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PRESIDENT’S ADDRESS. 
 
It is 18 months since last we met up and I must admit that last 
May I really felt the lack of a reunion, and so I am very glad to 
be here now, albeit on a rather more formal occasion than our 
usual meetings.  But it is certainly good to see here again many 
former members of the crews of both Cavalier and Carysfort.  I 
hope that by the end of this AGM we shall all have approved 
the formal creation of a new, joint Cavalier and Carysfort 
Association.  
I hope you all enjoyed yesterday’s commemoration (sorry about 
the weather but both ships served in far northern waters in 1945 
and should be used to it!) – it isn’t quite our usual reunion 
format, but I hope you found the chance to wind down and enjoy 
renewing old friendships at the Gala Dinner.  We don’t, on this 
Sunday, have the usual opportunity to ask the Padre 
forgiveness for the excesses of last night but I hope that thought 
didn’t detract from your evening, 
I hope you’ll forgive me if I start by getting a slight bleat out of 
the way.  I confess that I am very sad that a number of members 
who attended yesterday chose to miss the gala dinner and this 
AGM.  I understand people deciding to stay in a different hotel, 
even though it detracts from the informal part of the weekend, 
but I feel sad that some people I was looking forward to seeing 
again were not here last night and are not here today.  It 
certainly takes some of the gloss off the event and, importantly, 
it deprives us of their views, advice and votes at the AGM where 
many key matters are decided in a democratic way..  Cavaliers 
will remember that our ship’s motto is “Of one company” and I 
hope that we will continue to be so and that we shall have the 
chance to see all our shipmates at the next reunion.  It isn’t the 
same without them. 
Enough of that.  This is, fingers crossed, the first fully-fledged 
reunion of the Cavalier and Carysfort Association and I’m 
delighted to see you all.  I’m especially pleased to welcome our 
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new Vice-President, Rear-Admiral Peter Franklyn who served 
in Carysfort.  This is not the first time I have worked for Peter – 
he was the Jimmy of Ashanti when I was the Captain and he 
was a hard taskmaster.  He’s banned me from telling my 
favourite story about him, but I can say that he was an 
outstanding First Lieutenant in every respect who had a terrific 
grasp of detail, and never missed anything although he always 
had a twinkle in his eye.  Whenever, like any Captain, I 
mentioned anything I had noticed or thought should be done, 
he always said “I’ll get a thousand men onto it straightaway” 
which really meant “Calm down, I’ve already fixed it.”  He’s well 
qualified to handle the Chairman! 
Well, it’s a strange time and the world seems a difficult, 
unhappy, and uncertain place.  Our successors in the Navy are 
having a very tough time with plenty to deal with and very few 
tools.  I have to pinch myself to believe that today we have just 
15 DD/FF of which several are over 30 years old.  We had over 
75 of them when I joined the RN in 1961)   We have only 6 
Hunter Killer submarines; much of our RFA support, and both 
the amphibious ships are laid up and cannot be manned. 
Indeed, manpower in all three services is a major issue.   It 
seems that the comforts of home working, even in isolation 
attract many people.  But they are missing the excitement, 
dangers, successes and fun of shared adventure and co-
operation and the lifelong friendships that these can and do 
produce, I almost feel sorry for them for the course they have 
chosen is ultimately a lonely and less rewarding one without the 
mutual support we all remember from our naval days. 
I do my best, along with others, to raise the subject of defence 
regularly in the newspapers and in other important places, but I 
fear that this government, like the last one, and the electorate 
still don’t get it.  It’s a big ask, but we can all do our bit to raise 
our fellow citizens’ awareness of the great dangers we currently 
face and the risks we’re taking.  Anything you can do in your 
own communities will be a help. 
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Meanwhile, some thanks are in order.  To Tony, our Chairman 
who does a lot more work than you probably realise, especially 
for this year’s event; to Rowdy, our honorary and honourable 
Treasurer; to John Munro our excellent Secretary who sadly 
cannot be with us today, to our Vice Chairmen Dave Shardlow, 
who is standing down after many years dealing with the venue 
side of our reunions; to Bill our standard bearer for the last 15 
years who has always performed impeccably – but sadly this is 
Bill’s last stand.  And, of course, to Sarah who so quickly 
became such a good friend of the Association and who has, as 
usual, made impeccable arrangements.  It’s hard now to 
imagine how we got on without her.  Thank you all very much. 
Enough from me.  Thank you all for coming and I shall shut up 
and let Tony get on with the real business. 
 
CHAIRMAN’S REPORT. 
 
I would like to thank all members that have helped the 
committee throughout the year insuring that we still maintain a 
robust association. 
As I’m sure you’ve noticed that John Munro our secretary is 
absent from the AGM, he is undergoing eye surgery so I will be 
doing a dual role today and Rowdy will be taking the minutes.  
We had one well attended WWE this year, unfortunately the one 
in October had to be cancelled due to reduced numbers. I had 
a discussion with James Morgan, and it appears that to be cost 
effective we need a minimum number of 8 (not including the 
Wednesday volunteers that always join us) to make the WWE 
financially viable for James Morgans budget. One of the options 
is to reduce attendance down to 1 WWE a year. I am still in 
discussion with CHDT and will inform members of the outcome. 
 
Working Weekend dates for 2025 are as follows: 
 
April 18th – 20th & October 17th – 19th 
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Please put these dates in your diary’s and let’s hope we get a 
bumper weekend. 
 
A couple of months ago I had a phone call from an ex-navy chap 
called Geoff Howlett. Jeff wasn’t on the Cavalier, but he served 
on HMS Troubridge. Now the phone call was to offer (free of 
charge) the original cavalier rum pump. How Jeff became the 
present owner of the rum pump I will put in a future edition of 
capers. 
To cut a long story short I accepted his off on behalf of the 
association and offered to pick it up. Geoff has had the pump 
for 40 years and only lives a mile from me in Weymouth. 
Jeff came to Remembrance Day in Chatham and presented the 
pump to Richard Morsley CEO of CHDT where it will be 
displayed in the forward mess with rum measures etc. 
 
BLACK TOT DAY 

 
The day of “infamy’, July 31st 1970 when the Rum ration was 
ended and without even “Splicers”. How could they do it? I even 
had a small wicker covered bottle to save the last ‘tot’ to no 
avail. 
Soon after it was decided that 
all Rum associated measures 
etc, were to be sold off, so bids 
were made from the “Rats”. 
Fortunately, an old friend of 
mine managed to acquire a set 
of measures and a Rum Pump. 
Feeling a bit embarrassed at 
his luck he sold the pump to me 
for the princely sum of £4.50. 
Years later when I took it apart 
to polish it I noticed a label attached to the plunger stating that 
it was from the Cavalier which then didn’t mean very much only 
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memories of being in company around Oz in 68/69 when I was 
on the Troubridge. 
It wasn’t until I learned that the Cavalier was in Chatham for 
preservation that I thought the pump should ‘go home’ so after 
a couple of attempts it was returned to the ship on 11/11/24 
which gave a lot of satisfaction so thanks to Tony and James 
Morgan, the Engineering manager, it is where it belongs. 

 
G Howlett.  HMS Troubridge 
 
STANDARD BEARER 
 
As you will see in the AGM minutes our trusted and long serving 
Standard Bearer Bill Lace carried out his last official duty at the 
AGM this year. Bill on behalf of the association I would like to 
thank you for all you have done in this role. 
 
To fill Bill’s position, we have a keen 
volunteer, who being a wafoo, but none 
the less still a sailor, will I’m sure step up 
to the plate. 

 
 
 

Martin Skeggs 
 
 
 
VICE CHAIRMAN’S REPORT. 
 
Outgoing Vice Chairman’s Thank-you 
Just a few words of thanks for putting up with me for 15 years, 
how time flies. During my realm we have had the 70th and 80th 
celebrations which were highlights. A Pandemic that put a 
spanner in the works for a couple of years, but we still soldier 
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on. We still manage to get a reunion together, getting stronger 
by being joined by the Carysfort members. I know that Norman 
will do an excellent job, and I wish to thank him for volunteering 
to take up this position. Also, I would like to thank you all for my 
generous leaving gift. It has been a pleasure for to serve you 
all.  
 
SECRETARIES REPORT. 
 
Following an excellent Annual General Meeting (AGM), we’re 
pleased to share that the minutes will soon be available on our 
updated website, which is currently in the works. In the 
meantime, if you’d like a copy, please don’t hesitate to get in 
touch. 
A gentle reminder that yearly subscriptions are due by April—
don’t be adrift! 
Finally, a very Merry Christmas and a peaceful and prosperous 
New Year to all our members and their families. To our oppo’s 
on deployment or serving in unfriendly places, we wish you a 
safe homecoming. 
Fair winds and following seas, 
 
TREASURERS REPORT. 
 
Membership remains steady at around 182 – steady is good. 
Due to the later than normal Capers this autumn and no 
membership reminder we are somewhat low on subs at 40%. A 
membership reminder should be included in this issue so you 
can start overwhelming me as soon as you like. 
Finances remain stable with no exceptional expenses, and I 
anticipate a good audit report in April. 
Dave Shardlow. Thank you, Dave, what a splendid chap you 
are sir. Thank you for your contribution to the association over 
the years. BZ 
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The AGM weekend on this occasion was a grand affair and was 
very well attended. A full day on the Saturday in the dockyard 
with much ceremony, dignitaries, music, marching (Sea Cadets 
& Royal Marine Cadets who were a credit to their organisations) 
and all followed by UP Spirits and a good feed. Many thanks to 
the dockyard personnel and our Tony who worked together to 
organise it so well. Although the weather was not too friendly it 
all went off very well.  
This was followed by the Gala dinner which I am sure everyone 
who was there would agree was great fun and the best attended 
for some time. Carysfort members gave a good account of 
themselves in numbers and enthusiasm. Bob Broad and his two 
very lovely assistants, Sarah and Kate kept us entertained with 
their now quite slick operation of the auction and raffle and from 
which we raised; Raffle £550 - Auction £82, giving us a grand 
total of £637.00. last year it was £426.00 so, thank you to all 
concerned. BZ.  
The lucky winners of the £100 vouchers were, Jim Donaldson, 
Lise Whittle and Colin Orris. Congratulations to them and 
please contact me if you have any questions. The food and 
service at the Hotel was very good and there was plenty of it. 
On the downside, I think the hotel was looking a little ‘Tired’ in 
places but not enough to spoil our enjoyment. Although I took 
the minutes at the AGM, I will leave it to Tony to explain what 
occurred. Please remember, if you want to have a say in 
‘Matters arising’ you should endeavour to attend otherwise your 
point of view cannot be heard. 
Finally, Mollie told me that at some point whilst I was absent, 
that she was very ably assisted negotiating some steps by two 
tall good-looking admirals. I had to say I could not imagine who 
she was talking about. 
Mollie and I very much look forward to seeing you all again in 
May. 
Alan (Rowdy) Yates  



 

 11 

Addendum. I will amend our membership cards to our new 
title but not until I have used up the 500 I ordered last year 
 
MY LIFE ON THE OCEAN WAVE PART 9 
 
NATO Fleet and Shore time 
 
December 11th 1958; saw me join HMS Tyne, a destroyer depot 
ship and the sister ship to the “Forth” That I was attached to at 
the Suez crisis. 
A totally different ship the ‘Bulwark’ this. For a start she only has 
one engine room and one boiler room. Still two boilers; but with 
only three burners on each. 
One not to be forgotten incident was the time I shut the boilers 
down at sea!! That upset everyone from the captain down to the 
ships cat! The truth of the matter was that the machinery was 
so old, as to be laughable. The reciprocating pump that fed 
water into the boilers kept stopping and had been doing so for 
days. Sometimes thirteen times an hour. In spite of repeated 
warnings to the engine-room that I was in trouble, and would 
someone come and fix it, nothing happened. Eventually as I 
could not get water into the boilers, and there was a danger of 
burning out the tubes, I took the lesser of the two evils and shut 
them down. 
At the inevitable inquest afterwards the Lt/Cmdr Engineer 
required an explanation; he, being an ex-submarine Engineer 
used to diesel engines, knew nothing about steam air and 
water; so had to except my account; especially as I was the man 
on the spot with a decision to make! I heard no more of the 
incident. 
 
“Tyne” was a happy ship, and I had some good messmates: one 
of whom I still see once a year at the reunion of the ‘sweatrags’ 
(Royal Naval Engine Room Association) held at the nautical 
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club Birmingham, although in the thirty-four years after serving 
together that we met again. 
There were only seven POME’s in the mess. We carried the 
NATO Admiral in Chief and again got to visit some excellent 
ports of call. Oslo, Stockholm, Antwerp, Cadiz and Lisbon 
amongst them. 
Most places we went the band of the Royal Marines “Beat the 
Retreat” on the jetty. The ship was floodlit, Cocktail parties for 
Diplomats and local officials were given. There were some 
splendid occasions. 
 

 
‘Tyne’ Floodlit at Stockholm 
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In Oslo King Olaf 
visited the ship.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
At Stockholm 
King Gustave 
VI Adolph and 
Queen Louise 
were aboard.  
 
 
 
 
 
 

King Gustave VI Adolph and Queen Louise 
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Also, in town 
performing at the 
Winter Gardens were 
trumpeter Eddie 
Calvert, a troupe of 
the Bluebell Girls and 
Ronnie Louis’s Trip 
(Acrobats). They 
were persuaded to 
come aboard and 
give us a 
performance on the 
quarterdeck; it was great. 
 
In Cadiz one night most of the mess went ashore. Later Dutch 
Holland (he was the ships goalkeeper) got detached from the 
rest of us. Finding his own way back to the ship he chanced 
upon our Scouse messman. They found themselves on the 
wrong side of the dockyard to the gate, so decided to climb over 
the wall. ‘Scouse’ bent down while ‘Dutch’ stood on his back to 
clamber over, dragging the messman with him! 
The next morning putting their gear away prior to starting work, 
it was seen that ‘Scouse’s sailor suit had the perfect imprint of 
a pair of boots on the back, well, it seemed so funny! But when 
‘Dutch’ looked at his new doeskin suit, the jacket was ripped 
right up the back. That did cause hysterics! And daft as it may 
seem, every time we felt a bit down, out would come the suit 
and we’d have a good belly laugh. 
Having served eleven months in ‘Tyne’ I was drafted to HMS 
Diligence at Hythe, near to Southampton. This was a shore 
base for fast Patrol Boats and in the process of closing-down, 
which is why I was there, to help, and for only ten weeks. 
Unfortunately, while there my father died in the hospital at 
Winchester aged Sixty-six. 
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I was Petty Officer of the Engineers store, an easy enough 
number. The mess was pretty quiet as most of the staff lived 
ashore. I think the first place I’d been where I had a cabin to 
myself: but they were like partitions and had no ceilings. It was 
like living in Cardboard City, I would imagine! It’s difficult to 
believe, but the pub immediately outside the gate was hooked 
up to the ‘tannoy system’ in the base, in case the duty watch 
was required. 
 
To be continued 

 
Bob Styants 
 
HMS DIAMOND ROCK 
 
Whilst in the West Indies in HMS Rothesay, we visited Fort de 
France, the capital of Martinique in the French West Indies in 
early December 1965. Martinique is quite different from the 
British islands, being part of Metropolitan France with MPs in 
Paris, and it has a very French culture and cuisine. It is perhaps 
best known for the huge volcanic eruption of Mount Pelée in 
1902 which turned the town of St Pierre, then the main town of 
Martinique, into a 20th century Pompeii, killing 30,000 people in 
a few minutes with its pyroclastic flow.  You can still see the ash 
covered ruins of St Pierre. 
Rather less well known is a large rocky “volcanic plug” just off 
the south coast of Martinique, about 600 feet high with sheer 
sides and one narrow scrambling path to the top.  It is covered 
in vegetation and infested with the Fer de Lance snake, one of 
the most venomous known.  Somehow it is the only site in 
Martinique where this very dangerous snake is found. 
In 1803 England was, as so often, at war with France on a 
world-wide scale, with a lot of naval action in the Caribbean, 
around the major French base at Fort Royal (today Fort de 
France). Now it happened that, in those days, the best route for 
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sailing ships into Fort Royal lay between this rock and the main 
island.   Commodore Samuel Hood decided in December of that 
year to land a naval party of 128 men on the rock and to 
commission it as ‘the sloop, HMS Diamond Rock’.  They 
somehow parbuckled1 some ship’s guns to the top of the rock 
and remained there for 17 months, successfully harassing 
French shipping until, in May 1805, they surrendered to the 
French Marines.  Admiral Villeneuve and the main French fleet 
had arrived at Martinique during the famous chase by Nelson 
across the Atlantic and back before the Battle of Trafalgar and 
decided that the White Ensign flying on French territory was too 
great an insult to ignore.  The crew of HMS Diamond Rock had 
lost 17 men, most of them to snake bites. 
We felt that the exact 162nd anniversary of the commissioning 
of this remarkable “ship” deserved some recognition, so a small 
group of us set off by boat from Fort de France to make the 30 
mile round trip to HMS Diamond Rock, to scale it and, briefly 
and provocatively, hoist the White Ensign at the top!  It was very 
hot, and the climb was not only very stiff, but more of a serious 
climb than a scramble.  Moreover, we made occasional 
sightings of the dreaded Fer de Lance and the only serum we 
had was with our Australian doctor who, being an experienced 
mountaineer, was well ahead of us and out of sight. I am afraid 
that the less intrepid of us only made it halfway, where we saw 
a Fer de Lance kill a small animal instantaneously with its bite, 
and we decided that a cold beer and a swim off the rock in warm 
and crystal-clear water, where we could clearly see the sandy 
bottom and coral some ten fathoms down, offered a better bet. 
We were, I am afraid, less hardy (or maybe less foolhardy) than 
our brave naval ancestors.  
Our ‘feat’ grew in the telling on the long trip back to Fort de 
France and the ship. So, by the time the sun was under the yard 
arm (on its way down) and we had had a shower and had a rum 
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and coke in our hand, even we believed the story we were telling 
in graphic Nelsonic language of our daring exploit.  Fortunately 
for us, the Australian doctor, who of course had got to the top of 
the rock, displayed unusual tact and diplomacy and made no 
comment on our somewhat fanciful version of the re-invasion of 
Diamond Rock.  Of course, it cost us all a few drinks later, and 
it was some while before the doctor had to buy his own drinks 
again! 
Jeremy Blackham  
 
ISLE OF WIGHT HISTORY OF MR WHITE AND HIS SHIP 
WATERWITCH 
 
John Samuel White is synonymous with 20th century 
shipbuilding during two world wars. 
A century earlier another battle was fought by the Royal Navy 
along the West African coast. At that time Joseph White won 
shipbuilding fame, now almost forgotten on the IW. 
 
In May 1807, the British government passed the Abolition of the 
Slave Trade Law. The Royal Navy sent its West Africa 
Squadron out from Portsmouth to intercept vessels filled with 
captured men and women destined for slavery. 
The suppression of the slave trade was a dangerous mission 
that required Navy ships to be faster than pirate slave ships. 
Too often the Navy was outraced. In 1831, three men of the 
Royal Yacht Squadron (RYS), Cowes, joined together to build 
the fastest yacht afloat. 
 
Lord Belfast was RYS vice commodore. His new yacht was built 
by Joseph White at his East Cowes Falcon Yard on the River 
Medina. 
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Joseph had a good reputation for constructing quality boats, 
having learned his trade from his father, Thomas White. 
Newspapers followed the yacht’s construction with much 
interest. On June 30, 1832, an excited crowd watched the 
launch of Waterwitch. 
George Rogers Ratsey, of Cowes, made the yacht’s sails. Days 
later, the yacht proved a RYS race winner. 
East Cowes man, John Williams, was in the victorious crew. 
When he died in 1860, he was remembered as, ‘Quartermaster 
of Lord Belfast’s RYS brig Waterwitch, prior to her acquisition 
by the Royal Navy’ such was the good ship’s fame by 1860. 
The Navy’s purchase of Waterwitch was too slow for Lord 
Belfast’s liking. He believed she could catch the slave ships. 
To convince them to buy her at cost price for the West Africa 
Squadron, he challenged the Admiralty’s finest to race. 
In December 1832, HMS Pantaloon raced Waterwitch in sea 
trials. Lord Belfast paid British artist William John Huggins to 
record the event. 
His beautiful painting shows Waterwitch ahead of Pantaloon at 
the finish. The Navy declined to buy her. 
A year later, Lord Belfast won £1,100 when Waterwitch won a 
race against the fastest schooner Galatea. 
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Finally, in 1834 the Admiralty bought her for £4,000. She was 
fitted out as HM Brig Waterwitch and served with distinction on 
the anti-slavery patrol. 
 
Recent recognition of this happened in New York, America in 
2019. A scrapbook was auctioned by Swann Galleries. They’ve 
shared this quote from their Lot: “Joseph White (1801-1876), 
English yacht builder in Cowes, Isle of Wight, whose most 
famous ship was the brig Waterwitch that had great success in 
catching illegal slave traders.” 
The scrapbook comprised about 35 documents - drawings, 
family reports and a letter to Joseph from senior mate James 
Wilcox. 
Written aboard Waterwitch in the Bight of Benin, in August 
1839, Wilcox wrote: "On our first arrival here we had an 
opportunity of trying a rate of sailing with the fastest vessel 
known on the coast of Africa for some time, a Spanish felucca 
beautifully equipped and found after a chase of 7 hours. We 
captured her with 360 slaves onboard. A month later we fell in 
with a Spanish schooner newly built in Baltimore, considered a 
regular clipper. After a 4 hour chase we captured her with 344 
slaves." 
 
The West Africa Squadron was engaged in dangerous 
work. 1,600 sailors died fighting the slave pirates or from fatal 
diseases. The freed slaves were taken to safety in the nearest 
British port, where they were released. 
Queen Victoria ordered a law court to be convened, on 
St Helena, where slave ship crews were tried. Captured ships 
were taken to the Cape of Good Hope, South Africa, and 
destroyed. 
The British Parliament was regularly briefed on the squadron’s 
progress. Waterwitch’s arduous work was praised in 
newspapers. Joseph’s fame spread and his yard was busy with 
Admiralty work. 
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He also built a yacht for the Emperor of Russia and supervised 
adaptations to the Russian Naval fleet. The grateful Emperor 
rewarded Joseph with a diamond studded gold snuff box worth 
£1,100. 
Waterwitch returned home in 1843. RYS reported its ‘pleasure 
seeing an old friend, one of the finest club vessels,’ when she 
sailed by to Portsmouth Dockyard for a refit. 
The crew were lauded for capturing 39 slave ships and freeing 
3,000 slaves in four years. 
At the same time Joseph submitted a design for a new class of 
Navy brig. 
Days later, Waterwitch’s survey found she was, ‘so defective, 
her repair for recommission is abandoned and she will be 
broken up.’ 
Horrified, Joseph stepped in to save her. Newspapers reported, 
‘Mr White will do the repair. The far-famed Waterwitch was 
towed to East Cowes and hauled up the slipway of her talented 
builder, amidst the enthusiastic congratulations of the town at 
this just appreciation by the Admiralty of native talent.’ 
By January 1844, Waterwitch was, ‘under repair and almost 
planked up.’ Joseph was also constructing two new 12-gun 
Navy brigs. 
Days later Mr Wakely, shipwright and caulker working on 
Waterwitch, ‘was injured when he fell off scaffolding and struck 
his head on a nail projecting from a plank.’ Luckily, he survived. 
 
In Parliament on March 1, Joseph was praised by MPs during 
the Navy Estimates Debate. Captain Rous said: "The fastest 
and finest brig I’d seen in our navy is Waterwitch. The Admiralty 
repairs estimate was £6,400. Mr. White is repairing her for half 
that." 
 
Captain Pechell said: "The Waterwitch returned home with all 
her sails, masts and rigging, as equipped by a private builder, 
Mr White, perfect. The services she had performed were almost 
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beyond belief. The number of ships she captured shows the 
necessity of sending out vessels like Waterwitch to the African 
coast." 
In June, she was relaunched to cheering crowds and towed to 
Portsmouth to complete her refit. When she sailed back to 
Africa, the Hampshire Advertiser enthused, ‘The beauty, the 
winner of all hearts, is Waterwitch, she never looked so well 
before, gracefulness, boldness, buoyancy, she has everything. 
She’s said to have the finest ship's company of all the 
squadron.’ 
Joseph White died in March 1876, age 75, at home in 
Providence Cottage, Prospect Road, Cowes. 
His obituary recalled: "No vessel was more successful at 
catching slave ships than Waterwitch, the subject of many a 
song and toast in this town, one being especially composed in 
her honour. The ship’s success started Mr White's career and 
connection with the Admiralty. He was then employed as a 
naval architect and superintendent in building several men-of-
war." 
Today, the Waterwitch sea shanty has disappeared from Isle of 
Wight memory. 
John Samuel White is remembered every year while his kin 
Joseph is ignored. 
Yet his contribution to ending the international illegal slave trade 
is reflected in soaring auction prices for his scrapbook. Almost 
150 years after he died, will the IW now remember with pride 
the Queen’s Brig Waterwitch and the man who constructed her? 
 
CONSIDER THESE SHIPS.  Alick Lavers continued 
 
HMS Drake  
 
We finally left Ceres on Monday 14th June and were ‘bussed’ to 
the railway station, where we set off to our Port Divisions. In 
those days the Drafting Offices were at the Port Divisions 
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(Devonport, Chatham, Portsmouth and Lee-on-Solent for Fleet 
Air Arm ratings) and that was where we had to report to in order 
that we could be drafted to our next place of duty. I took my 
kitbag and suitcase on the long train journey to ‘Guzz’ 
(Devonport), where I was accommodated in one of the old-
fashioned rather primitive messdecks in HMS Drake. The Royal 
Navy Barracks, affectionately known in the Navy as ‘Jago’s 
Mansion’, was my home until my next draft was issued.   
In those days there was tremendous friendly rivalry between the 
port divisions which culminated each year in the Field Gun 
Competition with four teams competing for the prized cup. 
Devonport field gun crew were selected from the toughest 
‘matelots’ who were willing enough to risk life and limb for their 
port division and there were always plenty of volunteers, enough 
for a team and a team of reserves. This competition was so 
serious that the Drafting Offices had sacred lists of team 
members who were not to be drafted anywhere until after the 
competition was over, except on occasions of national 
emergency or maybe even a war situation! Every day the 
Devonport team would be in strict intensive physical training, 
fed on steaks at least twice a day and would carry out their 
practice ‘runs’ each lunchtime on a plot of land covered with 
cinders – no health and safety in those days! Our Devonport 
Division who were stationed in HMS Drake would gather round 
the field gun run and cheer the teams on, getting liberally 
spattered in cinders and dust in the process. Being ‘Guzz’ 
ratings we all knew our traditional Oggie Song, which we would 
sing with great gusto at every opportunity:  

“Half a pound of flour and lard 
makes a lovely clacker Just enough 
for you and me, cor bugger Jacker  

Oh how happy us’ll be, when us gets to the West Country  
Where the oggies grow on trees, cor bugger Jacker  

You make fast, I’ll make fast – 
make fast the dinghy You make 
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fast, kiss my ass – make fast the 
dinghy  

And we’ll all go 
back to oggie 
land To oggie 
land, to oggie 

land  
And we’ll all go back to oggie land  

Where they can’t tell sugar 
from tissue paper Tissue 

paper, marmalade and jam!  
Oggie! Oggie! Oggie!”  

Another popular song was “I wonder, yes I wonder, Did the 
Jossman make a blunder, When he made this draft chit out for 
me? For I am a barracks stanchion and I live in Jago’s Mansion 
and I always say, “Good Morning’ to the Chief. GOOD 
MORNING CHIEF 
 
Jago’s Gestapo  
 
On my first day, after a long train journey which ended at 
Keyham station and a walk down the hill from the station to HMS 
Drake carrying my kitbag and suitcase, I was directed from the 
main gate to my mess. I was walking downhill towards the 
parade ground when I was stopped by a Senior Chief Petty 
Officer who demanded to know who I was and where I was from. 
I quickly realised that I had met one of the infamous ‘Jago 
Gestapo’, who were pre-wartime veterans allocated to security 
and keeping discipline in Drake until their retirement. 
Regardless of the fact I had only just stepped off the train up the 
road and had hardly drawn breath, this forbidding character 
informed me that he wanted to inspect my kit, “down there in the 
Drill Shed in thirty minutes, right?” “Right away, Chief!” was my 
reply and I had barely time to find the Drill Shed and empty my 
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kit bag and lay my kit out in the prescribed fashion in a corner 
of the vast hall when there he was, standing beside me! 
Fortunately my kit met with his critical requirements, because 
we had had so many kit musters in the past few months at Ceres 
and this was just another routine for me, albeit very annoying 
after a long train journey. At that time I had absolutely no human 
rights, being the lowest of the low in the Royal Navy and heaven 
help anyone who upset the ‘Jago’s Gestapo’! The dreaded Chief 
then let me go on my way and I was glad to find my mess and 
stow my kit away in a locker, after making a vacant bed up for 
the night. Welcome to ‘Jago’s Mansion’!  

During the Second World War the Navy was manned by a large 
number of ‘Hostilities Only’ ratings who were conscripted 
civilians, to bring the numbers up in order to enable our ships to 
operate. After hostilities ceased the vast majority of these ‘HOs’ 
just wanted to go home and resume their civilian lives but the 
procedures were not fast enough for them. |This resulted in 
many discontented HOs creating mayhem in the port divisions 
which was hard to control so many grizzled pre-war veteran 
Chief Petty Officer GIs were allocated to the Naval Barracks to 
maintain discipline and keep control of the situations which 
arose.  In the case of Devonport, these were the Jago’s 
Gestapo.   Years later I came upon this poem by the late Charles 
Causley, a Cornishman who had served in the Royal Navy. I 
think that Causley’s Chief Petty Officer fitted my Gestapo 
encounter to a ‘T’:  
 

Chief Petty Officer  
‘He is older than the naval side 

of British history, And sits  
More permanent than the spider in the enormous wall.  

His barefoot, coal-
burning soul, 

Expands, puffs like a 
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toad, in the convict air 
Of the Royal Naval 

Barracks at 
Devonport. Here, in 
depot, is his stone 

Nirvana:  
More real than the opium-pipes,  

The uninteresting relics of Edwardian foreign-commission.  
And, from his thick stone box,  

He surveys with a prehistoric eye the hostilities-only ratings…  
…A whole war later  

He will still be sitting under a 
pusser’s clock Waiting for tot-

time,  
His narrow forehead ruffled by the Jutland wind.’  

 
Petty Officer Charles Causley  

The old Victorian mess buildings were three stories high and 
quite depressing, with rough wooden floors and double (even 
triple in some overcrowded messes) bunks. They had been built 
in the dim and distant past to accommodate ships’ companies 
while their ships were being refitted in the dockyard. Quite a 
culture shock after our cosy little messdeck in Ceres! Each was 
home to a large number of personnel, mainly passing through 
like me, with a Senior Leading Hand in charge, who supervised 
the cleaning roster of junior ratings. At Ceres we had cortisene 
covered ‘decks’ (floors), which we had to sweep, scrub and 
polish until they rivalled the proverbial ice rink. In ‘Guzz’ the 
rough wood decks were swept and scrubbed daily, an imposing 
task for us few lads, but they always looked like clean rough 
wood (with splinters) and not very smart. I was looking forward 
to being drafted out of this impersonal place as soon as 
possible.  
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HMS Heron  
I found HMS Drake very unfriendly in those days and was 
overjoyed when I received a ‘draft chit’ (draft order) informing 
me that I was to go to HMS Heron, the RN Air Station at 
Yeovilton, Somerset in June. I set off early by train from Keyham 
Station and was soon in Taunton, where I changed trains to 
Yeovil, where there was a regular Pussers bus service to the air 
station, a mile or so outside Ilchester. I was designated to work 
in the Personnel Records Office, where I was greeted by an 
incredibly friendly young Petty Officer Writer John ‘Pedlar’ 
Palmer and we instantly became friends. He had recently 
returned from eighteen months onboard HMS Wild Goose, a 
frigate in the Persian Gulf and I found him so very helpful and 
supportive as far as my work was concerned. Part of my job was 
checking personnel in and out when they joined or left, so I met 
them all. There were a lot of WRNS personnel at Yeovilton but 
they had a separate Records Office and we didn’t deal with their 
records, only the ‘matelots’. Next door was the office of an 
Admiral who came under the important title of Flag Officer Air 
(Home), where more Writer staff were employed.  
 
‘Crushers’  
Our office was close 
to the Joining and 
Leaving Office, 
staffed by ‘Crushers’ 
whose immediate 
boss was the ‘Jaunty’ 
or ‘Jossman’, usually 
a senior ‘Crusher’ 
Chief Petty Officer 
with absolutely no 
sense of humour whatsoever, who must never ever be 
addressed as ‘Chief’ and was a must to avoid unless one 
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wanted a measure of unwanted excitement in one’s life. His 
Regulating Staff were very friendly and helpful to us, and I shall 
never forget one kindly Regulating Petty Officer ‘Smudge’ Smith 
whose ship had been sunk in the Far East and who had survived 
a Japanese prisoner of war camp. For most of the time Smudge 
would operate as normal but without warning he would just stop, 
switch off and gaze into space and nobody could get his 
attention until his mind returned from wherever it had gone. He 
was a victim of the horrors which he had experienced at the 
hands of the Japanese. His condition would nowadays be 
diagnosed as ‘Acute Stress Disorder’ and the medical staff had 
no cures. All the same he was considerately employed until his 
Service engagement ended.   
At that time the Royal Navy had a large number of operational 
aircraft carriers, many Royal Navy Air Stations in Great Britain 
and scores of Naval aircraft. Yeovilton was a very large airfield 
which specialised in training and operating Front-Line all 
weather fighter aircraft and it was a very busy and exciting place 
to be. I remember an occasion when I was sent to deliver some 
Service Documents to one of the Squadron Offices, which was 
on the other side of the airfield. I borrowed a red Pussers bike 
from the Regulating Office and set off around the perimeter road 
inside the fence. I was cycling merrily along when I heard a 
broadcast on the loudspeaker system telling me in no uncertain 
terms to “get the hell off the duty runway”, (which I was 
crossing) and where fast jet fighters were landing! This was from 
Air Traffic Control in the airfield tower. I received a further stiff 
talking to when I returned. Better than ending up as jam on the 
runway though… 
  
Oppos  
A short time after I joined Heron I renewed my friendship with 
Jim Parr, who had attended Tavvy Grammar School with me 
and who was now a Leading Writer in the Pay Office. Jim was 
married and lived in Tavistock, and we used to catch the 
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weekend coach and sit together during the journey to Plymouth 
and back again on Sunday nights. I remember one Saturday I 
had to work until after the weekend coach had left and as the 
weather was dry, I decided to hitch a lift to Plymouth. I set off in 
uniform down the main road to Ilchester and was a mile or so 
past the village when a car stopped for me and offered me a lift 
to Exeter. In those days service personnel in uniform would 
usually be offered a lift on the open roads. The driver was a 
cheerful man and his wife was with him but when he was 
overtaken he would wind his window down and wave his fist at 
the other vehicle and shout at it, despite his wife telling him to 
shut up. I was quite relieved when he dropped me off on the 
Exeter by-pass and I set off on foot. I was next offered a lift by 
a man on a motorcycle. In those days it was not a legal 
requirement to wear a helmet, but the driver had a thick leather 
coat on and goggles. I sat on his pillion seat, pulled my chinstrap 
down and hung on to his belt. On a couple of occasions he went 
over bumps and I almost slid off the back of the pillion seat. It 
was very scary and  
I don’t care to think too much about it. It was what nightmares 
are made of. He got me to Plymouth, but it put me off riding 
pillion on big powerful motorcycles, albeit the journey cost me 
nothing but my nerves. 
 
Alick Lavers To be continued. 
 
PROGRESS FROM THE SHIP 
   
First of all I would like to thank everyone for their kind words I 
received at the Cavalier 80th birthday party due to my recent 
illness. 
Now let’s start with the volunteers (Magpie team) work over the 
last few months and a pity the working weekend was cancelled 
in October but from this came ideas from other groups who 
wanted to get involved in these weekends on the ship. The 
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areas round the guns were  painted with red rings just as they 
were during the commissions which has been mentioned to us 
on many occasions and at the aft end the helicopter recognition 
marking has been reinstalled after fifty years. We also took 
advantage of the better weather to paint part of the port side of 
the quarterdeck, which was looking a bit worse for wear so it  
was challenging to say the least but now in good shape. Still 
staying at the back end of the ship the shower and sink area 
has been repainted and generally cleaned up. Next in line after 
the shower room which really looks good. We decided to repaint 
the after flat so that was also completed. Now moving down 
below we are going to repaint the after-mess decks which has 
just been started so when all you; old sea dogs come onboard 
it will be all decorated just like home from home. Obviously 
being 80 years old there are rust holes that do tend to stand out, 
but we know where they are and because of costs and materials 
we have had to temporarily fix them for a short period but for the 
purposes of the visitors they wouldn’t know that they were there. The 
weapons control room has been started but there are opportunities on 
the outside now; so that’s been put on hold. A new bridge canopy has 
been fitted which means we can if the weather is in our favour, tackle the 
captain’s chair and all the various wood areas that will need varnishing 
again if weather conditions permit. Last but definitely not least, a big 
thanks to John Webb who repainted and got the ships bell to a brilliant 
shine, that was one of the centre attractions at the 80th church ceremony. 
I should just like to mention what a brilliant performance by all the cadets 
and musicians who did a great professional performance for the 
audience. 
 
Jim Low commission 70-72 
 
SATURDAY CELEBRATIONS 
 
From the Ed 
I have to say the dockyard did us proud, the organisation done 
by Tamazin Jarrett was exceptional. We started the day with a 
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church service, not only to 
recognise the 80th 
anniversary of the Cavalier 
but also the upcoming 80th 
anniversary of HMS 
Carysfort, and the 40th 
anniversary of CHDT.  
It also gave us the 
opportunity of having the 
new Carysfort Standard 
blessed by the Dean of 
Rochester.  
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
The scheduled March 
Past was cancelled so we 
all proceeded to the 
Smithy where the Sea 
Cadets were on parade, 
having marched down to 
the Smithy. Admiral Sir 
Trevor Soar (Chairman of 
CHDT) and Lady Colgrain 
(Lord Lieutenant of Kent) 
took the salute from the 
Sea Cadets. 
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Lady Colgrain 

Admiral Sir Trevor Soar 
Vice Admiral Sir Jeremy Blackham 
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Inspection of the guard. I think I mentioned it before, the cadets 
did us very proud and you could see by their faces that they too 
enjoyed the occasion. We must remember that these cadets 
(should they sign on) are the future of the navy. 
 
GALA DINNER 
 
The association committee invited three members of the CHDT, 
Richard Morsley, Paul Barnard and James Morgan 
management team to our Gala Dinner as a thank you for 
organising the event at the dockyard. 
The dinner was well organised by the hotel team and the food 
was plentiful and tasty. 
 
I would like to give a big thank you to Sarah Fletcher our event 
organiser for the wonderful job she does in looking after us. 
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Bob Broad was entertaining as usual in running the raffle and 
auction. 
The dance floor was well attended by Rowdy with his usual 
panache although I note he didn’t dance with all the lady’s. 
 
I think it’s fair to say that the Gala Dinner was a real success. 
 
 
NUCLEAR TEST MEDAL 
 
I have appealed to the medal office citing the dates that Cavalier 
was at Christmas Island. They have in turn contacted the 
relevant department and checked the dates and movements of 
HMS Cavalier between February and March 1963.  
They must have confirmed that HMS Cavalier was indeed there 
on the dates suggested in my correspondence as they are 
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issuing my late Father, Eric Leonard, with the Nuclear Test 
Medal.  
Once in receipt of the medal I will let you know, and perhaps 
you would kindly share the information with the HMS Cavalier 
Association members, I do not know if any have been awarded 
the medal to date, but if my father is the first then anyone else 
serving on board at this time will also be eligible for the medal. 
HMS Cavalier was my father’s favourite ship out of all the ones 
he served on and had some great memories. It was also the 
ship that on its return to Portsmouth I was first introduced to my 
father, aged one year, being passed down the hatches by the 
sailors to dad’s mess. So as a family we have some good, 
shared memories and have on occasion visited HMS Cavalier 
in Chatham, bringing along our own children to see grandad’s 
ship. 
It’s been a long time coming for recognition of the men who were 
involved in the development of nuclear weapons as a deterrent 
and for the long-term peace that it has assured.  
My late father would be so proud, as are all his family. 
 
Gavin Leonard 
 
From the Ed 
 
Due to Bill Lace our trusted Standard Bearing stepping down 
and the official amalgamation of Cavalier and Carysfort I 
thought it would be a good idea to have a section in the capers 
showing the Standard Bearers. 
 
The committee has been given permission by members present 
at the AGM to bring up to date the Cavalier Website. The 
committee has asked Jim Donaldson to take on this role liaising 
with the Web designer and Neil Bartlett during this work. 
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STABDARD BEARERS 
 
 

Martin Skeggs   Bill Bailey 
   
    
 
   
 
 
 
 
 

     Cavalier    Carysfort  
       
 
 

WEBMASTER 
 
Jim Donaldson  
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FALLEN SHIPMATES 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Dave (Chats) Harris   2024   66/69 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Deepest sympathies are extended to our ship mates’ 
families and friends. May they find calm seas and a safe 
anchorage. 


