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PRESIDENTS ADDRESS 
 

Taken from AGM - Liverpool 9 May 2026 
 

Good morning, everyone, Cavaliers and Carysforts both, and 
welcome to the 2026 Cavalier and Carysfort reunion.  I hope you all 
had a very pleasant evening, catching up with old friends and 
shipmates and spinning an old yarn or two, and a comfortable night 
in preparation for all the gaiety and frolics Sarah has organised for 
us.  It is good to be in Liverpool, a place with very close links with 
the Navy during the Second World war, a convoy assembly port, a 
port where many Americans landed en route to their huge and 
decisive participation in both world wars, and the home of the Battle 
of the Atlantic memorial.  What more suitable place could there be 
for a destroyer reunion? 
 
I was myself born not so far from here in a wartime nursing home 
for service families near Macclesfield, in the same year that 
Cavalier was launched.  My grandfather was the Base Supply 
Officer here and my father returned here in HMS Indomitable at the 
end of the Japanese War, so I am very pleased to be back here for 
only the third time since I left Liverpool in 1946. 
 
Now, I don’t want to delay the main business of the meeting and so 
for once I shall not dwell on the very difficult and potentially very 
dangerous world situation which confronts us all, nor will I spoil the 
weekend by lamenting at length the shocking state to which the 
neglect of successive governments has led us in all three services, 
but perhaps most savagely in the RN Fleet.   
 
We are also meeting in the shadow of local election results which 
may change the political scene in ways which we cannot now quite 
imagine.  I say more than enough about this in fairly regular letters 
to The Times and in frequent letters and papers.  But this is a happy 
and celebratory occasion, and I shall say no more about it now. 
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I must though thank the whole committee for the excellent work they 
do to keep us all in touch, to help to organise these reunions 
although of course all the real work is done by Sarah to whom I 
know you will want as always to express our warmest thanks and 
appreciation. 
   
As always, my thanks go to the Chairman, the Vice-President Peter 
FrankIyn, our splendid standard bearers and all the Committee.  I 
want particularly to thank John Munro for all the work he does as 
Secretary and is going to do with Capers which I think is now a really 
good read, Rowdy for keeping a tight rein on the finances, and to 
Jim Donaldson for the marvellous work he has done to modernise 
and re-design our now excellent web site.  Without all the members 
of the Committee, who give so generously of their time and effort, 
we should not be the very enjoyable and successful association that 
we are.  Thank you all very much. 
 
Finally, although we shall have the pleasure later on today of seeing 
him off the Committee with a scurrilous tale or two (assuming he 
has found himself a successor),  
 
I must make a special mention of our retiring Chairman, Tony Cox.  
Tony has been a tower of strength for 18 years, a fine event 
organiser as our two last major anniversaries demonstrated, a good 
listener, a firm and fair decision maker when called for, a fine 
manager of his talented team and a great help to all the 
association’s officers.  
 
He has also forged an excellent link with the Chatham Dockyard 
management without which our ship would not be the ornament it 
is.  He has given hugely to the association with good humour and 
devotion, and he is a very determined chap.  He chased me for over 
18 months to succeed my much-loved predecessor, Admiral John 
and despite all my evasions and torpedo countermeasures he of 
course eventually landed his fish.   
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I just hope I have not let him down.  So now he has his request in 
for a draft chit and we shall see whether the meeting approves it.  If 
it does, and although I know his successor will be a fine successor 
to him, I shall personally be very sad but very grateful to him and I 
want to thank him most warmly for all that he has done and express 
the hope that we shall see him at reunions for many years to come.  
 
Finally, finally, my thanks to all of you, the members, who make this 
association the pleasure it is.  Please enjoy the weekend and thank 
you all for coming. 
 
 

CHAIRMANS REPORT 

It is true that Tony always gets his way in the end. After several 

years of cajoling and badgering me into taking over the reins as 

Chairperson, he has finally succeeded. 

My first point of order is to thank Tony for his 20 years of 

dedicated service to the Association. Over those years, he has 

given so much of his time and energy to keeping everything 

running smoothly, and we all owe him a great deal of gratitude 

for his commitment and leadership. 

I was honoured to be asked, and subsequently elected, as your 

chairman at our last AGM in Liverpool. It was a very well-

supported and successful event, with excellent participation 

from both ships’ companies. Thank you, Sarah, for all your 

efforts in helping to make it such a success. 

I look forward to working alongside the other members of the 

Committee to maintain and, hopefully, grow the Association 

over the coming years. Inevitably, there will need to be some 

changes to the Constitution, and I am grateful to our Secretary, 
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John Munro, for reviewing this and providing the benefit of his 

expertise. 

There are also other changes that will be required in the not-

too-distant future. Having recently spoken to Jeremy, he has 

indicated that, at some point, a successor will need to be found 

for the role of President. It had been his wish that Peter would 

step into the position, but unfortunately Peter is unable to take 

on the role. Jeremy is therefore looking for a suitable candidate 

who, if not directly connected with our ships, should at least 

have commanded destroyers during their naval career. 

Finally, I would like to make a special mention of my shipmates, 

“Kattie” (John Ironton) and the Gentleman Sailor, Gerald. 

Without their visits to my wife’s and my guest house all those 

years ago, we would never have known about Cavalier or the 

wonderful people we have since met through the Association. 

Thank you for welcoming us into your family and for the 

friendships we continue to cherish. 

Eam Richards 

Chairman 
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VICE CHAIRMANS REPORT 
 
Reunion / AGM 2027. To be held in Portsmouth 7th; 8th; 9th 
May. The venue will be the Holiday Inn Portsmouth. 
 
Please when you make your booking, the sooner you do it, the 
better!  If our numbers for the hotel reservations are high 
enough, to meet the hotel’s minimum numbers requirements,  
 
This will allow Sarah Fletcher, our events organiser a much 
better opportunity, to get us all, a good deal with the hotel. So 
please don’t leave it until the last minute, before you book, make 
your reservation at the earliest opportunity. 
 
Reunion / AGM 2028. A mid-week date 9th; 10th; 11th May. 
will be trialled to see if the membership prefer a midweek event, 
compared to our normal weekend routine. 
 
After much discussion and numerous locations being declined 
by our membership, because we are due a northern location, 
although, I thought Liverpool was a northern city. Newcastle-
upon-Tyne was the preferred location, after a lot of discussion, 
with both Carlisle and Hull being rejected. The venue will be 
decided at the 2027 AGM in Portsmouth. 
 
Association Tie. When I was initially given this task in 2024, by 
the then Chairman, to be introduced at the 2025 AGM, I 
presented some designs and received some positive, 
constructive input of ideas and suggestions, which I have 
introduced into the design 
 
This proposal will be on the 2027 AGM Agenda, where a 
decision will be made on the way forward 
 
Norman (Flossie) Foster 
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SECRETARYS REPORT 
 
Firstly, I hope this edition of Capers finds you all keeping well 
and that you've had an enjoyable start to the summer. 
 
Our reunion in Liverpool was another tremendous success and 
it was a real pleasure to see so many familiar faces alongside 
members who had not been able to attend for a number of 
years. These weekends are about far more than committee 
meetings and formalities they are an opportunity to renew 
friendships, share memories and remind ourselves why this 
Association continues to thrive. 
 
I would like to thank everyone who attended and helped make 
the weekend such a success. As always, Sarah Fletcher once 
again worked her magic behind the scenes to ensure everything 
ran smoothly.  
 
A significant moment for the Association was saying farewell to 
Tony Cox as Chairman after many years of dedicated service. 
Tony has worked tirelessly on behalf of the Association, 
steering us through many changes, including the successful 
amalgamation of the Cavalier and Carysfort Associations. At the 
same time, I would like to welcome Chris "Eam" Richards as our 
new Chairman. Chris has already thrown himself into the role 
with great enthusiasm and I'm sure the Association will continue 
to go from strength to strength under his leadership.  
 
I feel one of the biggest achievements over the past year has 
been the launch of our new Association website. Thanks must 
go to Jim Donaldson for the countless hours he has invested in 
creating a modern, informative and easy-to-use website that 
reflects the professionalism of our Association.  
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If you haven't already had a look, please do visit it you'll find all 
the reunion information, Association news and many 
photographs from recent events. 
 
I continue to be grateful for the support members give Capers. 
The magazine only exists because members continue to send 
in their stories, photographs and memories. Whether it is a 
humorous run ashore, an account of life at sea or an update on 
what you've been doing since leaving the Navy, every 
contribution helps preserve the history of our ships and the 
friendships that remain so important to us all. 
 
I'd also like to thank everyone who continues to support our 
working weekends aboard HMS Cavalier. The volunteers 
continue to make remarkable progress preserving the ship for 
future generations, and you'll see elsewhere in this edition some 
of the latest restoration work that has been completed. It is 
incredibly rewarding to see these historic spaces being brought 
back to life. 
 
Thank you once again to every member for your continued 
support. Whether you attend reunions, volunteer at Chatham, 
contribute articles or simply remain part of the Association, you 
all play an important role in keeping the spirit of HMS Cavalier 
and HMS Carysfort alive. 
 
I wish you and your families good health and fair winds until we 
meet again. 
 
Yours Aye, 
 
John Munro 
Secretary & Editor 
 
 



 

 12 

TREASURER & MEMBERSHIP 
 
New Chairman. We lost one and gained one at the AGM. It was 
sad to see Tony go after such long and memorable service. But 
he was much feted and thanked for his commitment to the 
association, his innovations and forward thinking. He was 
presented with a large bag of gold and President Jeremy read 
out his 264, s which probably said “Could do better”  
 
Thank you, Tony, and enjoy your coming make and mends. 
Chris Richards, known as Eam (Pronounced Yam) our new 
chairman who is much better looking was introduced and began 
to take over Tony’s duties. We of course wish him well, thank 
him for assuming the post and offer our full support in the future. 
Congratulations. 
 
AGM and Reunion. Very successful, very well attended, good 
Hotel, good food, good service. We raised £440 from the raffle 
and a further £29 from the sale of pens and badges. I was also 
able to present the bar staff with a pint pot with in excess of 
£100 in it which was collected at tables. This was very generous 
of everybody, thank you very much. The raffle went extremely 
well and remains very popular. Mainly due the donors and to the 
efforts of Bob the sea dog and his beautiful assistants Gail and 
Sarah, so, many thanks to them. It was great to see some faces 
that have not attended for a while, their company helped to 
make the party that much more enjoyable. 
 
Winners of the £100 prizes this year were Carol Porter, Belinda 
Chapman and Neil Bartlet. Don’t forget to clock in with me when 
you book for next year Congratulations 
 
It was my 80th birthday on the Sunday and at breakfast in the 
dining room a motley crew led by the ever-ebullient Katie along 
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with staff and Joe public gathered to sing Happy Birthday. 
Memorable indeed. And a bottle of rum thrown in. I was moved. 
 
Entertainment. This was not very successful for which I must 
take a measure of blame as Joel is a personal friend. He 
performed for us at Chester and was very well received.  
I do not blame him because he was too restricted by the Hotel 
management with regard to volume and was not able to utilise 
his fabulous Yamaha organ. I was sorry for him as he is a 
brilliant and well-respected musician in the business. 
 
Issues. The only minor issue I could find was that it was a little 
too warm in the hotel generally. Oddly, one couple did complain 
about the food and the hotel and with some ferocity. I say oddly 
because I/we could find nobody else who felt the same, it being 
seemingly unanimously felt that the food and Hotel was of a very 
good standard. Further to that, the complainants are not 
members. We have decided not to pursue it and assume that 
there must be some other motivation for this unreasonable 
complaint. 
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Finances.

As you will see from the above accounts, we are a little down 
on previous years and this is due in the main to unusual 
expenses incurred over the year. The main expense being the 
new website but I think we should all consider that money well 
spent and it is important to note that ongoing expenses will be 
minimal.  That said, we are in good shape. 
 
Membership: We lost 6 members last year through lack of 
contact and a further 3 this year. However, we do have some 
new members, Welcome to Alan Bateman, Joe Bullock Connor 
Sumner and lastly and at 93, ex killick stoker Jim Gladman.  
Along with the passing of 3 members our membership is now in 
the low 160, s.  
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We face problems with membership, dilution, falling numbers, 
and membership qualifications amongst others but we, the 
committee under our chairman are looking at these issues and 
others including AGM locations, is the North/South idea still 
viable? Etc. Watch this space 
 
Yours Aye 
 
Rowdy (Alan) Yates 

 
WEBSITE CORNER 
 
Your new combined website has been up and running now for 
exactly one year.   Google Analytics show me that in the last 30 
days it has been viewed in 10 countries and as I write this there 
is an active viewer in Singapore.  (Probably Peanuts checking 
out if anyone on here is owe him any dry-cleaning money).   
 
Can I reiterate this is your website.  Apart from Keith Wren 
who suggested some helpful changes that have now been 
implemented there has been nothing from anyone else.  
 
Jim Donaldson   
 
Hon Webmaster  
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MY LIFE ON THE OCEAN WAVE PART 14 
 
Mess Decks Chief-Royal Tournament & Pre-release. 
 
After a voyage lasting eighteen months, it was time to return 
home, where we arrived shortly before Christmas 1968. 
My relief arrived. I left the ship, and after my leave joined HMS 
Excellent, the gunnery school at Whale Island Portsmouth, to 
spend my last few months in the navy ashore. Finally, I got 
something that matched my preference drafting card. 
It was a good billet. I was employed as Regulating Ch.M.(e) 
Mess Deck Chief. Also, I was liaison chief for the Royal 
Tournament at Earls Court, London for three weeks in June, in 
1969. 
Some time was spent in training, prior to the tournament itself. 
The main theme of the Navy’s was the Royal Marines ‘Aid to 
Power. This entailed climbing a mock-up of a rock face, fighting 
terrorists, then abseiling back down again via a different 
method, all the while an earthquake was taking place. I was 
really very good. 
To train we had to find somewhere to build out rock face, and 
chose RAF Cardington, in Wiltshire, where they had a large 
hangar for housing a ‘Blimp’. 
Shortly before this I had finally passed my driving test, at the 
second attempt, and bought an old banger to drive to London 
in. The engine gave out more smoke that the Queen Mary, and 
finally gave up on me in St Johns Wood, in the middle of the 
road 
While I stood there scratching my head and wondering what to 
do, a coach of load Rugby players pulled up behind, jumped out 
and pick the car up bodily and placed it on the pavement, before 
getting back in the coach and driving off. 
I did manage to get the car going again, and drove it to a garage 
nearby, where the estimated cost of repair nearly gave me a fit!! 
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I stopped the cheque at my bank and rang the garage I’d bought 
it from in Portsmouth, telling them where it was, if they wanted 
it. I tell you. You live and learn. 
All those taking part in the tournament, slept at Earls Court. It 
was bedlam. Each morning at 0500 there was a full-dress 
rehearsal. Imagine, the massed bands of the Guards 
Regiments. The Navy Field Gun Crews from Portsmouth, 
Devonport and the `fleet Air Arm, firing blanks. 
The RAF regiment, with their dogs and the Royal Corps of 
Signals `motorbike exhibition team, and lots, lots more. 
I took the opportunity to have my eleven-year-old son Robert, 
down for a few days to see the ‘old man’ at work. We stayed at 
a local guest house. 
His mother put him on the coach to Birmingham, and I met him 
at Victoria. reversing the procedure a day or two later.  The 
Royal Tournament was another part of my Navy life I was 
pleased not to miss, I guess, but I wouldn’t like to do it every 
year. 
My boss at Excellent I had known before. He was the Master-
at-Arms at Raleigh. He had been the youngest Provost marshal 
ever, aged twenty-nine. 
Now he was waiting to but himself out of the d 
Service. His world collapsed! 
As a Master-at-Arms he was God! He had his own cabin even 
aboard ship, with his own messman. He was the only non-
commissioned rating to carry a sword. 
When he became an officer, it was like starting at the bottom 
again. He was junior in the Wardroom and was treated less 
courteously than he had been used to. 
Those who came up through the ranks, often didn’t have the 
money that those from naval college had. Maybe it was 
because of his job (policeman) I don’t know, because I knew a 
lot of Engineers who made it to commander quite happily. 
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My own life was good, I had a cabin to myself, above a 
pleasantly furnished mess, complete with a bar. The meals 
were excellent and served at table by naval pensioners. 
Everyone leaving the force had the chance to take a 
resettlement course. I fancied myself as a Safety Officer, but 
couldn’t get a position without three years’ experience, and no 
way I could see of getting it. 
Finally, I chose a month course in Industrial Relations, to 
prepare me for the world outside. Held at Portland Square 
London, it involves Senior Ranks from the Army, RAF, in 
addition to the navy. 
There was role acting, either as the manager, shop steward, or 
Employee. We saw numerous film shows and had visits to 
Lyons tea Rooms and a Lemonade Factory, to see how they 
worked. 
Each man had a page in a book, detailing his abilities. This was 
circulated to six hundred companies in the UK. Some took up 
positions as warehouse managers for firms such as Woolworths 
or Marks and Spencer’s, and large furniture companies. 
I, myself, was invited to take the post of Transport Manager with 
a big copper works near my home. Having been interviewed by 
the Works Manager; shown around the factory and discussed 
salary, which was less than my naval wage, I accepted. 
Because I would be overseeing people using a variety of 
vehicles, including cranes, I thought I had better gain some 
knowledge of them myself. To this end I asked the Army 
Pioneer Corps at `Petersfield Hampshire, if they could put up 
with me for a while and train me, which they were pleased to 
do. 
However, having spent so long in the navy. Being fed, dressed 
and told what to do, I was ill-prepared, in spite of my 
resettlement course, for the big bad world outside. Before I 
could get my ‘L’ plates up and a week before I was due to start 
at the copper factory, the Works Manager rang me to say there 
had been a change of ideas. They now wanted me as the 
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Maintenance Manger, which on the face of it did make more 
sense. Also, they wanted me to start at a lower wage, with an 
increase after six months if everything worked out ok. 
I explained that we had an agreement for a wage, which was 
less than I was used to, and if they were playing games before 
I started, what might happen afterwards? I was asked to think 
about it and ring back, I didn’t bother. There were other options 
at other factories, but nothing came of them. 
 
Civvy Street. 
 
The time came for the final curtain in my naval career 31st July 
1970. I had a last night drink, and the life I had known for twenty-
two year’s and six months came to an end. Warrant Officer rank 
had been phased out some years previously, and was to be 
reintroduced on the 1st August as ‘Fleet Chief’, the day after I 
retired. Pity, I would have liked to take one more step up the 
promotional ladder. 
The Tot died the same day too, perhaps it was time to say 
goodbye. 
Three weeks at home on the dole; seventeen and sixpence 
(17s-6p) a week to live on. Getting desperate I took a position 
as a Second Charge Engineer at a large sewage works the 
other side of town, for a wage eighteen pounds less than my 
navy wages had been. 
The job was boring. Twelve-hour shifts paralleling electric 
transformers from six diesel generators. If one had a complaint 
all the Superintendent said was” you know where the gate is”. 
After seven months, I’d had enough and found the gate. I’d also 
got myself a job as a Powerhouse Foreman in an international 
Tyre Factory, at a wage ten pounds more than my navy wage 
had been. 
 



 

 20 

It was like being back in the ‘Andrew’. I was working Boilers, 
Pumps and Air Compressors again; but for the first time the fuel 
was coal. 
I found the place quite dirty to what I’d been used to in ships 
machinery spaces, so I introduced a few navy routines there. 
The boiler safety drills were not being adhered to, such as 
‘gauge glass drill’, soot blowing etc, and that was introduced, as 
was proper boiler cleans. 
Nothing had prepared me for coming face to face with the 
unions though, I had been used to telling someone to do 
something, and it was done. If there was a complaint, the job 
was done first, then complain afterwards. Not refuse to do the 
task and often backed by management. 
I remember one time during my service, putting a man on a 
charge. At Captains defaulters the captain was not entirely 
happy. He punished the offender to back up my authority but 
kept me behind when the man had been marched away to tell 
me of his concerns, which I consider fair. 
Four shifts were worked. The usual Morning, Afternoon and 
night Shift, but the fourth shift came in on day work 
maintenance. 
They just sat around, unless something broke down. So, I 
introduced a ‘Planned Maintenance System, where-as there 
was always something to do. On a daily, weekly, monthly and 
so on Job cards.They got used to the idea in a short while, and 
the whole department benefitted, with less downtime. 
The usual mentality was such, that in the early days, on one 
occasion a coal labourer did more than was necessary and a 
problem developed. So, I rebuked him saying “you do just as I 
tell you, that and no more”. 
Three years later, something that should have been done by 
another man, a fitter wasn’t carried out. When I asked him why 
he said “you said to do exactly as I tell you, that and no more” it 
made no difference to him that the instruction had been given 
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three years before t another man. Another lesson learnt, be very 
careful what you say. 
Another period of twenty-two years was spent there, before I 
swallowed the anchor for good. 
As I said at the beginning of this story, I do not regret a day of 
my life in the Royal Navy, and am eternally grateful for the 
people I met, and the things I have learnt. I am certain I am a 
better person for it 
 
Bob Styants 
 
The End. 
 
 

“WE ARE NOT AMUSED……….” 
 
In August 1968, HMS Naiad sailed for 10 months 
unaccompanied foreign service which would take us to 
Madeira, South America, Tristan da Cunha, South Africa, 
Kenya, the Seychelles, three months as Persian Gulf 
guardship, Bombay, Singapore, Hong Kong, Japan, Indian 
Ocean islands, South Africa again, Sierra Leone, Gibraltar and 
home.  A lot of wonderful experiences as well as a few 
challenges. 
Our first task was to escort the Royal Yacht on a state visit to 
Brazil, not the first or last time I was involved in escorting HMY 
Britannia. Whenever the RY embarked the Monarch, the RN 
provided an escort. Britannia herself was crewed by RN ratings 
selected for the permanent Royal Yacht Service and officered 
by RN officers in normal rotational jobs.  However, we more 
humble folk felt that the latter tended to develop airs and graces 
and a certain hauteur which we felt obliged to remove when they 
returned to the coal face!  Maybe we were envious. When on 
Royal Duty, they were forbidden to invite friends on board 
before Her Majesty embarked, and throughout the period of 
Royal Duty.   
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This did not prevent them from visiting their friends on the 
escorting ship as often as the bar was open, when naval custom 
demanded that we buy their drinks!  In this case Her Majesty 
was to embark in Recife and be taken for a 10 day stay in Rio 
de Janeiro, a Royal Duty spell of six weeks. Yes, I know, it’s a 
hard life, but someone has to do it.  
En route to Recife we stopped to refuel in Funchal, Madeira 
which 50 years ago was nothing like the hotel-rich tourist 
paradise of today, but rather shabby and, well, old fashioned 
and definitely a land of the siesta.  It wasn’t that nothing 
happened in the afternoons.  They slept in the afternoons; it was 
in the mornings that nothing happened! 
The day before we left Funchal, my good friend Terry, our 
helicopter pilot, and I walked to the famous Reid’s Hotel for 
“tea”.  Suitably mellowed, we meandered back over the hill 
above the harbour.  We were greeted by an extraordinary sight. 
The entire crew of Britannia, officers and all, were in overalls 
scrubbing the wooden deck and ship’s side.  Apparently, whilst 
fuelling, an aged Madeiran hose had burst (during the siesta 
when no help was available) and covered the pristine white 
wooden decks and the ship’s side with black sludge.   
In those days Britannia’s boilers burnt Furnace Fuel Oil, 
basically the dark sludge left when everything else had been 
refined from crude oil1.  It was horrid, treacly, smelly stuff which 
stained everything almost irretrievably. 
Understandably, the Admiral in the Royal Yacht had visions of 
summary execution on his own quarterdeck like Admiral Byng 
(ironically Byng’s flagship was HMS Monarch).  Stifling a certain 
feeling of schadenfreude, we sent a team across to help them 
clean up and they were at it all night. However, we could not 
suppress a giggle that this haughty group of officers had 

 
1 Today the only steam propelled ships in the RN are our nuclear-powered 
submarines. 
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suffered a bit of a comeuppance. It cured any envy we might 
have felt. 
We sailed next morning, the RY looking surprisingly spry. In 
Recife the RY officers were rather humbler, slightly 
embarrassed and much more approachable.  Better still, they 
entertained us to drinks in a local bar of a distinctly un-Royal 
sort!  In due course, Her Majesty embarked and we sailed for 
Rio de Janeiro, for me the first of four visits there.  Rio was en 
fete for the occasion, and we had a wonderful time. We even 
met several girls from Ipanema and, by way of a rest, exercised 
at sea with the Brazilian Navy.   
Unfortunately, the Official Secrets Act (and loyalty to my former 
shipmates, plus the fact that my wife reads these stories) 
prevents me disclosing further details!  Suffice it to say that, for 
all its problems, violence and shocking inequalities, Rio is a 
wonderful, strikingly beautiful place.  
Three years later my friend Terry was appointed to the Yacht 
and very kindly invited me to dinner on board.  During pre-dinner 
drinks I reminded him that we had last been together with 
Britannia in Madeira.  He immediately changed the subject, 
telling me, sotto voce but very firmly, that Madeira was NEVER 
mentioned on board the Royal Yacht.  You see, in the Navy your 
first loyalty is always to your present ship and Terry had 
become, at least temporarily, a Yachtsman! 
 
Jeremy Blackham 
 

MORE EXERCISES WITH THE US SIXTH FLEET  

 
 We returned to Malta for a period, during which time our ship 
was completely repainted above the water line. We then left for 
yet another exercise with the US Sixth Fleet, this time north of 
Sicily in the Tyrrhenian Sea. The American force included two 
aircraft carriers, the USS Ticonderoga and the USS Intrepid. At 
the end of the exercise the US pilots were invited to carry out 
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touch and go landings on our flight deck. This involved using 
our mirror deck landing aid to simulate landings and, at the last 
minute, to power up and take off again. This was designed to 
test their reactions and nerve and to acquaint them with the 
mirror deck landing aid, which was a British invention and one 
which they didn’t have at the time. Our goofing platform was 
packed but it was truly sad to watch their performances 
obviously a great deal of training was needed. 
 At the end of July we sailed from Malta, north through the 
Straits of Messina and into the Tyrrhenian Sea again. We 
passed close to the Lipari Islands and Stromboli, which is an 
active volcano, smoking continuously. I found this island quite 
interesting, from a geographical point of view, in that the action 
of the volcano was slowly destroying the island itself because 
the lava, instead of building up on the surface, was being forced 
down into the sea.  

 

Napoli  

 
We arrived in the Bay of Naples and anchored out in one of the 
most beautiful places I have ever visited. However, at that time 
Naples was still recovering from the war and German 
occupation. Sadly, although a lot of money had gone into 
rebuilding the city, nothing had apparently been done about the 
primitive sewage system, which turned the Bay into a huge 
stinking polluted area. The glorious Bay of Naples was a 
delicate shade of brown and this was high summer. The Italians 
famously say, “Vedi Napoli e poi muori”, which translates to 
“See Naples and die”. We said, “Smell Naples and die”.  

During the short time we were there, the British veteran singer 
Gracie Fields came aboard from her home on the nearby island 
of Capri and entertained us one day on the flight deck.  
 



 

 25 

Pompeii and Sorrento  
 
Each day we were granted leave from midday onwards but on 
the first day I had to complete some work for the Captain’s 
Secretary in the office and my mates all went ashore without 
me. I was intent on seeing as much of Italy as I could so I 
eventually changed into my full white tropical uniform with long 
trousers and buttoned up tunic, which was the required dress 
for going ashore during an official visit, caught the next Liberty 
Boat and went ashore on my own.  
I wanted to visit Pompeii and Sorrento, and I thought the best 
way to get there would be by rail. I asked for directions to the 
railway station and followed the rather vague hand waving and 
friendly Neapolitan (not Italian language) directions that led me 
through narrow streets with high apartment buildings on both 
sides with washing strung out high up across the street, which I 
was told was the route to the station. Being dressed in full white 
uniform I attracted a lot of attention and a lot of friendly shouts 
from people sitting in their doorways who probably thought that 
I was one of their Marina Militare.  
Every time I asked if the station was far, they pointed in the 
same direction and shouted “Si! Si!” but it was a long walk on 
an incredibly hot day. I eventually reached the station and paid 
for a return ticket to Pompeii and Sorrento on the slow rickety 
coast train with funny little toytown carriages. I left the train at 
Pompeii Station, found the entrance to the site and was 
dismayed to find that the fee was quite high but there was an 
American family there at the same time as I and they invited me 
to join them, so that we could share a reduced price for a group. 
How kind!  
They had a guide, and we all had a great time there but it was 
very hot indeed and I was glad to catch a train to Sorrento, a 
little further along the coast and even happier when I arrived. I 
was the only RN person who had taken the trouble to travel 
there. I expect the rest of our fleet were living it up in bars in 
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Naples. Sorrento is a most beautiful little town, perched on the 
edge of the cliffs and I found a café with amazing views of the 
Bay with Capri quite close and Naple’s way off in the distance.  
The proprietor and his wife treated me like a long lost relative 
and I had a great pasta meal and cooled off in the evening air. 
I didn’t have much time to look around as it was getting dark, so 
I caught a train back to Naples. There was a young girl sitting in 
a corner seat and we were the only ones in that carriage but at 
the next tiny station two noisy local lads joined us and tried to 
force themselves on the girl. She was very upset, and I told 
them to stop it and get lost, with my usual tact, which didn’t go 
down well with them at all.  
They were obviously going to have a go at me and have their 
way with the girl, but my guardian angel was not far away and 
thankfully we stopped at another station and a ticket man 
arrived. He promptly threw the lads off the train and was very 
kind to the girl, who by now was in tears. When she left the train 
a few stations further on she thanked me profusely and I 
eventually got off in Naples.  
However, it was now nighttime, and I had a long walk back 
through the noisy narrow streets. Eventually I met a friendly 
poliziotto (policeman) who ticked me off for walking through the 
Naples slums alone at night. Well, how was I to know I was in 
the dreaded slums? He kindly walked back to the harbour with 
me, and I returned to Eagle and the lovely smells again.  
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An evening at the Opera 
On the Sunday evening a group of us had booked to visit the 
Arena Flegrea, which is a huge outdoor theatre with seating for 
six thousand, rebuilt after the war with money which could have 
been well spent on the sewage system!  It speaks volumes for 

the construction that although we were seated high up on the 
tiers of seats in the open air, we could hear every word and 
every note perfectly. We watched an amazing performance of 
Aida by Verdi, complete with horses and seemingly hundreds 
of extras, by the San Carlo Opera Company. We were taken 
there in a coach and returned to the harbour late that night. How 
remarkable that the Neapolitans had restored the Arena to its 
former glory but had not allocated any money towards 
improving their evil smelling bay! It says something about 
Neapolitan priorities… after all it was a favourite town of 
Luciano Pavarotti’s.  
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Whilst we were at Naples an international crisis arose which 
was to affect us all. President Nasser of Egypt announced that 
he would be nationalising the Suez Canal, although it was not 
his! It belonged to the Suez Canal Company and all their fees 
were paid to them through London, so the funds were promptly 
frozen. Nasser had already committed himself to build the 
Aswan High Dam on the River Nile and both Britain and 
America had offered to help him finance it. These offers were 
promptly withdrawn, and he was in trouble. He asked Russia to 
help him, but Soviet Russia was only interested in selling him 
arms and getting a foothold in Egypt. This was a crisis which 
would affect all the world’s shipping and Eagle was told to treat 
this as an emergency. This was precisely what we had been 
expecting and was the very reason we were in the Med at that 
time. We left Naples on the Monday and the next night as we 
passed Stromboli again on our way south, we again witnessed 
the volcano erupting and subsiding but this time at night and it 
was incredibly spectacular!  
 
Hands to Bathe!  

We spent most of August in the Malta area, practising day and 
night flying operations with only the Med Fleet Regatta to break 
up the routine. On one occasion whilst Eagle was in Grand 
Harbour, Malta, Captain MacLean kindly loaned his fast 
motorboat and crew to the Captain’s Office staff. We were taken 
to Sliema and anchored off Tigne for us to swim for an hour or 
so, ‘far from the madding crowd’. There were other occasions 
in the Med when the ship stopped in calm weather, and we were 
piped “Hands to bathe”. The sight of two thousand ‘matelots’ 
swimming close to a ship in the middle of nowhere is a rare one 
but we welcomed it as a break from routine. Many of the lads 
jumped off the flight deck, a long way above sea level. Some 
even dived off! Most of us jumped off the weather decks – not 
so far down but still a long way to go and a long way to surface 
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again! We later clambered back aboard up scrambling nets 
which had been dropped over the side from the weather decks. 
  

Syracusa Revisited  

In September Eagle and Bulwark (a Fleet carrier which was 
later converted into a Commando carrier) visited Syracusa in 
Sicily for a weekend, after exercising together to bring Bulwark 
up to scratch. Both ships returned to Malta the next week, only 
to find a high wind blowing which prevented us from entering 
harbour so we had to anchor at the other end of the island off 
Ghain Tuffieha for the weekend. When we eventually tied up to 
our usual buoy in Grand Harbour we were informed that we 
would be going to Toulon the following week. 
 

French State of Readiness  

 
The following week we sailed north to the Gulf of Lyons and 
rendezvoused with two French carriers, Arromanches and La 
Fayette, for intensive exercises, which revealed the unfortunate 
French lack of preparedness. Early one morning our aircraft 
carried out a surprise dawn strike on the French carriers and 
woke up the French Commander (Air) onboard La Fayette, still 
asleep in his bunk! Such a reliable ally.  
 

Toulon  
 
On Wednesday 26th September Eagle accompanied the 
French carriers and other units into Toulon, whilst Bulwark went 
to Marseilles. There were a number of outings and coach trips 
organised for our ship’s company, and I joined my mates on a 
coach trip to Cannes. At that time there was only one road, and 
it clung to the edge of the cliffs for many miles. I remember 
looking out of the window and down a sheer drop for most of 
the way. The hairpin bends were no problem to our driver, who 
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may have been drinking wine, but the rest of us were very sober 
indeed by the time we reached Cannes. I can only compare that 
coach trip to the one at the end of the British film ‘The Italian 
Job’! At times the rear of our coach swung out over the edge of 
the precipice as we took the corners at breakneck speed and 
there were very few safety barriers. We found out later that this 
road was notorious for claiming lives - and vehicles!  
 

Cannes  
 
We spent a great morning in Cannes, watching the idle rich in 
their enormous yachts and cars. This was only a few years after 
the war and most of Europe was living very frugally but this lot 
seemed not to have a care in the world. The beach was packed 
with happy go lucky sun worshippers, dressed in tiny bikinis. As 
for us we couldn’t even afford an ice cream, such were the 
inflationary prices in this unreal part of France!  
My messmates and I caught a bus to Grasse, a few miles inland 
from Cannes, where we were shown around a perfume factory 
and afterwards the lady Guides took us back to their hotel for 
lunch in the hotel gardens. We discovered that some of the 
Guides were English, and the remainder spoke our language 
too! I remember that lunch was mainly fruit, veg and the 
obligatory giraffes of wine, of course. A real Entente Cordiale! 
We returned to Cannes in time for a spectacular sunset over the 
Med before embarking once again on the coach. This time the 
long journey was in the dark but still at breakneck speed, so we 
reverted to singing our traditional Naval songs together  to help 
us forget the realities of the road and the cliffs hidden in the dark 
outside. 
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French Navy 

 
From front to back are three French Surcouf destroyers 

KERSAINT (D622), CASSARD (D623) and one unidentified; a 
Le Normand class frigate; LE PICARD (F766); French cruiser 
DE GRASSE; French carrier ARROMANCHES (ex-British 
COLOSSUS); French cruiser GEORGES LEYGUES; HMS 
EAGLE; unidentified tanker (probably our British RFA 
TIDERACE); French escort carrier LA FAYETTE. 
 
 During our six day stay in Toulon I had to deliver some 
messages to the French ships nearby. The first was across the 
jetty to the French cruiser Georges Leygues, (referred to as 
‘Gorgeous Legs’ by our matelots), where I was disappointed to 
find that this smart-looking ship was, in fact, incredibly scruffy 
and badly maintained inside. I found the Captain’s Secretary 
and delivered a message from our Captain. I was treated with 
obvious contempt and disdain by the man and later found that 
this was standard procedure by the French, who still operated 
their medieval class system and maintained that anyone below 
the rank of officer was an inferior being. I then walked around 
to the Arromanches, which was previously HMS Colossus – the 
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same class of carrier as Ocean, which had been given to the 
French after the war. I walked up her gangway and was horrified 
to see the disgusting state of the French ship and the dirty 
unkempt matelots. I was taken back aft to the officers’ quarters, 
all polished mahogany and sparkling wine glasses, where I 
delivered another message from our Captain, with the same 
treatment as I had experienced onboard the cruiser. On my way 
back to the gangway I had to pass the French matelots 
collecting their food from their serveries where large 
cockroaches were running all over the food and the metal 
surfaces. The food was thrown into large containers and looked 
so disgusting that I could not imagine how they could be 
expected to eat it. Vive La France and bon appetit! I was very 
glad to get back onboard Eagle again after that.  
On Tuesday 2nd October we put to sea again and over the next 
three weeks we operated in the Malta exercise area with our 
other RN carriers. Our starboard catapult was giving us trouble 
and we sailed to Gibraltar for maintenance but upon leaving Gib 
again it was found that we still had the problem so our flight 
deck engineers had to work hard and long to rectify the fault 
themselves. We arrived back in Grand Harbour on Thursday 
25th October, where there were now more British ships than 
many of us had ever seen and we left again in company with 
Albion and Bulwark on Monday 29th officially ‘for an 
undisclosed destination’, although we all knew where we were 
going. At that time both Albion and Bulwark were operational 
aircraft carriers, and each carried squadrons of fixed wing 
aircraft. A few years later these fine ships were converted to 
Commando Carriers and equipped with helicopters for the 
purpose.  

Educational achievements   
 
In October John and I took the Royal Navy Higher Educational 
Test and passed all four subjects – Mathematics, English, 
History and Geography. It was necessary to pass all four 
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subjects at the same time in order to qualify educationally for 
promotion to the General List of officers.   
 
UPDATE FROM THE SHIP 
 
The update from the Cavalier volunteers was missed for the 
spring Capers but there was a great deal going on as some of 
the projects were not completed until now. 
The first project was close to all old sea dog’s hearts which was 
the showing off the rum display which shows the rum measures 
including the rum pump and the history of how the rum was 
started for the 
navy that’s all 
on the 
display 
board. 
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The next task was to update the Operation Room and the 
Captain’s night cabin which has been shut to the public for about 
five years because the whole area was a disaster with the threat 
of the dreaded asbestos. This area is now probably the clearest 
part of the ship as the water leaks have been found and dealt 
with which caused the movement of asbestos fibres, also they 
have been removed so now all is safe. After not being touched 
for all these years the area was in a pretty poor state but after a 
sympathetic paint job in the Ops Room the Ops flat and the 
captain’s cabin it’s looking good again. 
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 I must not forget about the floor or, deck to the old sea dogs as 
there was talk about holding up the opening because of the 
state of the tiles but we have found similar ones and again 
sympathetically sorted that out. We are now going to put sound 
and lights in the Ops Room to bring it to life. 
 
The next projects are the Paint Shop and the Officers Toilet, 
sorry head, which have now been started. There’s also work 
being done in the forward Seaman’s mess with the tiles to be 
replaced as they have been hidden by a rubber mat. 
 
The weather hopefully is getting better and James Morgan has 
been able to acquire a paint Catt so we can start on the ships 
side but there is a question about what the dockyard wants the 
paint design to be so I think you Tony should have a word in 
their shell-like ears to leave it as the colour it is now. 
 
That’s about it for this episode and the photos will be with this 
update. 
 
Jim Low 70/72 Cavalier commission. 
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FALLEN SHIPMATES 

 

 
 

 
 
 

 
David Chapman   61/63   12thFebruary 2026 
Rogar Welby Everard  61   7th March 2026 
David Clempson HMS Carysfort 68 
 
 

 
 
 
 

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


