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Our new Chaplain Mark Jackson would like to remind all 
members that he is happy to take calls from members if 
they would like a private chat. Contact details can be found 
on the Officers of the Association Page. 
 
 
PRESIDENT’S CORNER. 
 
Well, isn’t life just full of excitement!  I am writing this before a 
suddenly called General Election, but of course you will be 
reading it after the election by which time we may have a clearer 
idea of the future than we do now.  Or maybe not! This makes 
it very difficult to say anything about the state of the nation, so I 
will simply express the hope that whoever forms the new 
government, they will give defence the serious attention that it 
badly needs.  It is astonishing that, at a time of apparently great 
danger in the world, far more empty words than solid deeds are 
being spent on the recovery of our national defence capability 
which, under the last government and in the last decade, has 
shrunk to an extraordinary extent and may well be at its weakest 
for at least a couple of centuries.  It is always hard to create 
public awareness of, and support for, the need to recover our 
military capability but it is perhaps something that we veterans 
can help to do, tactfully, with those with whom we come into 
contact in our normal daily, social working lives.  There are 
plenty of nasty potential threats out there and we need to 
prepare to deter them rather more convincingly. 
On a more cheerful note, summer is coming!  Or it should be.  I 
doubt that I am the only member of the Association who has 
spent hours in recent months looking out of the window at the 
pouring rain, and feeling relief that I cannot go out and do the 
many jobs in the garden that “her indoors” has instructed me to 
do and which I reluctantly promised to do “when the weather 
improves.”  The garden of course has loved it and what was 
neat and tidy only a couple of months ago is now turning into a 
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jungle which needs a working party for the weekend.  But I am 
sure things will have improved by the time you read this, and I 
hope that you will all enjoy a wonderful summer and will be 
ready by November for the next reunion of our new joint 
association.  I hope to see as many people as possible there, 
for what should be a fine celebration of the 80th anniversary of 
HMS Cavalier, and the 40th anniversary of the creation of the 
Chatham historic dockyard.  It promises to be a very enjoyable 
occasion. 
With best wishes to you all, Cavaliers and Carysforts alike. 
Jeremy Blackham 
 
 
CHAIRMAN’S REPORT. 
 
I was reminded a few weeks ago that not only is it the 80th 
anniversary of the launching of HMS Cavalier this year but also 
the 80th anniversary of   HMS Carysfort, both ships I might add 
built by Samual J White on the Isle of Wight 
Jim Mc Donald kindly sent me a link to their website with this 
information. I have put this in a separate article in this issue of 
Capers. 
 
Talking about the Cavalier’s 80th anniversary and the 
Dockyards 40th as CHDT, I have had several meetings 
regarding the events on the Saturday. 
They are going to be similar to the 70th celebrations, the AGM 
will take place on the Sunday morning after breakfast, this will 
allow us to get to the dockyard by 10:30 hrs on the saturday. 
 
1100 hrs Church Service, 
1200 hrs March past, 
1230 hrs Tot time, Speeches, toasting the ship, 
1300 hrs Buffet lunch reception in the Smithy 
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Please be aware these timings are flexible. 
Unfortunately, I have been informed that a Naval Ship will not 
be present, nor a Royal Marine Band. Regarding the band 
CHDT is looking for alternatives. 
 
I suspect this is likely to be the last anniversary celebration for 
the association, so make sure you get booked up with Sarah at 
SF `events. 
 
VICE CHAIRMAN’S REPORT. 
 
Just a few things to say this time, I hope you are all looking 
forward to the reunion this year in Maidstone. For those of you 
who haven’t booked yet there is still plenty of time. Though I do 
think booking ceases in August. 
 
We are visiting the Dockyard on Saturday and will have a 
service in the Dockyard Church. We will also have a chance to 
look around the ship, Although you all saw it last year as we are 
South again. As we are having a service in the Dockyard the 
AGM will be on Sunday morning unless we can slot it in prior to 
the Dockyard visit. 
Next year we are back to our reunion being held in May, as was 
the normal time, the week prior to the Bank Holiday. Our venue 
will be the  Sketchley Grange hotel in Hinckley, we have been 
there before and it was a very pleasant stay. We will be visiting 
the Arboretum at Alrewas this time on the Saturday for those 
that haven’t been before. Depending on the weather we may 
have a service there by our memorial stone.  
I have been the Vice Chairman for some time now and if 
possible, I would like to stand down. If any kind gentleman 
would like to replace me, I would be quite happy. Please forward 
names to the secretary. 
 
Dave Shardlow 
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SECRETARIES REPORT. 
 
Dear Members, 
 
As I approach my first anniversary as Secretary, I find myself 
reflecting on the journey so far. It's been an enjoyable 
experience being part of our Association, filled with growth and 
learning. While I must admit I'm making fewer mistakes now 
(though not significantly fewer!), each one has been a stepping 
stone towards improvement. 
My career began as a baby Gunner in the 'Andrew'. Early on, I 
was drafted onto the ‘Happy H’ HMS Hermes, where I spent 
most of my time with the weapons supply parties, arming 
aircraft. Transitioning from general service, this role offered a 
unique perspective and a welcome break from the usual routine 
of watches especially the 'middle watch' stuck down 8 Quebec 
in the wheelhouse. 
Having a 0-0 Namet meant I was far to qualified to branch 
change to weapon supply, so became a 'grubber' which is 
pusser terms for highly gifted engineering technician (possibly). 
Strangely enough my first sea draft from qualifying as a WAFU 
was the Happy 'H' again.  
Looking back, my time in the Royal Navy was truly outstanding. 
I am grateful for the opportunity to have served in any branch, 
and I cherish the memories and lessons learned during those 
years and most importantly lasting friendships.  
Here's to continued growth and success for our association and 
each of its members. Don’t forget I’m here to help when you 
need me. 
 
TRESURER & MEMBERSHIP BOSUN 
 
So, what do you think of the summer so far?  
 
Membership  
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We are still holding our own at around 182 and the recent 
confusion about when fees were due has now been put to bed.  
 
Finances 
I recently completed our audit, and the following report tells you 
all you might want to know. However, if you have any queries 
please do not hesitate to ask. 

 
 
As you can see, we remain a financially healthy association. 
 
General. 
Our late in season AGM is approaching and you will notice that 
the format has had to change somewhat to accommodate the 
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various anniversary events but, nothing that we cannot cope 
with and let’s hope that the weather is in a good mood for us. 
Remember if you can, to bring along something for the raffle, 
unwanted Christmas presents or perhaps gold ingots. Three of 
the £100 vouchers will be on offer again so, bring your lucky 
charm. 
Finally, I must say that the Capers content and format has 
improved muchly thanks to great input from members, the editor 
and our flying secretary. BZ 
Look forward to seeing many of you in November 
Alan (Rowdy) Yates 
Treasure and membership Bosun 
 

HMS CARYSFORT 

HMS Carysfort was a destroyer of the 'C' type "Caesar" Class 
authorised in the naval programme of 1941.  Originally ordered 
as HMS Pique her name was changed to conform with the 
initials CA in common with her 7 sister ships.  She is named 
after John Probin. a politician who was also a Lord of the 
Admiralty in 1750.  In 1752 he was created a baron and chose 
for himself the name of Carysfort.  His son, the Earl of Carysfort 
served in HMS Victory for two years and eventually became an 
Admiral.  She was the fifth RN warship to carry the name 
Carysfort. 

Britain's fortunes at sea were at a very low ebb in early 1942.  It 
is no exaggeration to describe the situation as critical and the 
need for more convoy escorts as desperate.  In this light the 
order for job number J6131 was given on 16th February 1942 
and HMS Pique took her place on the books of Cammell 
Laird.  Elsewhere on this day 7 tankers had been torpedoed and 
the previous day Singapore had surrendered.  Britain was 
therefore deprived  of her last remaining Far Eastern and East 
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Indian base so convoy escorts were priceless assets.   Cammell 
Laird had a host of other orders for equipment so steel was 
transferred to the yard of J Samuel White & Co East Cowes, Isle 
of Wight.     

So she was built and engineered by J Samuel White & Co.  The 
keel was to be laid down on 4th May 1943 but was delayed until 
12 May 1943 because of German bombing raids. She 
was   launched on 25 July 1944 and completed on 20 February 
1945.  Her original pennant number was R25. 

Eight destroyers of the CA Class were built, the other ships 
being named: Cavendish (D15), Cambrian (D85), Cassandra 
(D10), Cavalier (D73), Caprice (D01), Caesar (D07) and Carron 
D30).  They were designed for the anti-aircraft and anti-
submarine defence of Carrier Task Forces and convoys and 
were also fully capable of  anti-shipping/bombardment action. 

They were all propelled by conventional steam turbines and 
displaced 2053 tons on an overall length of 362 feet and a beam 
of 36 feet.  With a top speed of around 34 knots they could make 
life pretty uncomfortable for all on board. 

 
TALES OF HEROISM AND DISASTER 
 
During WW2 more than 76,000 British mines were laid in enemy 
waters, and many more in defensive barriers around out coast. 
Mines sank over 1,000 enemy ships and damaged over 500. 
The Germans laid 150,000 and claimed a total of 577 British 
and 521 Allied ships sunk. It was a ruthless campaign on both 
sides; calling for skill in devising new types of mine: new 
methods of sweeping, and gallantry in venturing into enemy 
territory to lay them. 
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A crude type of mine was used as long ago as 1585 by the 
Dutch against Spanish craft at Antwerp. 
More success was achieved during the American Civil War. 
In WW1 only contact mines were used where a ship had to hit 
them for the mine to explode and were used both in enemy 
waters and defence around our coast. 
The horns on the mine were made of lead with a small glass 
container of acid inside, they were filled with 320lbs of high 
explosive; when hit by a ship the horns bent breaking the glass 
phial, the acid escaped into an electrical cell, this produced an 
electric current to set off the detonator and explode the mine. 
Contact mines were moored to the seabed by wire, and to 
sweep them a minesweeper used a hardened wire rope to cut 
the mine loose so it could float to the service and be destroyed 
by rifle etc. 
Other types of mine were invented and the Germans started 
dropping magnetic mines in our coastal waters by aircraft, which 
were detonated by a ship passing over the mine. 
Although Britain had magnetic mines, it was necessary to know 
the polarity of the German mine and the strength of the 
magnetic field to explode it before it could be encountered. 
On 22nd November 1939 one of these mines was dropped at 
Shoesburyness recovered and taken ashore; it was taken to bits 
to learn its secrets. 
This required an act of considerable gallantry the slightest 
mistake would have set off the delicate mechanism and blown 
it up along with the person stripping it. The task was successful. 
The immediate answer was called “degaussing” this was to 
decrease the magnetic field of a ship, and once it was known in 
which direction to reduce it, the task was easy. 
A wire cable bound around the ship and a current passed 
through it reduced the magnetic field sufficiently to render the 
mine harmless. 
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Since it lay on the seabed with no wire to cut another method of 
exploding it harmlessly had to be found; this was found by what 
was called LL sweep. 
Wooden minesweepers were built which had no magnetic field. 
Working in pairs they each towed a long and a short electric 
cable 
These were buoyed to remain on the surface of the water, and 
an electric pulse passed through them producing a magnetic 
field between the cables and exploding the mines that may be 
between the two ships. 
The enemy next produced the acoustic mine; this was fired by 
the noise of the ships propellor through the water. 
Again. the answer was relatively simple; minesweepers simply 
towed noise making contraptions, and thus exploded the mines. 
Later still the Germans produced an even more complicated 
mine; and acoustic-magnetic type. 
This mine was brought ready by the noise of the propellors on 
the first ship to pass over was safe, but the second, unless it 
had been degaussed to the correct strength set the mine off. 
Sweeping was more complicated, but the combination of noise 
and electric sweeps overcame the difficulty. 
The Italians caused a particular problem with their Limpet mines 
on ships in the Med. 
Frogman brought in by submarines succeeded in penetrating 
the boom defence and placed `limpet mines under several of 
our ships; these eventually causing considerable damage. 
The attack was repeated at Gibraltar with a similar result. 
The only guard against this method was an exceptional lookout 
in the hope of spotting the frogman before they dived under the 
ship, not easy as these attacks were mainly at night. 
The ~British used X-craft to place limpet mines on enemy ships 
with some success against the German “Tirpitz and Japanese 
“Takao” among others. 
The last act of the mine laying was with the D-Day landings. A 
ship steaming in shallow water drags with it a certain volume of 
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water, this momentarily causes a drop in pressure on the 
seabed. 
The “Oyster” had a rubber bag on top filled with water, the 
difference in pressure outside and inside the bag forced it up, 
moving a diaphragm and completing the firing circuit. 
The “Oyster” is unsweepable; various methods have been tried 
without success. 
 
Bob Styants 
 
Events 

 
Arrival at the Bahrain naval base in November 1966 in HMS 
Wiston was an extraordinary experience.  The Persian Gulf was 
still largely unchanged and mysterious, a completely different 
culture, remote from UK.  The only airports at Bahrain, Doha 
and Sharjah, a tiny state in Trucial Oman, were very small.  
There were no cruise liner ports, just traditional dhow harbours 
at Bahrain and in Dubai creek, and few cargo jetties. Most sea 
traffic was Arab dhows trading as far away as Karachi and 
Mombasa, with rudimentary navigational equipment. There 
were few modern buildings, and even fewer hotels, none 
serving alcohol.  Communications home were limited and slow.   
The Sheikhs ruled their small states like old fashioned feudal 
barons.  The towns were pure Arab.  Over everything hung all 
day the call of the muezzin. Women wholly covered in black slid 
silently through the maze of dark alleys in the suq, where the 
scent of spices was everywhere. Shopping in the suq was an 
adventure. It was little changed from 1947, when Wilfred 
Thesiger, the great desert explorer, arrived in Dubai, after the 
first crossing by a Westerner of the Rub’ al Khali, the Empty 
Quarter. It was exotic, romantic, mysterious, sometimes scary; 
very different but wonderful.   
Once settled, we sailed for a three week patrol in the great 
underbelly of the Gulf between Qatar and the Trucial Oman 
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(today the United Arab Emirates).  We were looking for 
smugglers, particularly of weapons or wanted individuals, slave 
boats, or illegal immigrants in search of jobs. Sometimes the 
latter were poor Muslims paying their life savings to be landed 
in Oman to walk to Mecca across the great Arabian desert that 
covered the whole region.  We had powers to board, search and 
even arrest these dhows. 
We were due a three-day break at the oil port of Umm Sa’id, 20 
miles south of Doha in the vast, sandy desert which covers the 
whole of Qatar. The Captain, of whose wise counsel you read 
in my last story, had been feeling unwell the day before we 
arrived; I thought he was simply tired.  On the morning of 11 
December 1966, we entered Umm Sa’id with a strong wind 
gusting off the jetty, making berthing a small, light minesweeper 
a tricky business.  We lined up for our berth, with Jim, the 
Captain conning the ship from the bridge, but not seeming his 
usual self.  I was beside him, waiting to take charge of the 
handling of the berthing wires.  Suddenly he gasped “Take over 
Jeremy” and collapsed at my feet.  With no time to think, I 
stepped over him to take the con - we were heading rather fast 
at the jetty. I went astern and backed off to try again. Meanwhile 
a couple of people on the bridge got Jim into a stretcher and 
down below.  I radioed for medical assistance and re-
approached the jetty to berth the ship. Somehow it seemed like 
a training exercise until reality set in. 
Although only 40, Jim had suffered a heart attack, and shortly 
afterwards a second.  He was rushed to the only hospital in 
Qatar outside Doha, which was fortunately beside the jetty.  I 
found myself, aged 23 and wet behind the ears, in command of 
one of HM ships, due to continue to patrol and then return to 
Bahrain.  The first thing I did was pour a stiff drink!  It was a 
tiring and challenging, but exciting and educational time.  
Fortunately, my excellent Dartmouth training and Jim’s 
generous coaching kept me out of trouble, the ship and her crew 
safe, and the RN’s presence in the Gulf intact.  And the ship’s 
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company gave marvellous support until a new Captain joined 
five weeks later. 
Jim recovered but, sadly for him, returned to UK and left the 
Navy shortly afterwards.  About two years later I had a reunion 
with him and his wife, by which time he was happily running the 
village post office in Limekilns, a small fishing village on the 
shores of the Firth of Forth, near Rosyth Naval Base. 
For me it was a huge event - my first, though by no means last, 
encounter with the thing which brings the greatest challenges 
to all leaders, whether great Prime Ministers or junior naval 
officers – the unexpected.  When Harold McMillan was asked, 
while Prime Minister, what gave him most difficulty, he replied 
“Events, dear boy, events”.  He was spot on.  
 
Jeremy Blackham 
 

 
MY LIFE ON THE OCEAN WAVE PART 8 
 
Another Aircraft Carrier, and Around the World 
Continued. 
 
The First Lord of the Admiralty, The Right Honourable The, Earl 
of Selkirk, OBE, AFC had to say in a letter to the ship. My visit 
to ‘Bulwark’ was a special interest to me because this was the 
first time on which I had the opportunity of seeing a carrier 
working operationally. It enabled me to see something of many 
different departments of the ship and to sense the fine spirit by 
which alone a ship can be efficient. The precision and efficiency 
which was displayed by all those who used the flight deck; be it 
pilots who took off and landed, the aircraft handlers or the 
catapult and mirror sight handlers, has no parallel elsewhere. 
The combination of teamwork which is controlled by ‘Flyco’ and 
the bridge is a supreme example of what can be achieved by 
human intelligence, modern equipment and a high degree of 



 

 16 

training. The result is a ship which is not only a highly efficient 
and potent weapon of war, capable of performing a very wide 
variety of tasks, but a ship also able to make a very significant 
contribution towards maintaining the good name of the Royal 
Navy and indeed that of Great Britain wherever you may go. 
The value of this letter aspects was clear to me by the most 
flattering remarks which I had expressed about ‘Bulwark’ from 
many people whom I met in Bermuda. I wish you all every 
success in the future and I am confident the name, ‘Bulwark’ will 
always stand for what is best in the Royal Navy. 
A very nice letter; but he only has the Fleet Air Arm in mind you 
notice, not those that get them there, The Engine Room Branch. 
 

Then after more exercises, both 
fleets entered the port of Halifax 
Nova Scotia. From the heat of 
the West Indies to three feet of 
snow! 
 
Most of the ships went 
alongside the dockyard near 
the city, Bulwark berthed at the 
new jetty at HMCN Shearwater. 
The fist carrier to do so. The 
base was really good to us; 
laying on all kinds of sporting 
activities and entertainment. I 
and a couple of chums became 
particular friends with President 
of the Petty Officers mess and 
his wife, who were pleased to 
shear their home with us on the 
occasion of our stay. We had 
happy times with them and their 
children and for some time after 
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we left, I corresponded with them. And am sorry again that I no 
longer do so. 
A visit to Halifax itself found peculiar drinking rules. One could 
only 
Purchase a maximum of four beers; and could not stand up to 
drink them. 
Shopping itself was good, and I bought some nice baby 
blankets as I recall, to take home for the second baby on the 
way. 
Leaving Halifax the 18th March we made for Gibraltar, and a 10 
day refit in No 1 Dock there. 
As a Petty Officer I was generally welcome at most Army 
Sergeants messes and made a point of visiting them wherever 
the ship happened to be; and did so at Gibraltar, having a 
particular nice time. 
We left Gibraltar on Easter Monday afternoon for passage to 
Port Said, doing live practice bombing off Malta on the way. 
‘Bulwark’ led the convoy down the Suez Canal at 0100 Sunday 
13th April. A jar was felt from some underwater obstruction, and 
when we anchored later in The Great Bitter Lake, the ships 
divers went down to investigate. They found the tips of the 
blades on both propeller shafts were bent. 
While at anchor in the lake we were treated to a flying display 
by Egyptian Mig 17’s. 
We cleared the canal at 1930 and made for Aden. 
At 0330 the next day, an Egyptian pilgrim ship, the SS Toledi 
collided with us, causing some damage to one of our gun 
sponsoons, bur flattening her bows by about fifteen feet, losing 
both anchors and her foremast. Making surer she was still 
seaworthy, we continued on our way. 
Apparently. the Captain was turned in, and there was an 
inexperienced officer on the bridge. We were doing about 30 
knots in shallow waters, so we may hav sucked the smaller ship 
into us on passing. 
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We arrived in Aden and started repairs on the collision damage, 
and left the next day for exercises with the Far East Fleet; 
before arriving in Singapore forty-one days after we left Halifax 
Nova Scotia. 
 
Leaving Singapore enroute to the Philippines, we exercised 
with the USS Philippine Sea and HMAS Melbourne. There was 
one day for rest and relaxation, and we played a lot of deck 
sports with the other two carriers. The Aussies craftily painted 
a Kangaroo in the roundels of a Skyraider, but not to be outdone 
they found we had painted a ‘ball and chain on theirs! 
On the 13th of May we entered Manila Bay and left again on the 
17th for Hong Kong. While there the combined boxing teams of 
the Commonwealth ships boxed a team from the Philippine 
Sea, running out the winners six bouts to three. 
Arriving in Honk Kong we had a good welcome from Jennie and 
her side party. This was a Chinese Matriarch and her girls who 
painted the ships sides, took away all the gash from meals and 
sold bottles of pop on the upper deck. She was much respected 
for a number of years by the British Navy, and was given an 
OBE for her services, shortly before the hand back to China. 
At Hong Kong the Captain had to make his explanations to the 
Commander-in-Chief of the collision with SS Toledi. Arriving 
back on board he supposedly piped over the tannoy. This is the 
captain speaking, I have just had a reprimand from the 
Commodore Hong Kong; so the next time we hit an Egyptian 
pilgrim ship, well sink the bastard and leave no trace. 
Hong Kong was a fabulous run ashore. The much renowned 
China Fleet Club catered for all foods Chinese of English. A 
barbers shop where beautiful girls gave one a trim with hot 
towels, manicure if required, all for the price of $1. (1s 3p). 
There were single cabins with clean comfortable beds. Good 
Bars, and Bowling Alley. Big prize bingo every night and much, 
much more. The food markets of Wan Chai, and exotic air- 
conditioned shops. Every street had a market. 



 

 19 

I took Joyce there for a holiday some years later, she thought 
she was in heaven with the number of shops. 
We stayed in the new China Fleet Club, the old one had be 
reclaimed with land from the sea for building, so much was the 
city growing. The Americans had the 6th floor as a PX, which we 
were allowed to use, and there were many bargains. 
A train ran to the peak, and the views there were magnificent of 
the harbour. Most of the rich and famous lived there. Kowloon 
across the harbour on the ‘Star ferry”. Stanley Market, Repulse 
Bay for swimming. Aberdeen Harbour and the floating 
restaurant. I doubt I’ll ever see the like again. 
The weather could be a bit of a problem. If a Typhoon blew up, 
all ships in the harbour had to go to sea and ride it out, otherwise 
be dashed against the jetty. The biggest problem was rounding 
up the crews ashore to go back to the ships! 
One of the POME’s was due to get married on our return to the 
United Kingdom, and was persuaded he should purchase some 
marital aids, only obtainable in Hong Kong. Among those he 
bought was a” Goats Eyelash”. 
One afternoon coming back into the mess to dry off after a 
shower, he tried it on for a laugh. Unfortunately, he could not 
get it back off again, and was in agony, as the rest of us, his 
shipmates fell about in hysterics! No one had read the 
instructions (if indeed there were any) that the item had to be 
soaked to make it supple. They would probably been in Chinese 
anyway. Arriving back in Singapore, we took onboard about fifty 
VIP’s and some two hundred and thirty school children for 
‘operation showboat. 
This was a demonstration to show Naval Power. It included 
flying; fuelling at sea; jackstay transfer; firing guns and 
everything we had been trained to do. Everyone seemed 
suitably impressed. 
On a lighter side, one of the school children having a meal said 
to the Chief Petty Officer host ”where, are all the wives” and 
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before he could reply said “oh I know”. Downstairs cooking the 
dinner! 
After Singapore we sailed to meet up with the Far east Fleet, 
and joined the East Indies, Indian and Pakistan Navies for the 
first phase of a joint exercise called ‘Foamite’ off Ceylon. The 
curfew was still in force, and we soon sailed off for the second 
phase of the exercise called ‘Extinguish’. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
On completion and in the company of the destroyer HMS 
Ullysses, we left the main fleets and made our way to 
Mombassa, where we received a wonderful welcome. 
The ships company had visits to holiday camps, went on Safari 
and some climbed Mount Kilimanjara. 
While on passage to Mombassa Bulwark crossed the equator 
for the first time, which allowed us to carry out the “crossing of 
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the line” ceremony. This involved King Neptune’s Herald 
appearing through the ‘hawse pipe” the previous evening to give 
permission and welcome us to his domain. 
The next day canvas po0ls were arranged for when the ‘bears’ 
caught their victims to be punished for heinous crimes (mostly 
officers), they were sloshed with horrible foam and shaved 
before being dunked in the pools. 
Towards the end of our stay in Mombassa, the middle East 
crisis escalated, so instead of sailing for Madagascar, we 
embarked troops and made our way back to Aden. 
On 23rd July we arrived and disembarked the troops and their 
equipment and stood by to embark further troops for the Persian 
Gulf. 
We put to sea for flying exercises (again) and were preparing 
for a self-maintenance period. This however was cut short, and 
with ‘Ullysses‘ as company again: we embarked the 1st Battalion 
Cameroon Highlanders with their equipment for Aquba, where 
they were to maintain te British supple line from Aquaba to 
Amman. 
After a tense, but uneventful passage through the Straights of 
Tiran we anchored at Aquaba and unloaded the troops. 
It was amusing that word was going around, that it might be a 
hostile landing. So our detachment of Royal Marines would go 
in first to establish a beach head, supported by seaman and 
stokers. I could jusat imagine me charging up the beach, wheel 
spanner in hand. In the event, the Parachute regiment met us, 
so you couldn’t wish for better than that. 
Carrying an extra thousand passengers was not without its 
problems. ’Jack’ always takes his hat off in the room; especially 
to eat. Apparently, the Cameroon’s traditionally always wear 
their Tam o Shanter, and did so in the dining hall which didn’t 
please Jack. The tubs of lime juice available with salt tablets, to 
put liquid back into our bodies were situated in the mess hall, 
but there was a shortage of mugs. Instead of waiting for one to 
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become available Jock scooped it up in his hands and that didn’t 
go down well either with his sailor brethrens. 
It took all day to embark them at Aden with their equipment, but 
we had them off in five hours at Aquaba. Straight away we 
weighed anchor to return to Aden, saying farewell to ‘Ullysses 
and ammunitioning ship from the RFA Sandusky on the way. 
At this time the rebels were causing problems in the Radfan 
mountains, fighting for independence of Aden. In fact, it’s a little-
known fact that our troops were occasionally killed doing their 
duty during this period. 
Bulwarks aircraft had to take their turn in helping-out the RAF 
based at Khormaksar. There was a plane in the air all daylight 
hours, spotting, strafing or bombing. 
The local army base was out in the desert at Singapore Lines. 
Stationed there was the Blues and Royals. The Ordnance 
Corps and REME. My chums and I fell in with the Ordnance 
Corps Sergeants mess. Part of the mess was constructed of 
wood, but mostly the camp seemed under canvas. We used to 
have a couple of beers at the Lido in the afternoon, then take a 
taxi out to the mess. 
Their routine was for each sergeant to take his turn a month at 
a time as bar manager and caterer. It was our luck during our 
stay to have them both from Birmingham, would you believe. 
We did have some laughs. Just yarning, sometime having a 
singsong. 
Some nights there was ‘bingo’ at which British oil workers with 
their wives took part with a little dance afterwards. It all made 
for a pleasant social time. 
The RSM (God) didn’t drink but came into the mess out of 
courtesy each evening about nine o’clock. Shut the bar at 
eleven he would say. Yes Sir, and off he would go to bed. If 
there were too many hangers on at eleven the bar would be shut 
until it had thinned out to us five, then re-open again. Sometimes 
we stayed to breakfast. Once or twice we took a couple of 
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sergeants back with us and showed them the ship. They always 
supplied transport to get back. 
During this time one Stoker went missing. He was found thirty- 
six hours later lying on a desert track with his underpants 
covering his face. His pay-book had been stolen! 
After a medical examination he was returned to the ship. He 
used to say (jokingly) that he was the only one to have sex in 
Aden. Apparently, he had accepted a lift from the Lido from an 
Arab in a car, and been given a doped cigarette, and that’s all 
he remembered. The pay-book identity was really what was 
wanted. 
At this time my father was in a convalescent home in 
Bishopstoke Hampshire, and quite seriously ill with Bronchitis. 
As next of kin, the authorities decided that I should be with him, 
and radioed the ship to this effect. So, hastily packing a case, I 
flew from Aden in an old Dekota to Kartoum in the Sudan, to 
catch a plane to London. 
On the Dakota I sat next to the Lt/Cmdr Supply Officer who was 
going home to take up an appointment as secretary to an 
Admiral. He had done a good job with catering aboard the 
‘Bulwark”. There was always fresh fruit and vegetables flown in 
from Japan and elsewhere (nothing too good for our fly boys). I 
thought it a mistake though, to try us Wardroom style with ’Iced 
Consume’ instead of real thick and tasty soup, even in the heat 
of that area. 
The supply officer asked me, with a note of pride in his voice, 
what I thought of the food onboard. Very good I replied, except 
for the Iced Consume. He appeared put out be that. Also with 
the fact that I had flight straight through to London from 
Khartoum, whereas he had to changed planes again in Rome; 
until I explained that I was going home compassionately. 
On arriving at my father’s bedside in Bishopstoke, you might 
have guessed he was almost as right as rain; so off I went to 
Birmingham and was in time to see my second son born at 
home. 20th September 1958. 
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After I left Aden in such a hurry, Bulwark put to sea again. This 
time to mount an operation against the rebels in the mountains. 
This offensive had to be postponed temporarily.to go to the aid 
of a French tanker ‘Fernad Gilabert’ and the Liberian tanker 
‘Melika’ who had collided in the Arabian Sea at 0215 that day. 
Putting salvage crews aboard to fight fires and plug oil leaks 
was a major task, as we were getting tow aboard; but they did 
a good job. I’m sorry that I missed the adventure! Not least for 
the reason that’s years afterwards people were still asking me 
if I had received my share of my share of the salvage money. 
Unfortunately, when I left the ship I was taken off the books, and 
didn’t go back on again until I returned. The amount for a Petty 
Officer I recall was Forty Pounds and some shillings. 
At the end of the commission Vice Admiral L.G. Durlacher CB. 
OBE. DSC* wrote a letter for the ships book. In it he said It has 
been my good fortune that ‘Bulwark’ has been in company with 
me during the whole of her short stay on the Far East Station, 
and I have been proud to fly my flag for a considerable portion 
of this time. You are now starting on the home leg of your 
commission and by the time you reach England, you will 
probably have seen more of the world than do most people 
during their whole service in the navy. I am quite certain that 
wherever ’Bulwark’ goes she will leave the same happy 
memories as she has done on the Far East Station. The best of 
good fortune to you all. 
At the end of my compassionate leave, I returned to Portsmouth 
barracks to await the arrival of ’Bulwark’ coming home on 
November 4th. 
Here I was asked by a sort of board of inquiry, why having been 
given leave to go to Bishopstoke, I went to Birmingham. My 
reply “show me a man who flies ten thousand miles home, and 
doesn’t take the opportunity to see his wife and children, 
especially the new-born? No further comment was forthcoming. 
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I re-joined the ship on the 5th November 1958, and finally parted 
company with her on 10th December, after months of rewarding 
experience and adventure. 
We had crossed a lot of water, seen many places and met many 
people. Something I would not wish to forget. 
Captains letter: At the end of a commission, and I can look back 
on many, I try to forget feelings of sadness that the team I have 
known must soon disperse, I try instead to remember only the 
splendid times we have had together. We have played our part 
in many important exercises. We have been to strange and 
interesting places. We have brought help more than once to 
those who needed it. Far more important, though, in these 
troubled times, we have made friends wherever we have been. 
It is hard for us to judge the success of this commission, but one 
thing we do know; in years to come the name ‘Bulwark’ will bring 
happy memories to thousands of people all over the world. 
If we are remembered for nothing else, we can look back with 
pride to that. 
 
To be continued. 

 
 

Working Weekend April 2024 
 
Another really good working weekend about 17 of us turned up 
from as far afield as Scotland. 
Couldn’t get into the  Ship and Trades for the Friday night 
meal so we went to Pier 5 which was excellent, as they say a 
change is as good as a rest. 
 
Saturday after a good breakfast in the dockyard restaurant out 
mission for the day was painting the guiderails and bollards 
around the dock, good progress was made. 
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The Workers with the Leadership team 
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 And the Workers 

 
 

The Leadership Team 
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The Real Leadership Team 
 
PROGRESS REPORT FORM THE VOLUNTEERS 
 
Just a few things that the volunteers have completed or are 
working on at the moment and because of the inclement 
weather some of the jobs have been outside as well as inside. 
The jackstaff has been completely refurbished and was 
replaced a few days ago, all painted and varnished. The 20” 
searchlights have been refitted and after a great deal of grunting 
and groaning to move them they are now taking pride and place 
on the bridge. The deck from the Bofor gun walkway has been 
painted. We have managed to complete the guard rails all 
around the ship which was started by the association super 
workers (that sounded good). The captain’s day cabin deck was 
carpet tiled and the table stripped also French polished now 
looking like a really professional job. We moved to the NAAFI 
removing all the stock then painted it out, some of the stock was 
a bit tattered so we tidied up some of the boxes and tins with 
the help of tape which brings me to my next request for all our 
readers that is have you hidden away in the loft or garage 
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anything that would help boost our stock in the NAAFI like old 
tickler tins or anything that we would be able to buy when sailing 
the seven seas. 
The last bit of interest is hopefully the weather will be on our 
side now so we will attempt to paint the yellow and black buoys 
that are out on the dock and this should start making the 
entrance to the Cavalier stand out even more. 
 
Jim Low  
 
JOHN ‘DINGER’ BELL R.I.P 
 
It was sad to hear that our shipmate ‘Dinger’ (John) Bell had 
crossed the bar.  He was in the Frwd seamen’s mess deck 
and in ‘A’ guns crew on the 1960/1 commission.  Along with 
‘Katie’ (John) Ironton and I we had many memorable runs 
ashore.  
Dinger is seen here on the right when we hired a car and 
drove up through Malaya. 
We are thinking of Lyn and her family at their loss. 
Rest in peace shipmate. 
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INTRODUCTION FROM ALICK LAVERS 
 
I was born and brought up in Roborough, a Devon country 
village near Plymouth in 1934, attended the local primary school 
at Bickleigh during World War Two, then graduated to Tavistock 
Grammar School. I joined the Royal Navy as my career. 

Royal Navy  

“It is upon the Navy, under the good providence of God, 
that the Wealth, Prosperity  

and peace of these islands and of the Empire do mainly 
depend.”  

Preamble to the Articles of War laid down in the reign of 
Charles II  

The Royal Navy is a very select club world-wide made up mainly 
of dedicated people, which is why it has always been so efficient 
and professional. The above obligation has always been taken 
very seriously by the Royal Navy and the words are inscribed in 
stone on the front of the Britannia Royal Naval College, 
Dartmouth. I have always remembered them.  
 
Portsmouth in Winter  
January 1954 was very cold, as usual and I travelled to 
Portsmouth and reported to Victoria Barracks, Southsea. It was 
the RN New Entry Training Establishment for most branches 
except Engineering Branch at that time. It was a satellite 
establishment of HMS Victory, the Royal Navy Barracks at 
Portsmouth. It was colder than when I had left Plymouth and 
there was a lot of snow and ice on the ground.   
Victoria Barracks was an old establishment, which had formerly 
been an Army cavalry barracks and was badly in need of 
modernisation! I joined another nineteen lads, many of whom 
were joining the Navy in the Supply and Secretariat Branch for 
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their two years’ National Service, so we were a motley 
collection. We were placed in the tender care of Chief Petty 
Officer GI Sinden, who was not as hard on us as were his 
colleagues.  
We found there were a number of Senior Chief GIs there, war 
veterans as hard as nails and all dedicated to ensuring that we 
were acquainted with the very latest regulations and traditional 
Naval language. I remember that on the first morning we 
discovered that the lights in the bathrooms were not working, 
the drains were blocked and the bathrooms had flooded. We 
had to wade through cold and dirty water to a wash basin and 
then try to shave in the dark, with a Chief GI standing outside 
(in the dry corridor) telling us to “Chop! Chop!” and not to be late 
for breakfast or you will not get any. Welcome to Victoria 
Barracks!  

Signing On  
I had to sign on for a period of twelve years, the standard 
continuous service engagement at the time, and was given the 
rate of Probationary Writer, equivalent to Ordinary Seaman.  
We spent two weeks in Victoria Barracks, mainly trying to lower 
the level of the ancient parade ground by marching up and 
down, up and down, and round and round. We had to wear our 
boots, highly polished every day, with gaiters and webbing belts, 
which showed that we were under training and therefore should 
never be seen to be walking anywhere but must be doubling as 
if our lives depended on it. We were all kitted out and given kit 
musters ad infinitum until we could all lay our kit out in a matter 
of minutes, with each item precisely folded and displayed in a 
manner to make even the most demanding Gunnery Instructor 
smile although I must say that I never saw a GI actually smile, 
except when he was standing on somebody’s toes and shouting 
into someone’s face. It was an amazing two weeks, 
interspersed with gas drills, fire drills, ships damage control, 
seamanship and many other fascinating sessions designed to 
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make us ready for any emergency. We were also given basic 
educational tests. Victoria Barracks was only a few hundred 
yards from Southsea Common and the sea and it was incredibly 
cold, made even colder by the bitter wind coming inshore.  
 
HMS Ceres  
Eventually all good things must come to an end and after two 
weeks we ‘passed out’, after even more parade ground work 
(“To teach you basic discipline, lads!”) and were drafted off to 
HMS Ceres, the Supply and Secretariat training establishment 
at Wetherby, in far off Yorkshire. A train journey to London, then 
across London and all change to Leeds, then a Pussers bus to 
the small town of Wetherby, where the snow was even deeper 
and the wind even colder. HMS Ceres was split into two 
establishments, one for male Writers and the other for Cooks, 
Stores, and Officers’ Stewards ratings of both sexes. Both sites 
were on the York Road outside the town. Our establishment was 
further out of town on the left hand side going north, opposite 
and across the road from the famous Wetherby Racecourse.  
We were known collectively as NE86 Class and condemned to 
wear boots and gaiters as basic trainees for another four weeks 
new entry training while we were taken in hand by Chief Petty 
Officer GI Barrett, who had recently returned from the Korean 
War where he had served onboard HMS Glory, an aircraft 
carrier. He seemed to be dedicated to ensuring we could all 
march and double all day and every day, to trample the snow 
and ice and maintain a smooth surface on the parade ground. 
He often regaled us with stories of his time in HMS Glory, of 
which he was fiercely proud and rightly so because she had 
proved herself as an operational aircraft carrier with distinction 
in the recent Korean War. One cold morning we were taken by 
Pussers bus to Harrogate public swimming pool, where we were 
issued with boiler suits and instructed to swim a number of 
lengths of the pool before being allowed to get out and so 
declared to have passed the provisional swimming test, which 
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was important and was meant to simulate swimming fully 
clothed a safe distance away from a sinking ship and surviving. 
I never worked out the size of the sinking ship but it was really 
hard work, being weighed down with sodden heavy overalls. 
After four weeks of this life style we were paraded one more 
time and declared to have ‘passed out’ from new entry training 
yet again but this time we were excused Chief GI Barrett’s 
remonstrations for the foreseeable future. Ole!  
We eight Writers then became known as W49 Class and our 
mates from the other branches moved down the road to the 
other half of HMS Ceres in Moor Lane, where Wren ratings were 
also trained and accommodated. We then concentrated on 
serious training to be Writers, without any female distractions. 
Half of our class consisted of National Servicemen, and the 
remainder a small but elite gang of ‘regulars’. I was appointed 
as Class Leader, which meant that I had to ensure that we were 
all together for every session and I was in trouble if anyone was 
‘adrift’ (not present) without written reason or not marching or 
doubling in the approved Naval manner. It was then we were 
moved into different accommodation, where I later met Warren 
Richards, who I think was in the previous W48 Class.  
 
Memorable Characters  
I met several memorable characters during my time in the Navy 
and the first was Alan Hogarth. I well remember this rather 
‘zany’ character who leaped off his bed when we entered the 
mess and introduced himself. He insisted on telling us 
immediately that he had been back classed because he had 
been found guilty of a crime which resulted in him being 
sentenced to a period in cells in HMS Ceres. He had no need 
whatsoever to tell us that or what his heinous crime had been, 
but he did, and I admired his honesty and found him to be a very 
affable character who always wore a broad smile on his face. 
This was my first meeting with a sincere practising Christian, 
and I have never forgotten him. I never met him again but in fact 
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Alan had a very successful career in the Royal Navy, attained 
officer rank and left as a Lieutenant Commander. He won fame 
by inventing special shoes which enabled him to walk on water 
and gave him some publicity when he walked across the surface 
of the River Thames wearing his uniform! After leaving the RN 
he became manager of a Bureau for Disabled People, after 
which he gained an Open University Honours Degree in 
Psychology and Criminology. Not content with that, he went on 
to walk the Camino Frances pilgrims’ route from the Pyrenees 
to Santiago de Compostela, five hundred miles in six weeks. 
The next year he went back and walked the last sixty-odd miles 
again, just for fun! He then canoed 110 miles of rivers including 
12 sets of rapids in Minnesota, USA. The following year he 
managed to navigate 850 miles of rivers and canals by 
narrowboat in England and learned conversational Spanish 
before he went on to walk another 650 miles from Seville to 
Santiago de Compostela. He has since crossed the bar ‘at the 
age of 77 but not before setting some great targets for others to 
follow.  
I also remember that Keith Statham was at Ceres at that time, 
although not in my class and I recall having some interesting 
conversations with him. He was from Gloucester, same age as 
me and a most impressive classical pianist, who could play 
without music and used to regularly entertain us on the old 
‘Joanna’ during evenings in the NAAFI in Ceres. I think he had 
been studying at university or somewhere similar and had had 
his National Service deferred for a couple of years to enable him 
to complete his studies. I never saw him again, but he went on 
to become a serious composer and recordist and moved to 
Hong Kong then to New Zealand, where he created an album 
‘…of Wine and Roses’ and seventeen other works. He sadly 
passed away in New Zealand in 2012.   
Our professional Course Instructors were two Chief Writers and, 
looking back, we could not have wished for better teachers. 
Chief Joyce taught us the academics of our job and the very 
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Irish Chief Tim Geany whipped us up into frenzies while beating 
out the rhythm with a big stick while we learned to type to music. 
We were first taught touch-typing with metal discs covering the 
keys and a large chart on the wall, representing the keyboard. 
Later the chart was removed and much later the discs were 
taken away. Chief Joyce taught us the details of Captain’s 
Office, which was the clerical side of the job, with the intricacies 
of the Naval ‘Pack’ (filing) system, Service personnel records 
and the Naval Discipline Act including scales of punishments, 
punishment warrants, etc, etc – it seemed to be endless, and 
we had to know it all by heart! He also taught us our Pay Office 
duties, which were just as detailed. He was later presented to 
the Queen and awarded a medal for his dedication to his duties, 
and he certainly deserved it! We all passed our examinations 
and were declared fit to be inflicted on the fleet in June 1954.   
 
Freedom of the City of York  
On 2nd May 1954 I was included when the entire ‘ship’s 
company’ (crew), including both establishments, marched 
through York City in full uniform, when the Royal Navy was 
granted the freedom of the city.  
On another occasion I remember being in HMS Ceres Road 
race team and competing against York University in the round 
York race, over twenty miles, which we won.  
 
Duties  
We were duty class every so often. Whilst I don’t remember 
most of our duties, I do recall that we had to share duties as 
Chief and Petty Officers’ Messmen, which meant that we had to 
wake up the senior ratings in the morning and serve their 
evening meal to them in their mess. One weekend the duty cook 
had fried far too many eggs, because most of the senior ratings 
had decided to go ashore at the last minute, so we had a large 
tray full of fried eggs and another one full of bacon. I remember 
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we all sat down and ate a lot of eggs and bacon on that 
occasion, not wishing to waste the good food!   
I must say that my few months at HMS Ceres were very 
pleasant, despite having to work very hard learning the job. The 
cold weather and constant winter snow were unfamiliar to me, 
but it made the spring more enjoyable when it finally arrived.  
 
To be continued  
 
Alick Lavers 
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FALLEN SHIPMATES 
 
 
 
 
John ‘Dinger’ Bell  7th May 2024     60/61 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Deepest sympathies are extended to our ship mates’ 
families and friends. May they find calm seas and a safe 
anchorage. 


