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PRESIDENT’S ADDRESS HINCKLEY REUNION 9-11 MAY
2025

Good morning and welcome to the 2025 Reunion of the Cavalier and
Carysfort Association, the third of the now amalgamated association
which has been so successfully launched. It is lovely to see so many
old friends again, and indeed, to return to Sketchley Grange. | hope
you all enjoy the weekend.

Recently, | seem to start each year by saying that it's a strange time
and the world seems a difficult, unhappy, uncertain, even dangerous
place. Our successors in the Navy are having a very tough time with
plenty to deal with, new threats, technologies and problems, and very
few tools. As | said last year, it's hard to believe that today we have
just 15 DD/FF, perhaps only 12 or 13 operational, of which several
are over 30 years old, and only 6 Hunter Killer submarines; those
manning our deterrent submarines are having to do over 6 months
of submerged patrols, because of the unacceptable delays in
ordering new boats to replace 30+ year old submarines which now
have very real support problems. Much of our RFA support is laid up
and our two amphibious ships, Bulwark and Albion, have been sold
to Brazil. You couldn’t really make it up. Yes, new ships are coming,
but, my goodness, they are taking a long time and are badly needed.
But somehow we are still maintaining ships permanently on station
in the South Atlantic, the Gulf, the Caribbean, and in the Indian and
Pacific Oceans. The famous RN “can-do” spirit is still alive and well!
We must be careful it is not abused.

The RN may be struggling to find enough people but those we do
have are clearly exceptional and deserve all our thanks and support,
wherever and however we can demonstrate it. | hope that they too
will find the friendship and camaraderie that we all shared and will be
able to spin a yarn or two when they come to harbour at their own
reunions one day. Those friendships were, and remain, great gifts,
to be cherished and enjoyed, and associations like ours are a source
of pleasure, mutual support and wonderful memories. Thank you all
for helping to keep those things going.



As ever, there are some important thanks to be said. To Peter
Franklyn, the Vice-President for his support; to Tony, our Chairman,
who does a lot more work behind the scenes than you probably
realise; to Rowdy, our honorary and honourable Treasurer who
keeps us out of the red and himself more or less out of trouble; to
Jim Donaldson for all he does for the Carysforts; to John Munro our
excellent secretary; to our Vice Chairman Norman Foster; and to our
new standard bearer, Martin Skeggs, who has been doing standard
bearers’ training courses. You know the old naval saying “One
pressed man is better than 10 volunteers!” | know too, from personal
experience, how difficult it is to turn down any order from the
Chairman!

I should also tell you that, thanks to the efforts of Gillian Wettern, the
RNR Officers Dining Club, now sadly closing-down, has made a
donation to the CHDT of £1000 towards the current refurbishment of
our ship. We are very grateful, Gilian, thank you very much.

And last, but certainly not least, our warm thanks to Sarah who has
become such a good friend of our Association and who has, as usual,
made impeccable arrangements. She has such a wonderful touch
that it is easy to forget just how much hard work she does for us.
How did we manage without her?

Our warmest thanks to all those people,

I must end with an apology. For several months | have been suffering
from a badly slipped disc which has got a bit worse and makes sitting
and travelling by car almost impossible — oddly train is ok because
there is more leg-room and one can walk around. The best position,
as any sailor knows, is horizontal. So, sadly, | must ask you to
excuse me from visiting Alrewas with you this afternoon. | do hope
you will enjoy it. Those who have been before will know how
impressive a place it is. Anyone who has not been there before will,
| am sure, be very struck by what has been done there at the National
Memorial Arboretum.

CHAIRMANS REPORT

I must start by apologising (not the first time), because the April
Working Weekend was close to the reunion and the numbers were



not great, | spoke to CHDT and cancelled the WWE, in hindsight |
should have let it go ahead.

As you all know the reunion for 2026 is Liverpool, we will be sending
out all the information with this summer capers, it will also be posted
on the new combined website that Jim Donaldson (our new
webmaster and recent addition to the committee) is working on.
Members will be advised of the of the web log in details once we go
live.

The reunion for 2027 was put to the vote and the result was
Portsmouth. Sarah will be working on the venues to get us the best
deal she can.

| had an email just before the reunion from HMS Cambrian. They have
asked if we would like to take charge of their Ship’s Bell, | have
contacted CHDT who welcome the opportunity to add it to their
collection, unfortunately this will not be possible until 2026, even so
another CA Class being honoured at the home of Cavalier has got to
be a good move.

This is from an e-mail sent from David Barton

The committee would like to draw members' attention to the recently
opened exhibition at the Cowes Classic Boat Museum.

The exhibition is entitled " From the Medina to the Medway " and
relates to the building of HMS Cavalier at JS Whites and its
subsequent service.

The speech at the recent opening of the exhibition can be found as a
pdf on the Boat Museum' website along with photos.

The museum has sections at both East and West Cowes, with this
exhibition being at The Gallery, Columbine Building, Columbine
Road, East Cowes PO32 5EZ.

Cavalier was built and launched from East Cowes and then fitted out
at West Cowes with use of the Hammerhead Crane which still exists
and is now 'listed".

The Gallery is open Tuesdays to Fridays from 10-00 to 13-00, and on
Saturdays from11-00 to 15-00. The exhibition runs until October.

You will note that this edition of capers is shorter that



VICE CHAIRMANS REPORT

The 2026 Reunion will be held at “The Liner Hotel’, Liverpool, on the
8th, 9th and 10th of May.

Sarah Fletcher (SF Events) will once again be organising the event,
she is presently, negotiating with the hotel and I'm sure she will get
us a very good deal?

The Hotel is quite close to Lime Street Railway Station and Sarah has
also secured Free Parking, for us, which is very rare, for a city centre
hotel!

Locations for the 2027 Reunion were suggested by Sarah, with hotels
in Abingdon, Oxfordshire, Southampton and Exeter. Portsmouth was
suggested from the membership and was carried with a vote from the
floor.

Therefore, the 2027 Reunion will be held in Portsmouth, dates and
venue, will be promulgated, in due course.

Flossie Foster
TRESURERS REPORT

AGM. First of all, my apologies to anybody who’s name | forgot even
after recent introduction, my recall is poor in this regard, and it can be
overwhelming. A very enjoyable and successful weekend at a very
pleasant venue. The Hotel has been improved since our last stay
several years back. Hotel rooms were spacious and comfortable, the
food was really very good, staff were always helpful, and | did not,
apart from the odd niggle about bar prices hear of any complaints
worthy of note. This once-a-year event, although expensive is, |
believe, much better served when held in hotels of this standard.

A very friendly atmosphere was enjoyed by all, the Carysfort crew and
the FAA (Please note the respectful Title) contingent are a real boost
to the association and their presence added greatly to the festivities.
Although many people are prone to slight the fly boys, | personally,
am always deeply respectful to them at all times.

Raffle and Auction.



A big thank you to Bob Broad and his delightful assistants Gail and
Sarah who ran the above with great dexterity and professionalism as
they always do and, thanks to the generosity of all, | can tell you that
we raised the following amounts. Raffle £495, Auction £110,
Donation £50 and the very last of the slops £25. This gives us a grand
total of £680. This is a further improvement on last year (£637) so,
thanks to you all.

This year’s winners of £100 towards their booking fees were Brian
Bayley, Evonne Broad and Martin Skeggs. Congratulations, the
included instructions should help but, if you have any questions just
ask.

Membership

Unfortunately, around 10 members failed to check in with their subs
this year and have not responded to my attempts to contact them so,
sadly this must be their last Capers. We are sorry to see you go but
you can of course rejoin at any time. This sadly, will mean a drop in
membership totals to around 166.

Standard Bearers

Our two new standard bearers Martin and Brian did a splendid and
professional job and were at Whale Island parade ground standard.
(No disrespect to you Bill who taught them in the first place) Thank
you both.

Sarah

What a gal, she’s everywhere all at the same time. | know it is her
living but | have despatched, on your behalf a bouquet of flowers to
thank her for her “above and beyond” approach to her work. | hope
you agree she deserves it even though she will probably tell us off for
doing so.

Finally, as the day was also my 79" birthday, thank you all for your
birthday wishes. The bad news is that next year at the same time will
be my 80!

Finances

Last year’s audit is now complete, and the following is the Auditors
report. As you can see, although we are slightly down on last year
(£877.84) we are still very well placed. Also, we have recently
received a generous donation from a Cavalier Member of £500 and



£50 from a Carysfort member both of whom wish to remain
anonymous. Thank you both.

H.M.S CAVALIER ASSOCIATION ACCOUNTS

From: 01 April 2024 to 31 March 2025

Income |Expenditure
Opening balance - Treasurers account 11,833.30 AGM Tours 1,370.90
Committee Award 500.00
Raffle prizes 300.00
Total opening balance 11,833.30 Capers 241.50
Inks 169.75
Income received in year AGM wine 163.39
Audit 150.00
Subcriptions 1,680.00 Website 149.50
Donations 285.00 Stamps 108.80
AGM Raffle / Auction 637.20 Sponsorship 100.00
Bank charges 79.20
Funeral/Standard 78.60
Stationery 48.40
Carysfort Standard 20.00
Total income received in year 2,602.20 Total Expenditure in year 3,480.04
Closing balance - Treasurers account  10,955.46

That concludes my interesting, informative, amusing and
concise report.

Yours Aye

Rowdy.

MY LIFE ON THE OCEAN WAVE PART 11

Learning and Instructing
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After 18 months in ‘Cavalier’ | was home again, had my three weeks
leave, and back into barracks.

This time | volunteered for the Senior Internal Combustion Course
and was accepted.

The course was of four weeks duration and held at HMS Sultan at
Gosport. The Engineers own Barracks. All types of diesel engines
were discussed; with the emphasis on ‘Mirlees’.

On completion | expected to be drafted either to a mine sweeper or
a diesel frigate, but in the event, | was sent to HMS Raleigh at
Torpoint Cornwall as a class instructor. The same place that | had
completed my part two training in Basic Marine Engineering.

There was a short two-week course in Instructional Technique thank
goodness. | had never considered myself to be a teacher.

The course was held at all places ‘Royal Arthur’ where | initially
joined up, Cosham Wilts. How the world turns full circle

Apart from classroom work and giving shout lectures to the rest of
the Instructors as practice; either on a set project or s choice of one’s
own; we were sent out to local pubs and dance halls in Bath to talk
to teenagers to see what they were thinking about. | am not sure |
learned a lot from that exercise. The next day we had to report on
our efforts.

There were also visits to factories to speak to Apprentices.

On completion of the course, we headed back to Raleigh to
commence our new duties.

The accommodation, even for Senior rates, was still wooden huts,
although this time | did not have to polish the floor myself.

Instead of being six dormitories in a block (or Division) there were
four single cabins to a hut. They were basic. Not that | was used to
anything better! Quite small, they contained a single bed, chest of
drawers and a radiator. Mustn’t forget the radiator. Gosh it was cold
in Winter. | used to go to bed wearing a woollen jumper and
clutching a bottle filled with hot water.

It was a different story in the morning though, as | took my class on
the parade ground for drill. They would be dithering with the cold,
while | remonstrated with them for having no blood (all the while still
wearing a low-neck jumper under my uniform shirt and collar).
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Well, you've to have an edge, haven’t you?

)
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Instructor of 832 Class ‘Raleigh’ (1963)

The Winter of 1962-63 was particularly bad. Everyone went home
except for a skeleton staff.

At the end of my leave, | had to struggle to get back because of the
weather, only to find when | arrived that Telegrams had been sent
advising staff to stay home for a few more days.

When shutting down the boilers for the holiday period; it had been
neglected to drain the system, resulting in hundreds of spilt
radiators, and the calling out of forty plumbers in the Plymouth area
to repair. | finished up in charge of a party sweeping snow from the
p

On parade ground.

On occasion, generally when returning from abroad, one was
advised to complete a ‘Preference Drafting Card. This was designed
to ensure as far as possible that one’s home/shore service would be
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where wanted. | never knew how it really worked. My selection was
always the Midlands, The North, Portsmouth, hoping to be able to
get a few weekends at home.

| went North (Scotland). There is not much in the Midlands for a
Stoker, and spent very little time in Portsmouth, my Home Base.
Instead, | was posted to Chatham and Plymouth.

At this time, | had no car. There were no Motorways, and the trains
were not that often. It was too far to go home for a short weekend.
Saturday until Monday; although | did go once or twice for long
weekends, Friday evening until Monday morning.

It's worth remembering | suppose that most of these shore postings
carried the availability of a married quarter, negating the problem of
having to travel. This didn’t work out in my case for a variety of
reasons and was not worth the hassle for just a few months.

| was not a keen ‘outward bounder’ and on the weekends when |
had to take my class away to live rough, orienteering, death slide
and the like, that was the weekend that | would swap duties with
another instructor who would take my class, and | would take the
chance of going home. Later | would make up the time for him on
the parade ground of 'Ranks and Ratings’ class.

On one occasion the Drafting Commodore visited. All Senior rates
had to muster in the cinema to hear him tell what a good job he was
making of it.

At question time | was first on my feet. After quoting my name, rank
and serial number, | asked “would you please tell me sir” why having
returned from eighteen months in the Far East; completed the senior
Diesel Course, expecting to get my ‘Preference draft’; | find myself
down here at Raleigh instructing? A perfectly reasonable question |
thought. He replied. “What do you want a diesel frigate up the Gulf)”.
So, | very quickly sat down again, and still didn’t know the answer.
As it turned out | quite enjoyed my stay in Raleigh.

New entries were joining there now instead of Royal Arthur. Initially
| took the first four weeks instructing in Marching and Instructing;
Parts of a boat; ranks and ratings, etc. Seaman and Engine room
rating stayed on for another twelve weeks, part two training.
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Electricians went to ‘Collingwood’ in Hampshire. Cooks and
Stewards went to “Pembroke” at Chatham.

One of the classes that | started with, then followed through with to
Basic Marine Engineering were quite exceptional boxers among
them who did well. We had a full football team apart from the
goalkeeper, but best of all we won the prestigious ‘Guard Trophy’.
This was normally the purgative of the Seaman, who at one time

Stokers Guard that won the ‘Trophy' Raleigh (1963). Author far righ

for big occasions, such as State Funerals. Now that everyone is an
Operator and can do each other’s jobs, they all take part.
It certainly didn’t do my promotion chances any harm either.

The system for assessment had been changed some years earlier
to a points system. Only so many points were available for each
Divisional Officer to share out, so he had to be a little discerning
who, in his opinion , he should award them to.

0-2 points were below average, 4 points were average,6 points were
above average, and 8 points were the most anyone could achieve.
| consider the system to be unfair, by reason that assuming a man
was of average ability, and he was awarded 4 points by his
Divisional Officer, those same 4 points would probably follow him

14



from ship to ship, especially if it was a large ship, and his DO didn’t
really get to know him.

| had been achieving 4 points until | went to Raleigh as an instructor.
Suddenly, | am awarded 8 points, which followed me from one ship
to another.

| was even granted a share of the Herbert Lott fund while serving in
HMS Diamond. This was a sum of money as a prize given for a
service over and above the norm. | cannot even remember now
what | did to earn it.

The present system | am told involves different Officers assessing
a man on his technical ability, General Character and Intelligence.
This seems a more logical and fairer way to promote a man who has
earnt it.

Much has been said and written over the past years, with regard to
alleged brutality, sexual and racial abuse to men under training. In
my opinion, for what it's worth, the present system is to blame.
Everyone is falling over backwards to be seen to be so called
Politically Correct. | cannot foresee in some future conflict, Ethic,
Gay, Moslem women fighting our cause and if this is the people that
the authorities are seeking to enlist, is it any wonder that the young
British Male of whatever colour is not volunteering.

Most of today’s problems are that the training has gone soft!
Discipline has slackened.

The men are often on first name terms with the captain. The only
punishment for minor crimes is a fine; instead of a hard slog around
the parade ground with a rifle; or scrubbing the deck at 0600.

In my days as an instructor, it appeared that the more discipline one
instilled the more the lads liked it. As can be seen from photographs
in this book, none of my classes look unhappy. | like to think they
thought me firm but fair and listened to their problems.

15



Trainee volunteers as messmen for Instructors mess party

| even got one lad transferred to the army REME Regiment. The Navy
was none too pleased at the outset, but it was in the man’s best
interest and the Navy’s too, if his heart wasn't in it.

| will admit that it is easy for can instructor to overstep the mark.

For instance, if | was teaching in a classroom and someone was not
paying attention, after a warning | would send the culprit out to double
up and down the road, until he was ready to listen to what | had to
say. If | made him wear a gas mask and oilskins at the same time,
that might be construed as cruelty. Today’s recruits are bored! Idle
hand make mischief.

They can resign if they get fed up, instead of being made to feel proud
in themselves, their unit and their country. Get back to basics and
train a proper fighting service.

16



My social life at Raleigh followed pretty much the normal pattern.
Betty in the canteen, married to a local Postman and ex royal
Marine, used to take me home for a meal with them on occasions.
The canteen Manageress was the only one who owned a car, and
she used to take three or four of us out and around the countryside,
where we’'d stop and have a drink at places like Mousehole and
Whitehaven.

The ship had a mascot, a goat (Percy) and two volunteer helpers
used to look after it.

The Drill Sheds were at each end of the parade ground, with a slope
down the side at each end.

On Divisions Day, Percy had to be run down this slope, timed to
have just enough ‘way on’ to march past with the guard and band.

Bob Styants
To be continued

Alick Lavers continued
HMS Ocean

| left Heron on Friday 9" September and proceeded by rail on draft to
HMS Ocean, to find her berthed in the River Tamar alongside
Devonport dockyard. | booked onboard, completed my joining routine
(visiting relevant departments) and was allowed to go ashore in the
evening to be with my wife and family. | had to return to the ship at
‘sparrowfart as we were scheduled to sail on Saturday, 10"
September for the Mediterranean. A State of Emergency had opened
on Cyprus, where the EOKA terrorists were demanding Home Rule
for the island and the removal of the British. The terrorists were
shooting and bombing indiscriminately, and nobody was safe. We
took on stores, a lot of military transport and a large force (30 Officers
and 600 Men) of 45 Commando Royal Marines and set off at speed
for the Med.
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HMS Ocean was an aircraft carrier, one of eight of the Colossus Class
Light Fleet Carriers. She had served in the Korean War but had since
been converted from operational use to carrying large numbers of
men under training, with classrooms and a gym in the aircraft hangar
and the flight deck being used as a parade ground. She usually
carried over a thousand men and was now a huge floating barracks.
However, she rolled heavily in anything other than a calm sea
because her aircraft fuel tanks were empty and there were no aircraft
in the hangar, so she was more top heavy than her designers had
intended. In fact, we used to say that she would roll on a wet lawn!
This made life onboard interesting in heavy seas and when crossing
the Bay of Biscay!

She was my first real ship, and | had to find my way around and make
some quick decisions about my sleeping arrangements. The
Miscellaneous Supply and Secretariat messdeck, like the rest of the
ship, was overcrowded and there were no slinging billets available for
me to sling my hammock, so | drew a camp bed on loan from Naval
Stores. The worst feature was that the only deck space available was
right beside a generator which screamed non-stop. | put up with it for
a few sleepless nights and when we reached Gibraltar, | took my
hammock and slung it on a starboard side weather deck aft, below
the flight deck. It was exposed to the elements on one side, but it was
better than the screaming generator. My first morning there | awoke
to find that | was sleeping just outside the Royal Marines’ mess, and
they were always up and about earlier than most and one of them
was already scrubbing the deck under my hammock. So when |
descended from my resting place to lash up my hammock | was
standing on a wet deck with water sloshing from side to side as the
ship rolled. | soon adapted to waking up before the ‘Royals’ emerged,
lash my hammock and carry it down to my mess at the other end of
the ship and stow it in the hammock netting.

The Leading Hand in charge of our mess was a Leading Stores
Assistant from ‘Oop North’ who was a downright crude loud-mouthed
bully and a nasty piece of work who tried to be clever at everyone
else’s expense and at every opportunity. He went out of his way to
explain to me that he didn’t like Scribes, absolutely hated CW
Candidates and would make our lives miserable whenever he could.
Ah well... Welcome to HMS Ocean!
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Not a happy ship

One of the things | remember about Ocean was that she was not
particularly clean and there was no feeling of pride among the ship’s
company. This was because the large numbers of men under training
onboard was resented by the ship’s company because the vessel did
not feel like our own. She was not a happy ship. It is important for any
ship to be a happy one as the efficiency is dependent upon the whole
ship’s company acting as a team.

Cockroaches

Ocean was not only unclean, but she was infested with cockroaches,
which got into everything, including our clothes lockers. Open the
door and they would all scuttle away. They are greasy, dirty and they
frequent drains. Ugh! | hated them. When Ocean underwent refit in
February she was to be disinfected, and | hope that the cockroach
infestation was resolved.

Shipmates

Who should be onboard already and living in our mess but Warren
Richards, who | had left behind at Ceres over a year ago! What a
coincidence!

| also happened to meet onboard Chief Writer Danny Strike, who had
been a Writer onboard HMS Exeter during the Battle of the River
Plate in 1939. One of the heroes of the famous ship.

| was employed in the Pay Office and at that time the work on pay
accounts was carried out by a Senior and a Junior Writer, each
working independently and routinely checking to ensure that the
accounts were matching and accurately maintained. There were no
adding or calculating machines available, so we had to use our brain
power and rely on basic mathematics as taught in school and of
course at that time we were working in pounds, shillings and pence...
| found myself working with Chief Writer Graham ‘Ginger’ Jewell, a
Welshman so called because of the colour of his hair. We got on very
well and he was always very helpful and supportive to me. The Pay
Office was below decks aft. That was where Chief Jewell, and | ran
the ledgers which carried the pay accounts of the Officers and Royal
Marines. Warren Richards was also there, working with a Petty
Officer Writer and there were others but | don’t remember them all.

19



Chief Jewell was also the ship’s photographer and kindly offered to
go ashore with me in Gib and help me buy a good camera, which |
greatly appreciated. On his advice | bought a German ‘Dacora Royal’
camera, which was not automatic but was easy to use and produced
very good photos. The shopkeeper knew Chief from previous visits
and proved very helpful to me and reduced his asking price quite a
bit. At that time Gib was the best place to buy almost anything which
we couldn’t get in the UK and there was no duty on goods, so the
prices were lower than most places. | used to buy small tins of
Japanese salmon whenever we called in at Gib and take them home
to Mum, who couldn’t get salmon anywhere at that time. | also bought
my wife some Chanel No. 5, which was on sale in Gib for just a couple
of pounds and nowhere else so close to home could you match the
price.

The Mediterranean

We stopped in Gibraltar overnight to grant leave because that entitled
the ship to pay the Mediterranean rate of Seagoing Local Overseas
Allowance from that date until the last day shore leave was granted
on the Med Station. We then sailed to Malta, where we took on more
stores and equipment. | remember the amazing sight of the dolphins
which played around the ship, darting across in front of the bows and
alongside us in the beautiful blue waters of the ‘Med’. Lovely
creatures! There were also flying fish. This was the first time | had
seen them, but | was to see them many times in future. | remember
going up on the flight deck as we approached Malta and seeing it for
the first time, a sandy-brown coloured shore and low on the horizon.
Little did | know that | was to see a lot more of the island in the years
ahead

20



Cyprus

We later sailed to Cyprus and on 17" September we anchored in the
beautiful bay of Famagusta, where the sea is so clear that you swear
you can see the bottom. | can still remember watching as empty beer
cans were dropped overboard, which took a very long time before
disappearing in the clear turquoise depths. A banyan was organised
so that members of our ship’s company could spend some time on
the beach and swim. However, shortly after they arrived on the beach
some terrorists started throwing bombs at them so they had to be
brought back smartish! The Royal Marines disembarked at Cyprus
and we sailed for Port Said at the entrance to the Suez Canal in
Egypt, where we loaded artillery and military stores on 19"
September, as part of the phased withdrawal of British troops from
the Canal Zone.

Port Said

Our two watches were allowed a run ashore for three hours each, to
buy rabbits. | was in the second batch and remember how scary it
became ashore. | was with a messmate, and we walked hopefully
from the dockyard along the long dusty dirty road into town. We called
in at several small souvenir shops and | bought a few items, including
a leather covered photo album which has lasted well (and the
obligatory Egyptian fez, which hasn’t). Port Said was an evil-smelling
filthy town at that time and the shopkeepers seemed very agitated
and nervous. There were no amenities, and the Egyptians just
did it in the road. Charming! After a couple of hours, we decided we
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had had enough and we were hailing a horse-drawn gharry, similar
to the Maltese karozzin, when an obviously drunken large Irish Stores
Chief Petty Officer shot out of a bar and jumped in to our carriage with
us. He yelled at the driver to take us at top speed to the dockyard and
off we went at breakneck speed, (rather like the stagecoach being
chased by Red Indians in a Western cowboy movie but very scary).
A screaming crowd of Egyptians promptly ran out of an alleyway and
chased us, throwing stones, bottles, bricks, etc at us. Apparently, our
drunken companion had upset them, and he was the object of their
attention and now we were stuck with him! The driver couldn’t go into
the dockyard, as there were Egyptian police guarding the gates, so
we hurriedly paid him and ran through the gates and to the steps
where our sea boat was waiting. We were still chased by the crowd,
who avoided the police at the gate and ran after us, still hurling bricks
and stones. It turned out that we were the last ones ashore, and the
boat pulled away as soon as we jumped aboard, whereupon the
screaming crowd continued pelting us all with bricks and bottles from
the dockside. Welcome to Egypt! It turned out that the Egyptian mob
had guessed (incorrectly) that the British were leaving Egypt that day
and someone had stirred them up to make political gain from it,
although the British withdrawal didn’t take place until sometime later.
We were the last ones from Ocean to leave Port Said. Talk about
living dangerously! Phew! | decided that | didn’t really want to see (or
smell) any more of Port Said, after that and never stepped ashore
there again.

Next morning we weighed anchor and sailed from the Suez Canal for
Malta. Soon afterwards we returned to England, after a short stop in
Gib to comply with the Local Overseas Allowance regulations and
arrived at firstly Portsmouth on 3" October, then to Portland on 11"
October. | well remember that we were still swinging round a buoy in
Portland Harbour on my 21% birthday, which was a Sunday, and | was
duty onboard, while most of my messmates had gone home for the
weekend. What a way to spend my 21% birthday! But the next week
we were back at Devonport, preparing for a second run to Cyprus,
this time in company with our sister ship HMS Theseus, which was
also converted for training duties, the same as Ocean. | managed to
see my wife and family before the ship sailed again on 27" October.
We called in at Gib, then went on to Malta on 31%* October. We then
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sailed to Famagusta and arrived on 4™ November, then back to Gib
for 11", From there we crossed the Straits of Gibraltar to Tangier,
Morocco for a day’s visit.

Tangier

Tangier was a step back into the past. From a distance offshore it
looked like a pretty town of white buildings but when we got ashore,
we found that it was very run down, and the streets were filthy. There
were many unhappy-looking overloaded donkeys, used to transport
merchandise and every other person was begging. | can’t remember
who | went ashore with there, but we saw a beautiful Muslim girl sitting
on the edge of the dirty pavement with her mud-spattered white dress
covering her feet. She was holding her hands up and smiling up at
us, begging and a friendly shopkeeper told us that she had been
crippled at birth by her parents so that she would always have to beg
for her family. We were horrified to see a lovely young girl condemned
to sit in the filthy gutter to provide money for her family. Ten years
previous we had celebrated victory over the barbarism of the
Germans and Japanese and here we were watching an innocent
victim of similar practices. We wandered through the French quarter,
which was quite affluent with groups of people sitting outside the well-
kept cafés and bars and reminded me of the film ‘Casablanca’. We
went into the souk (or market) but my day had been spoiled by the
beggar girl and | shall never forget her. We had a look around the
Sultan’s Palace but found that the only creature in the harem was a
white cat! | took some photos in the Arab quarter but that upset the
local people, and we were chased out by a gang of boys who threw
stones at us. We later found out that the locals believed that the
photos would capture their souls! A strange culture. We had been
warned not to buy and eat any fruit or food in the souk, because of
the absence of hygiene, so we were happy to get back onboard.
There were several Royal Marines in our boat, returning onboard,
who were the worse for wear, having imbibed the local plonk. As we
climbed back onboard up scrambling nets, we realised that they had
no socks on and they were promptly all put on a charge for being
improperly dressed by the RM officer waiting to meet them as they
returned. We discovered later that they had all visited a brothel in
Tangier where the girls encouraged them to pay for the services with
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their socks, which were in great demand ashore! Another strange
custom... You couldn’t make it up but apparently in Tangier anything
goes...

We sailed for Portland and arrived there on 1% December and there
we stayed, swinging around a buoy in the large harbour until January.
| went home for Christmas, which passed very quickly indeed and all
too soon it was 1956.

Vigo

On Friday 20" January 1956 Ocean and Theseus sailed from
Portland to exercise with the Home Fleet for five days, after which we
visited Vigo on the Atlantic coast of Spain for a few days, while
Theseus went to El Ferrol, further North on the same coast. At that
time Spain was under the control of the Dictator Franco who had not
allowed any British ships to visit the country since the Civil War, so
this was an important visit from a diplomatic point of view. We were
anchored out in the large bay and could only go ashore in our boats.
The town was very poor indeed and | should imagine that a thousand
British matelots brought a few smiles to the shopkeepers’ faces. |
remember going ashore with a mate and we visited a bar early one
afternoon where the main attraction were flamenco dancers. The
currency was Spanish Pesetas, which Jack immediately renamed
‘potatoes! | do remember crossing a busy wide thoroughfare in Vigo
when a shot rang out and we froze as two Spanish policemen ran
along the road and apprehended a man. The unfortunate man’s crime
was that he had attempted to cross the road without using the
pedestrian crossing point!

We left Vigo on 31 January and sailed back to our home port of
Devonport, while Theseus returned to Portsmouth, her home port.
Both ships went into refit for four months so | thought | would be able
to spend some time at home. But it was not to be and on Tuesday
14" February 1956 | was on draft again but this time only a short
distance. | walked down the gangway, carrying my kitbag and
hammock, along the dockside a few yards and up the gangway of
HMS Eagle, the enormous aircraft carrier in the dry dock.

Alick Lavers. To be continued.
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Buck (Mike) Ryan R.I.P

It is with great sadness and the deepest regret that | must inform you
that our great shipmate Buck ( Mike ) Ryan crossed the Bar this
Monday 17th April, Buck had suffered with cancer for quite some time
and was having specialised cancer treatment at Colchester Hospital,
Buck was 1960 - 61 commission and was a great supporter of the
association and attended all the early working weekends with us.
May he find a safe Anchorage in calm waters with a following wind,

John (Katie) Ironton

Lt Cdr David Cringle MBE R.I.P

Lt Cdr David John Cringle Royal Navy (MBE), who has died aged 79
peacefully in Chippenham, Wiltshire. Born in Birkenhead in March of
1945, child of Frank and Alexandra Cringle. Served in the Falklands
war and later worked for DML.
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In 1960 at the age of 15 and with the permission of his parents Frank
and ‘Ali’, David sought to join the Royal Navy, this however was not
his first attempt. His first attempt was made after a particular damning
report by the headmaster of his school and this led David to jump on
his bike and ride directly to the recruiting office to join the Royal Navy
then and there. However, after lying about his age and not having the
correct documentation, David was forced to seek the permission of
his parents. After relenting to Davids wishes they gave permission
and the documentation in order to join. It was at this point David had
found out he was in fact adopted, a point that had no bearing in his
life for the feelings towards Frank and Ali.

So, on the 6™ June 1960 at age 15 David embarked on a career that
would span 40 years in the Royal Navy and as we all know, sitting
here in this room, David was proud to serve his country.

From the Boys Training Establishment in HMS Ganges, David had
shown the correct aptitude for life in the Navy qualifying on the 6™
September 1960 in Class 262, Radio Operators. From this point he
was to join the fleet on his first ship HMS Cavalier, 8" Destroyer
Squadron. | think, as those of us that knew David, will also know this
was the first woman in his life and one that he held fond memories of
until those last days. David served on this ship from 1961 to 1963.

It wasn’t long after his first assignment David met the second love of
his life, a young Wren named Sylvia at HMS Mercury. After a little
fliting and a chase around the Dining Hall, David soon had Sylvia
right where he wanted her, laying on a conveyor with her head in an
industrial dishwashing machine, hair soaking wet! It was love at first
sight and the couple were married on the 28" November 1964.

HMS Dido, Singapore was David’s first posting abroad in 1964 as a
Leading Radio Operator. In 1966 David had completed his Indonesian
language course at Nee Soon Army Garrison and throughout 67/68
covered the ‘Indonesian Confrontation’ as well as serving onboard
HMS Triumph covering the 6 day Arab-Israeli war. There was yet to
be another significant development in the Far East, the recognition
that he was to have his first child, Sonya. Born on the 6" September
1968, precisely 8 years to the day, after becoming a member of the
Royal Navy. Upon re-selection into the then re-organised (S) Branch,
he was once again back in Singapore.
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David returned to the UK at the end of 1968 to RAF Tangmere. 1969
and 1970 were spent at RAF North

Luffenham completing his Chinese National Language course in
Mandarin before moving out to Hong Kong where in 1970 David
suffered the first significant loss in his life “‘The Death of the Tot!’ The
last official issue of Rum in the Royal Navy; fortunately, this passed
by with a raised glass, for which David had just cause with his then
wife being pregnant with second child Wendy, born on 5" November
1970 in what is now part of modern day China.

After this it was full steam ahead with David’s career coming top of
the class in 1973 in his Petty

Officer’s Leadership Class; a success only matched by the birth of his
third child Helen born on 1% June 1974. In 1976, David was off to the
Falklands as a Chief Petty Officer Radio Supervisor (S — which
denoted secret) during the overthrow of President Isabel Peron and
the incident of the RS Shackleton being fired upon by an Argentine
Destroyer. Commissioned in 1977 as a Sub Lieutenant, David went
on to serve on HMS London. In 1979 David joined GCHQ as part of
the Navy Sea Trial party and was promoted to Lieutenant in 1980
whereby he completed his Russian Language Course. It was during
this time that David also served on the submarine, HMS Sceptre,
which performed ‘special duties’ during the Cold War. This must have
been both rewarding and terrifying as we now know that HMS Sceptre
was rammed by a Russian submarine and pursued for 2 days before
giving them the slip. David as an Electronics and Communications
Intelligence Officer would have been key to the survival of this
vessel...

The next chapter took David and family across the pond as he was
selected for the Personnel Exchange Program in Pensacola Naval
Training centre in Florida, USA in Fleet Advanced Systems Division.
A posting certainly favoured by David’s daughters and as the senior
British Naval Officer at Corry Station there was certainly a large
amount of responsibility, but we know that as David did throughout his
career, this was carried out with utmost professionalism to his duties,
and over these 3 years family memories were made - a desk job is
not always a bad thing!

The family returned to the UK in 1987 to RAF Edzell where David
received another promotion to Lt Commander in April of 1988 and
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then with great pride he received an MBE from Her Majesty Queen
Elizabeth Il in June 1988, the pinnacle of his Career (even receiving
a congrats letter from RJW Gieve, Vice Chairman of Gieves and
Hawkes).

The next move came in February of 1992 where David was appointed
Fleet Intelligence Communications Officer at the Permanent Joint HQ
Northwood, the family stayed in Scotland to continue the daughter’s
education. However, in 1997 David and Sylvia were sadly to part
ways. Northwood was David’s last posting of which he would finally
retire from the Royal Navy on 23™ March 2000. From here, David
entered the private sector with DML and was with them in a
consultancy position for 3 years until David finally retired.

David met Vivien through his work in the intelligence community and,
as a kindred soul with whom he shared a love of the Royal Navy, were
engaged in May 1999 and were married on 24" September 1999. It
wasn'’t until over a year later that David and Vivien bought a house
together in Chippenham. A house that became home for David
making many true friends and memories within the community; friends
that played a major part in David’s later years, from parties to holidays
together, growing old gracefully.

During retirement David had some time for hobbies, building models
was of interest, but | believe, pondering whether to do this as he
prepared yet another pipe may have slowed progress slightly in this
area. | think pipe smoking and reading about military history or doing
his crosswords whilst listening to Radio 4 may have been his true
hobbies and they certainly persisted throughout retirement.

When David lost Vivien in 2022, it was particularly difficult. Whilst we
were not on the doorstep as family, it was always comforting to know
his friends were. | remember asking him to move to Towcester to the
typical response of “Don’t be so silly, my friends and life are here in
Chippenham.” David was always honest and the answers robust, but
we should be thankful to have each other in these times, to support
and love each other...l will close now, but remember...Old Sailors
Never Die, They Only Sail Away...

David is survived by his first wife Sylvia, children, Sonya Wendy &
Helen; grandchildren Jamie, Samantha, Joshua, Caitlin, Peter &
John; and great grandchildren Elliot, Willow & Harrison.
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Lt Harry Dormer RNR R.I.P

Sorry to have to let you know that, sadly, Harry passed away on 31st
May 2025. He had a bad fall and broke his femur, after which he was
in Scarborough Hospital for 4 weeks, then a nursing home for a week,
but gradually faded away. He was the grand old age of 96.

He was at sea all his life from the age of 16, which he thoroughly
enjoyed and served in the greatest Cunard ships, Queen Elizabeth,
Queen Mary, the Maiden Voyage of QE2 and others such as
the Mauretania, Caronia, Franconia and Carmania, and some cargo
ships. His last commission in the RNR was in HMS Cavalier

He always enjoyed the HMS Cavalier reunions and was delighted to
meet up with by then familiar faces, such as Mike Jones, Josh
Cosnett, Nobby Clarke and many others. He moved from Hampshire
eventually ending up in East Yorkshire at Flamborough by the sea.

Kind regards
Hermione Dormer

AGM

The AGM went very well when the Chairman turned up to get
proceedings underway.

The minutes of the AGM are posted on the new website for all to read.

Talking about the new website Jim Donaldson our Webmaster has
been working wonders to get this off the ground.

Our next reunion will be in Liverpool, all the information and
booking form will be posted out with the Summer Capers.

It was disappointing that many of our regular reunion attendees
were missing this year.
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If for whatever reason you feel unable to book into the same
hotel as the majority, there is no reason why you shouldn’t go
to one of your choice. But please attend the AGM and Gala
Dinner, because we are after all “Of One Company”

The visit to the Arboretum was a great success. Its amazing it
doesn’t matter how many times you go, there is always
something new to see.

SKETCHLEY GRANGE HOTEL & SPA, HINCKLEY,
LEICESTERSHIRE REUNION
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As can be seen by the group photograph, | think we all had a good
time at the Gala Dinner and the hotel and staff did us proud.

The entertainment was a young singer who introduced herself as a
“Stokers Daughter” that broke the ice. She was very good and had a
lovely voice.

I’'m sorry that there were no individual table photographs this year, our
official photographer was missing in action. Rowdy assures me that
we have a new photographer for next year’s reunion.

New Website

| and the committee would like to thank Jim Donaldson for all the hard
work he’s put in since the reunion.

We are pleased to inform our members that the new website has gone
live, to access please use the following:

www.hmscavalierandhmscarysfort.co.uk

October Working Weekend

The next working weekend is 3™ & 4™ October, so please if you are
intending to come then inform John Munro as soon as possible so we
can get catering organised, and also a work programme for the
weekend.
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http://www.hmscavalierandhmscarysfort.co.uk/

FALLEN SHIPMATES

/
Buck (Mike) Ryan 17/03/2025 60/61
Lt Cdr David Cringle MBE 09.2024 60
Lt Harry Dormer RNR 31/05/2025

Deepest sympathies are extended to our ship mates’
families and friends. May they find calm seas and a safe
anchorage.
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