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Text Susanne Paulsen  
Photos by Susanne Paulsen 
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There are not many wrecks in the 
fjord of Gullmarn. What wrecks 
there are here should, of course, 
be slightly inaccessible, at a 
depth of 64m. For a long time, 
our dive team had talked about 
going down to the Hudson plane 
hidden in the fjord. Now, the wait 
was finally over. 

History 
On the night of 23 June 1942, the 
Lockheed Hudson Mark III G-AGDF 
Loch Leven—a US-made light 
bomber, converted into a trans-
port plane—was on its way from 
Stockholm to Leuchars Airport, north 
of St Andrews in Scotland, as a 
courier. In addition to the two crew 
members, there were also eight pas-
sengers on board the plane. 

  When the plane had engine prob-
lems out on the Skagerrak, they 
returned to the Swedish coast to 
try to reach the airport at Såtenäs. 
However, they did not have enough 
time to get there. They were flying 
at an altitude of 1,300m when prob-

lems arose with the right engine, 
which started to burn. The pilot, Erik 
Engnaes, was forced to make an 
emergency landing and decided on 
a so-called ditching of the aircraft, 
a controlled landing on water, north-
east of Lilla Bornö in Gullmarsfjorden. 

After the successful emergency land-
ing, the passengers managed to get 
out on the wing and used the plane’s 
inflatable boat to get farther inland 
before the plane sank. The pilot and 
co-pilot swam to shore. 
  It was half-past 1 a.m. at night 
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when Anders and Betty Hansson, 
the residents of the Linhagen farm 
on Lilla Bornö, heard a bang. They 
would soon receive an unexpected 
visit. Their daughters Ingrid and Lilly 
Andersson also woke up but were not 
allowed to go out. They looked curi-
ously out of the window, and Ingrid 
recalled later that there were several 
people in the garden, as the soaked 
crew members were allowed to drink 
hot chocolate in the kitchen. In the 
morning, the passengers and crew 
were transported by boat to the 
mainland and beyond, via two taxis. 
  The incident was quickly covered 
up, and Swedish authorities waited till 
the following year to salvage courier 
mail and other items from the plane, 
to draw as little attention as possible 
to the incident. The explanation for 
the cover-up is believed to be that 
there were passengers on the plane 
whose presence would be difficult for 
the Swedish authorities to explain. 
  After the aircraft was raised and 
the mailbags recovered, the plane 
was towed out by Red Company 

tugboats and released into deeper 
waters where it still lies. Everything 
took place in the greatest of secrecy, 
but thanks to the daughter Ingrid 
Andersson, who witnessed the event, 
and also photographed everything in 
secret from the island, we now have 
access to both witness information 
and footage from the occasion. 

Getting to the wreck site
The Flora III was waiting for us at 
the bridge where the skipper, Kjell 
Williamsson, met us with his usual 
good mood and cheerful laughter. 
  During the journey into the fjord, 
we had time for a briefing and 
some history on the wreck, planning 
where to place the downline buoy 
and some usual good stories. At the 
dive site, Kjell made a few sweeps 
with the boat over the area before 
my husband and dive buddy, Glen, 
finally threw in the large, heavy wreck 
marker, which would quickly and 
accurately hit the designated spot. 
Kjell navigated past the buoys. Just 
as we passed them, the aircraft also 

appeared on the monitor. This was as 
good as it gets. 
  We got ready in concentrated 
silence. Glen was used to diving 
wrecks from his time in Denmark, but 
I had significantly less experience, so 
had a few butterflies in my stomach. 
Curiosity and determination mixed 
with uncertainty and excitement. 
The surface was calm with only a 
few ripples, as we swam towards the 
buoys that marked the downline. We 
were quite a way into the fjord, and 
the fresh water from the stream of 
Örekilsälven had turned the surface 
waters in the fjord very brown after 
the recent rain showers. We prepared 
our cameras and lamps and began 
the descent. 

Dive One: Like the  
wall of a metal house
For the first six metres, we could only 
see one another as weak points of 
light through the dark layer of fresh 
water, but then it cleared up. We 
stopped for a minute to do a final 
check of our cameras and equip-

ment before continuing down the 
line. The next five minutes felt like 
an eternal repetition of the steps of 
breathing, equalising pressure, and 
balancing. I looked at my dive com-
puter: 35m, 47m, 54m... ten metres 
left to go. The darkness was dense. It 
felt huge, this darkness. Or were we 
the ones that had shrunk? Despite the 
fjord’s otherwise embracing, protec-
tive environment and all the lights, it 
felt like we were two very small falling 
stars in infinite space. 
  Sixty metres. No plane yet. Just the 
sound of our bubbles and the light 

Hudsonwrecks

WRECK FACTS

PLANE TYPE: Lockheed Hudson 
Mark III G-AGDF Loch Leven—a 
US-made light bomber, converted 
into a transport plane 

WINGSPAN: 20m

LENGTH: 13.5m 

HEIGHT: 4m

PILOT: Erik Engnaes 

TELEGRAPHIST: Lars Larsen Bergo 

Skipper Kjell puts the dive boat in position 
above the wreck (above).

The dive boat Flora III (above); A spec-
tacular display of colour ended our 

first day of diving in Gullmarn (top left).

KATIE HOLMDAHL

SU
SA

N
N

E 
PA

U
LS

EN

SUSANNE PAULSEN



EDITORIAL        FEATURES        TRAVEL        NEWS        WRECKS        EQUIPMENT        BOOKS        SCIENCE & ECOLOGY        TECH        EDUCATION        PROFILES        PHOTO & VIDEO        PORTFOLIO11 X-RAY MAG : 111 : 2022

wrecks

of our torches sweeping down 
to the bottom. Slowly, we con-
tinued downwards. Still nothing. 
63m. There—mussel shells and a 
small stinging anemone—the bot-
tom, and the downline. The entire 
projectile of the wreck marker 
had sunken into the soft golden 
seabed of the fjord and only the 
downline protruded from the dark 
brown mass. There was no risk of it 
moving, at any rate.  
  We saw how just the small 
pressure change from our slow 
deceleration made the silty bot-
tom rise towards us. Don’t stir the 
silt up now, I thought. We shined 
our lights into the dark. Nothing. 
I stayed by the downline while 
Glen slowly began to move away, 
trying to spot the plane. He swung 
his torchlight in wide circles. Like 

a lighthouse at night, I stayed put 
and guarded the downline. The 
plane could not be far away. A 
few metres maximum. I felt time 
ticking by. Finally, Glen waved his 
lamp. It was the signal that the 
plane had been found. I left the 
downline and did two fin kicks to 
get to Glen. 
  Something big and grey rose 
up in front of me, like the wall of 
a metal house. It was a strange 
feeling. Visibility was very poor. 
We were an arm’s length from the 
wreck and could only see a small 
part of it at a time. The nose and 
left wing appeared to be thrust 
down into the seabed. The rest of 
the plane rose from the bottom 
like a fallen bird.
  Which it was. I saw the wing-
mounted engine, which had some 

sort of open hatch, and continued 
upwards along the wing. Above 
me, the plane continued at a 
steep angle, but I wanted to see 
the cockpit. I followed the side of 
the plane down again, along its 
small windows. Just above the bot-
tom, one could see straight into 
the open cockpit. Wow! 
  Heading up again, along the 
top of the fuselage, we found the 
plane’s antenna and its small glass 
dome. Above the glass dome was 
some sort of box. Placed or origi-
nal? No clue. Time flew. Already 
14 minutes had passed. King crab, 
cod and anemones lived on and 
around the plane, but who had 
time to chat with the fish now? I 
managed to easily ignore the wild-
life and focus only on getting pho-
tos of the wreck. 

Opening of the engine cover on the wreck of the Hudson plane
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  It was difficult to get an over-
view. A large number of krill were 
drawn towards our lamp lights, 
causing a dimming effect on the 
light cones of our lamps, as if it 
were not dark enough already! I 
took some photos and adjusted 
the angle and position of my 
strobes a couple of times. There 
were many particles in the water 
and lots of krill that reflected the 
strobe light. Not easy, this... I sin-
cerely hoped that some of the pic-
tures would be good. Glen filmed 
the wreck, gliding along the fuse-
lage like a submarine in the dark. 
  Seventeen and a half minutes 
had passed. We had to go back 
to the downline. We glided back 
over the plane and found the 
wing, which we then followed 
down again. We swam wide and 

Glen shined his torchlight outwards 
into the dark. Yes, the downline 
was there, right where we had left 
it. The ascent could begin. I felt 
relieved, calm, and at the same 
time, excited. Everything had 
gone according to plan. 
  We were picked up by Kjell and 
previewed the film and photos 
before we even got out of our suits. 
Inland, the light had shifted, and 
a magnificent rainbow emerged 
between the rocks. How appropri-
ate—the treasure at the end of the 
rainbow. We had just found it. The 
atmosphere on board was as high 
as Gullmarn’s glittering mountain 
peaks. It had been an exciting day, 
and something had happened. My 
curiosity had been aroused, and I 
had gotten a taste of adventure. 

Dive Two: A small  
bump on the bottom 
The period after the first dive on 
the plane wreck was punctuated 
by thoughts of when we could 
dive there again. And again. 
  The first dive had felt like just a 
teaser—only a glimpse of some-
thing that was never fully explored. 
Somehow, more questions than 
answers had arisen, and now we 
wanted more. Was there a second 
glass dome? What did the second 
wing look like? And the rest of the 
fuselage, was it whole? We abso-
lutely wanted to go down there 
again and could not stop thinking 
about it. The weeks went by and 
finally we found an opportunity. 
  Finding an opportunity for two 
more dives was not difficult. If we 
dived consecutive days, one after 

another, we only needed to find 
the position once, place the down-
line buoy and leave it until the next 
day. Now, if only the rest would fall 
into place. We needed gas. Lots of 
gas. And more lights, both for the 
rope and the cameras. 
  The first day of November 
brought 12°C (~54°F) temperatures 
and a gentle southerly wind of 4 
m/s (8-9mph). Kjell navigated the 
dive boat in wide circles around 
the buoys of lobster traps, which 
lay like a slalom track along the 
cliffs of the fjord. No ropes in the 
propeller, please! We drank cof-
fee, had a light lunch, and finally 
arrived at the position of the wreck.
  The plane was just a small bump 
on the bottom, and we attempted 
to aim for it with the wreck marker 
as well as the last time. With the 

The exposed cockpit of the plane, with its 
nose partially buried in the seabed (above); 
Antenna above the cockpit (right)

The glass dome on the top of the fuselage, 
with the green box and the fire extinguisher 
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buoy in place, we circled around 
it. Hmm, not really good, about 
20m from the plane. If we were to 
circle the plane like a compass, it 
would be too brief a jaunt for us, 
considering the amount of time 
allowed at depth. Up again came 
the 50kg heavy projectile of the 
wreck marker. It would be heavy 
now, with many metres of rope. 
New plan, new attempt. We cir-
cled again. “Now, you probably 
will not need to swim at all,” said 
Kjell and laughed. Soon, we would 
understand what he meant. 
  So, we finally jumped into the 
water. Line spool, check. Lamps 
for ascent line, check. Camera, 
check. Now, it bared down on us 
again: that same total darkness. 
This time we reached 60m after 
five minutes, and even then, we 
saw something. A tire! And the 
wing. Visibility was a little better 

this time. The rope had been laid 
loose and free over the wing, and 
we followed it until we found our 
cable ties, which we attached in 
order to clip a lamp to the rope. 
Below us, the projectile of the 
wreck marker was completely 
drilled into the soft sea bottom. 
What a hit! Thank you, Kjell. 
  We start orienting ourselves 
around the plane again. The open-
ing of the door into the cargo 
area. A window. The glass dome. 
Above the glass dome, the small 
green box remained, and above it 
was a cylinder. There sat a majestic 
king crab in a nice position, peer-
ing out into the darkness. We con-
tinued around the dome and took 
a closer look at the cylinder. Aha! 
It was a fire extinguisher. The box 
and the fire extinguisher were over-
grown and covered in silt, so they 
had definitely been lying there for 

a while. We dared not touch any-
thing for fear of stirring up silt, but 
we were curious. 
  I forced myself to let go of any 
thoughts of examining the box 
and continued out onto the wing, 
which rose obliquely upwards. 
Glen’s torch lights were visible 
some distance away. I turned 
before I reached the wingtip, went 
back towards the fuselage, and 
continued down below it. Glen was 
behind me. I saw a round object. 
What could it be? I swam closer. 
Several round balls and… oops, a 
fishing net. Best to give it a pass. 
  I took a deep breath and slowly 
ascended. I felt a rope against 
my cheek. I tried to back off a 
bit but felt crowded, somehow. 
There were fishing hooks on the 
line, which swirled a bit when 
I released it. Large flakes of 
70-year-old aircraft silt threatened 

to envelop me. “Get out of here, 
quick!” raced my thoughts. But I 
moved very slowly, so I would not 
get stuck anywhere. 
  In front of me and above me 
was the fuselage, and I slid slowly 
backward and upward, until I 
ended up at the wing, which 
descended to the bottom in front 
of me. Right in front of it was the 
ascent line, and we were back at 
our starting point. 
  Nineteen minutes now. One min-
ute of bottom time left. Time flew 
down here. We made the signal 
for our ascent, and Glen released 
the lamp from the ascent line. 
Now, a 45-minute ascent awaited 
us. We made our stops, changed 
gas, and broke the water’s sur-
face after 65 minutes. 
  When we reached the town 
of Oxevik, it was already getting 
dark. We took only the essen-

wrecks Hudson

Glass dome on top of the fuselage (top left); A closer view of the fire extinguisher and green box on the plane wreck (top right)

View into the plane’s cargo hold 
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tials home, filled up our tanks with 
new gas, and enjoyed a good 
lasagne. The day’s photos and film 
were reviewed, and a new plan for 
Sunday’s filming and photography 
was made. Kjell, who has won sev-
eral Swedish championship titles in 
underwater photography, shared 
his advice and tips, after which we 
made some changes to the light-
ing plan for the next day. While the 
batteries for the lamps were being 
charged, we also “charged our own 
batteries” in the wood-fired hot tub 
and ended the day with some good 
dive stories. 

Dive Three: It does not  
blow below the surface 
After a good breakfast, we prepared 
for the day’s dives; however, one 
cannot be prepared for everything. 
  The rain had poured down dur-
ing the night, but now, the rain had 

stopped again. Rain at night is good. 
We like that. If it always rained at 
night and was sunny during the day, 
everything would have worked. And 
the meteorologists had been right—
more often than not. We headed out 
quickly and loaded the boat with a 
few quick transfers. 
  The wind was blowing. “Are you 
going out on this choppy lake?” 
asked the residents of the area. “Of 
course!” we said happily. “It does not 
blow below the surface.” 
  In fact, the wind was not blowing 
that hard—7 to 8 m/s, maybe. No 
white geese. We had a good tailwind 
into the fjord, as we screwed the dive 
rigs together and prepared our kit. 
Today, we would just jump in at the 
buoy. No searching. Wonderful! 
  Everything felt easy… but that 
would soon change. Kjell drove us 
right up to the buoys, and we jumped 
in. Hanging by the dive ladder, we 

were handed our cameras and 
decompression tanks. Then, we left. 
  We descended quite quickly and 
ended up a little askew of the wreck 
but swam on. I tried to compensate for 
the current but soon realised that we 
had a real, proper current to deal with, 
over which I had no control. We had to 
abort the dive and were picked up a 
good distance downstream. 
  Kjell towed us as we hung onto the 
boat ladder so that we did not have 
to get on board again with all the 
equipment, and calmly drove the boat 
towards our destination. It took a while. 
I heard Glen announce the number 
of yards while I concentrated on just 
hanging on. It was quite heavy work. 
  In the end, we could just let go 
and slide right towards the buoys. We 
quickly grabbed each line and hung 
on. It was not possible to release our 
grip. We got stuck there, and the 
sweet, brown surface waters splashed 

around our mouths at regular inter-
vals. I was starting to get really tired in 
my arms now. 
  Once again, we had the notion of 
staying on the site longer. We decid-
ed to make a stop at ten metres to 
check the equipment, give the OK 
signal and descend. 
  The visibility was really zero, and I 
followed the downline with my hand 
until I hit Glen’s hand. Here, the 
buoys’ ropes met, and I tried to find 
the one that went downward. Soon, 
our hands followed one another, and 
we worked calmly and methodically 
downwards, with only the sense of 
touch as a reference. 
  Six metres. At least now I could 
see my dive computer. It was pitch 
black and none of our camera lights 
were turned on. Only the hand lamp 
hung in place, sending its light down-
wards along the rope. Ten metres. 
We stopped, but not for long, took 

a breath, turned on the lights, and 
checked that we were both ok. The 
cameras had to wait. We continued 
to descend, making sure to take extra 
time to breathe out properly. 
  A calmness came over me—the 
kind of calm that darkness and 
breathing under the water’s surface 
instils. It does not blow below the sur-
face, as I said. It felt a bit like coming 
home when I saw the landing site. 
  The descent line had straight-
ened out, and Glen hung the lamp 
in place. Lens caps still covered our 
lenses, and neither camera nor strobe 
was turned on. I concentrated on 
using small movements to get my 
technique in order and then sank 
down to photograph the wheel. 
  We followed our plan and contin-
ued heading towards the cockpit. 
Today, we would try to photograph 
and film a little farther into the wreck. 
The cockpit windshield had been 

Hudson

A king crab sits majestically on the wreck, peering out into the darkness (above); A closer view of the 
cockpit and parts of the interior of the plane (right)
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pushed out so the crew could get 
out; hence, the cockpit was com-
pletely open and accessible from 
the exterior. One could clearly see 
the backrest on one of the chairs 
as well as some furnishings. Much of 
the floor was covered with bottom 
sediment, and I gently stretched 
my camera into the space and 
snapped off some frames. Glen fol-
lowed suit and filmed it. 
  We also decided to investigate 
the tail section. We slid up past the 
windows on the side and continued 
out along the free wing—all the way 
out this time. We saw the engine 
but no propellers. Salvaged? We 
headed back towards the fuselage 
on the other side of the wing, going 
upwards now. 
  As we thought, there was no 
other glass dome. It had been 
removed during the aircraft’s con-
version from bomber to transport 

plane. The fuselage ended abrupt-
ly with a break, just before the tail 
section. A round, black hole led 
farther into the aircraft, but our 
torchlights did not reach very far 
inside. Instead, we looked at some 
of the splendid king crabs that had 
invaded the plane. It was literally 
crawling with them today. 
  We shined our lights down to the 
bottom too, to discover, if possible, 
the missing part of the plane, but 
we could not really see the bottom 
from here. Maybe someone got a 
trawl stuck in the plane and tore 
it apart? We now moved back 
along the bottom of the plane, 
without going under it, where the 
fishing net was, and headed up to 
the starting point again. The down-
line hung there, with its lamp shin-
ing welcomingly to us. The gate-
way to the surface. Dive computer 
check: 18 minutes today. Good 

timing. Now, there was only a rath-
er uninspiring ascent awaiting us. 
  The minutes ticked by so slowly 
during our decompression stop 
that I almost thought time had 
stopped. The fun part of the dive 
was done, and now I just wanted 
to go home and let everything sink 
in. However, the waves at the sur-
face had not stopped. 
  After guessing what was on 
the dive computer for the last 
few metres, we were back at the 
buoys. We tried to give the OK sig-
nal to Kjell without letting go. Then, 
it was just a matter of sliding over 
and sitting glued to the dive ladder 
steps—no risk of slipping from there.
  We felt quite sore in our bod-
ies when we got back on board. 
Lunch and coffee gave us some 
strength back, as we returned 
home. It was a little sad that the 
diving was over on this adven-

ture to the plane wreck—the 
small bulge at the bottom of 
Gullmarsfjord, with all its history. 
Hopefully, she stays there for a long 
time, awaiting us in the dark.  

Susanne Paulsen is a technical diver, 
underwater photographer and 
dive writer based in Sweden. With 
her husband, Glen, she runs Team 
Paulsen AB, a dive and Poseidon 
rebreather centre in Gullmarn. Visit: 
teampaulsen.se

SOURCES: 

MOLANDER, L. (2008). FRÅN GULLMARNS INRE 
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HÄNDELSER. MILJÖINFORMATION I VÄST. THE 
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VIEWED WITNESSES AND PARTICIPANTS IN THE 

INCIDENT.

LUFTFARTSHISORIE.NO. LOCKHEED LODESTAR IN 

NORWEGIAN SERVICE FROM 1941 TO 1950 

ORAL SOURCE: LEIF MOLANDER 

Landing gear with preserved deck 
(above); King crab on the broken tail 
section (right)

Window section along the side of the plane
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NOAA announces 
the discovery of the 
wreck of a 207-year-
old whaling ship, 
called Industry, found 
on the bottom of the 
Gulf of Mexico.

NOAA Ocean Explora-
tion documented the 
brig Industry shipwreck in 
the Gulf of Mexico at a 
depth of 2,000m below 
the Gulf surface. The brig 
sank in the summer of 
1836 after a storm snapped its masts 
and opened the hull to the sea.
  The remains of the 64ft-long, two-
masted wooden brig open a window 
into a little known chapter of Ameri-
can history when descendants of 
African slaves and Native Americans 
served as essential crew in one of the 
nation’s oldest industries.

Mixed races
Researchers believe that the ship 
was indeed manned by a crew that 
featured Black and Native American 
members, based on documents per-

taining to Industry's voyages.
  The 64ft-long ship was hunting for 
sperm whales about 70 miles from the 
mouth of the Mississippi River on 26 
May 1836, when a squall struck, snap-
ping both masts and tearing open the 
hull. The crew of 15, which included 
men from Massachusetts and prob-
ably some from Rhode Island, was 
rescued from the capsized ship by 
another Westport whaler and returned 
home safely.
  The racial makeup of Industry’s crew 
would have constrained its options 
when it ran into trouble, because Black 

members would have been imprisoned 
and potentially sold into slavery if they 
had docked at a Southern port.
  Most whalers avoided the Gulf of 
Mexico altogether; according to re-
search by Judith Lund, a historian who 
worked for the New Bedford Whaling 
Museum, only 214 whaling voyages 
are known to have sailed in the Gulf 
from the 1780s through the 1870s.

Discovered in 2011
The ship’s remains were first docu-
mented in 2011, when a geological 
data company scanning an oil lease 
area spotted the carcass of a ship 
at the bottom of the Gulf of Mexico. 
Following standard procedures, the 
company reported its finding to the 
Bureau of Ocean Energy Manage-
ment, which logged the wreck as No. 
15563 and left it alone.
  While the shipwreck is more than a 
mile below the surface, NOAA is not 
disclosing its exact location to make it 
harder for anyone to disturb the site. 
According to NOAA's Monica Allen, 
director of public affairs for NOAA re-
search, it is illegal to remove artifacts 
from the ship, and NOAA plans to 
leave the site untouched. 
SOURCE: NOAA OCEAN EXPLORATION

Edited by 
G & P Symes

newswreck

Six 17th and 18th-century 
wrecks off Sweden identified
Maritime archaeologists from 
the Museum of Wrecks have re-
cently explored and identified 
six shipwrecks on the sea floor 
in the Blekinge archipelago of 
Sweden. To protect the stra-
tegic naval city of Karlskrona 
and prevent attacks by sea, the 
ships had been sunk in the Dju-
pasund strait.

It has been known for a long time 
that several old wrecks lay at the 
bottom of Djupasund between the 
islands of Tjurkö and Sturkö in the ar-
chipelago off the town of Karlskrona 
in South Sweden.
  During the 1780s, a number of ships 
were deliberately scuttled to build a 
barrier at the entrance to Karlskrona. 
The wrecks are culturally important, 
but today, are invisible and inacces-
sible parts of the world heritage.
  Several of the wrecks have become 
attractive dive sites but no one knew 
how many and what they were.

Identification
The Museum of Wrecks’ maritime 
archaeologists have finished their 
investigation and can now identify 
the wrecks: the giant ship of the line 
Enigheten (the third largest from the 
17th century), Wasa, the frigate Sö-

dermanland, the pleasure craft Disa, 
the brigantine Pollux and the skerry 
boat Simpan.
  These ships had long and intriguing 
histories before they ended up as un-
derwater barriers to protect Karlskrona.
  A multibeam sonar was used to 
survey the area, and six probable 
wrecks were found, in addition to 
some other historical remains. The 
survey combined with archaeological 
documentation, archive material and 
wood samples taken from the wrecks 
helped to figure out the ships’ most 
likely identities.
  “With the aid of the survey, we were 
able to focus our archaeological ef-
forts and document the wrecks more 
methodically,” said Patrik Höglund, 
a maritime archaeologist at the Mu-
seum of Wrecks. “Instead of speculat-
ing about what’s hidden at the bot-
tom, we can now use archaeological 
documentation to obtain facts about 
the wrecks in Djupasund.”

Dive park
The identified wrecks will draw more 
visitors to the dive park, which is cur-
rently being planned in Karlskrona. 
“The museum has worked out a 
proposal for a dive trail, where divers 
can see various exciting details that 
can also tell us something about the 
ships,” Höglund said.  
SOURCES: VRAK – MUSEUM OF WRECKS

JIM HANNSON / VRAK / SMTM / CC-BY

Whaling shipwreck found in Gulf of Mexico

Photomosaic of the Industry shipwreck site, showing the outline of the hull of the 64ft by 20ft whaling 
brig, in sediment and debris, as well as tryworks and two anchors

This anchor was one of two found among the remains of what is likely the 19th-centu-
ry whaler Industry.
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The Endurance22 Expedition 
has located the wreck 
of Endurance, Sir Ernest 
Shackleton’s ship which has 
not been seen since it was 
crushed by the ice and sank in 
the Weddell Sea in 1915.

What remains of the Endurance 
is 3,000m down in waters that are 
pretty much permanently covered in 
thick sea-ice, the same sea-ice that 
trapped and then ruptured the hull of 
Shackleton’s polar yacht.
  Because Shackleton had a bril-
liant navigator on his ill-fated voy-
age—a man called Frank Worsley—
the expedition had a pretty good 
idea of where the ship laid on the 
ocean bottom. Using a sextant and 
chronometer, Worsley had calculat-

ed the coordinates for the position 
where the punctured Endurance 
slipped below the floes on 21 No-
vember 1915 and recorded it in his 
diary, which is now in the Scott Polar 
Research Institute (SPRI) archives.
  The Endurance22 Expedition team 
worked from the South African 
polar research and logistics ves-
sel, S.A. Agulhas II, owned by the 
Department of Forestry, Fisheries 
and Environment and under Capt. 
Knowledge Bengu, using Saab's Sa-
bertooth hybrid underwater search 
vehicles. The wreck is protected as 
a Historic Site and Monument under 
the Antarctic Treaty, ensuring that 
whilst the wreck is being surveyed 
and filmed, it will not be touched or 
disturbed in any way.
  Donald Lamont, Chairman of the 
Falklands Maritime Heritage Trust, 
said:

  “Our objectives for Endurance22 
were to locate, survey and film the 
wreck, but also to conduct impor-
tant scientific research, and to run an 

exceptional outreach programme. 
Today's celebrations are naturally 
tempered by world events, and 
everybody involved in Endurance22 
keeps those affected by these 
continuing shocking events in their 
thoughts and prayers.
  “The spotlight falls today on Men-
sun Bound, the Director of Exploration, 
and Nico Vincent, Subsea Project 
Manager. Under the outstanding 
leadership of Dr John Shears, they 
have found Endurance. But this suc-
cess has been the result of impressive 
cooperation among many people, 
both on board the remarkable S.A. 
Agulhas II with its outstanding Master 
and crew, a skilled and committed 
expedition team and many on whose 
support we have depended in the 
UK, South Africa, Germany, France, 
the United States and elsewhere. The 
Trustees extend to them all our warm-
est thanks and congratulations on this 
historic achievement.”  
SOURCE: FALKLANDS MARITIME HERITAGE TRUST

Edited by 
Peter Symes

newswreck

Shackleton's Endurance found

The wreck of Endurance remains one of the most 
iconic of all shipwrecks since it was crushed by the 
sea-ice in 1915, and sank in 3,000m of water.
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Name of Endurance on the stern of the wreck
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Taffrail and ship’s wheel 
on the aft well deck of 
Endurance

Dive with Great White Sharks!
Guadalupe Island, Mexico
July 17-22, 2022

Gary Rose, MD, Tour Leader
Nautilus Liveaboards, Dive Operator

BOOK NOW:
Contact Jill Bernadino 

at Nautilus Liveaboards. 
Tell her you are with 

Dr. Gary Rose's 
CME group

to receive 
special

 treatment.

Earn 
8 CME credits
Non-medical 

guests welcome
Go to:

nautilusliveaboards.com/go/schedule/trip/3004623

Only 3 
spOts 
left!
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https://nautilusliveaboards.com/go/schedule/trip/3004623

