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Le 10 juillet 1942, le gardien en poste à l'époque, Octave Gendron, observe un U-boot au large de Métis 
et rapporte le fait au ministère de la Défense et à la base aérienne de Mont-Joli. Le 9 octobre 1942, 
Octave Gendron est réveillé par une explosion. Il pense alors que le phare est attaqué et obtient 
immédiatement la permission du commandant de Mont-Joli d'éteindre le feu. L'explosion est en fait 
causée par le torpillage du SS Carolus, un vapeur de 2245 tonnes, par le U-69, près de Pointe-aux-
Senelles au nord-ouest de Métis. Le navire marchand sombre rapidement, entraînant la noyade de 11 
membres d'équipage.[...] https://www.tribull1.com/2016-05-27_-_Tour_de_la_Gaspesie_2.html 
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Three-times lucky, the last of the three off the SS Carolus 
  



Extract from Maclean’s, The Battle of the St. Lawrence, Jack Mcnaught, November 1, 1949 
https://archive.macleans.ca/issues 
 

The day U-517 slipped into the river was a sad day for the Allies. In six weeks, it sank 11 ships on 
Canada's doorstep, took 286 lives 

… 
No sooner had Paul Hartwig [U-boat (submarine) captain] gone than a fourth U-boat (but it may have 
been a fifth or sixth or seventh: there is no way of knowing for sure) crept into the Gulf to take his place. 
On October 9, toward midnight, the new arrival was well upriver when it sighted a convoy steaming 
along the south shore near the fashionable summer resort of Metis. What happened then, tragic though 
. it was (the British tramp Carolus was sunk, with a loss of 12 lives), had extraordinary and faintly comic 
overtones. 
 
At 10 minutes past midnight, in the snug living room of the lighthousekeeper’s house on Metis Point, 21-
year-old David Gendron was writing a love letter. Everyone else was asleep— his father Octave the 
lighthousekeeper, David’s 12 younger brothers and sisters, his mother, and pretty blond Esther Leblanc 
who taught school in the village and boarded with the family. Suddenly a dull booming roar sounded out 
in the river, and the living room windows rattled in their wooden frames. Presently there came a series 
of other crashes that made the whitepainted house stir on its rock foundation. 
 
At this point, according to one rumor that had spread halfway to Quebec by morning, the 
lighthousekeeper fled screaming from the house and left his children to their fate. What actually 
happened was that Octave ran to the lighthouse and up the spiral stair to the platform of the light, 79 
feet above the water. Here he studied what could be seen through his old brass telescope, concluded 
rightly that, a submarine attack was going on, and decided the RCAF station at Mont-Joli should he told 
about it at once. 
 
To do this he would have to drive the family car, a well-polished black sedan, the three and a half miles 
from the Point to the nearest phone, which was in Metis village. That being so, he thought it best to take 
the youngest children along. The slamming hangs of the escort’s guns, and the white lights of the star 
shells they were firing to illuminate the water in case the U-boat should surface, seemed to be closer 
and closer. As Octave puts it, looking wisely down his nose, the arc of the search was widening. And 
speaking less technically, he says he was afraid the littlest Gendrons might get hit. (He stoutly denies 
another rumor then current, that he insisted the enemy was firing at his house.) 
 
Asked how many children he took with him, Octave grins. “I didn’t count. I just kept piling them into 
the car until it wouldn’t hold any more, closed the door, and drove for the phone as fast as I could.” 
Mrs. Gendron and the schoolteacher stayed put. 
 
It wasn’t very fast (the road is fantastically rough for the most part), but he made pretty good time. He 
left the children beside the highway, where the road from the point joins it, with instructions to the 
senior infant present to look after the rest until Papa got hack from the village. Then he went on to 
make his report to Mont Joli. Six minutes after he hung up the receiver, he says, a bomber roared out 
over the point and headed for what Octave calls the battle. 
 
“After that,” he says, “the Government gave me a phone for the house, so I could make my reports 
faster; which I’d been at them all along to do.” 
With the sinking of Carolus, followed by Octave’s triumph about the phone, there were only two more 
torpedoings in the submarine campaign in the St. Lawrence. The first of these was in the strait between 
North Sydney on Cape Breton Island and Port aux Basques, at the southwestern tip of Newfoundland… 
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