineer Tony Adams. He and I always had friendly competition to see who could get the best fuel consumption over the week at Rye. I must say, I still hold the record, but only just as Tony tried every trick in the book to conserve fuel. Ikki must have given him all our secrets!!! And to make matters worse, Tony told me he had discovered why I never went to sea with anyone else but Ikki! His kind gentlemanly ways, his wisdom and knowledge, his initiative when things needed to be done, were no longer a secret and I did my best to stop Tony poaching my old pal!

Our days in the engineroom finished when I was posted on a 4-year contract to Nigeria, but I will never forget the times spent with Ikki and steam engines, either on “Wattle” or the showgrounds or Lake Goldsmith. He may be gone, but never forgotten.

Mark Dye.








