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My father lived his final days very much as he lived his whole life, everything well planned down to almost the 

last detail but always falling just short of his hopes and expectations. He knew he was unlikely to make it to his 

90th birthday, so over a year ahead, he organised a lavish affair to celebrate reaching 89, in June 2017. Invitations 

went out across the globe, to cousins in Australia and close family in North America. A marquee was booked and 

so were all the trimmings to go with it.  

 

A relapse in March 2017, meant he spent several weeks in the local community hospital and on a couple of 

occasions we had a call to say they thought the end was nigh. Hugh would have none of it, returning from the 

grave twice and was eager to make it home for his party. The hospital and social services did their bit and back 

he came, for what turned out to be his final night. He spent the evening fed on a diet of recorded episodes of ‘Last 

of the Summer Wine’ and home cooked food. Three days to go to his birthday and five days till his party. 

 

The fates then took over and on the Tuesday morning he awoke very unwell and in the afternoon he passed away, 

just as relatives were on the last leg of their trip from Australia to see him. Due to some miraculous work by all 

concerned, his party became a wake and he was buried with the attendees dressed in party mode, as he would 

have wished. All that planning, but so near yet so far. 

 

 

****** 

 

 

Dad was a clever man, an ambitious man, an innovative man, an honest man, a hard-working man, a charming 

man, a loyal man, a stickler for the rules, a fair man, but one who didn’t suffer fools gladly. However, I can never 

remember him being a very lucky man, so despite all these positive attributes, his life never quite reached the 

heights that his abilities deserved. 

 

To those that knew him socially, Hugh was convivial company. Women found him charming and men found him 

‘clubbable’, both offering potential threats to a marriage, but his loyalty to my mother lasted 58 years and he never 

quite got over losing her. He enjoyed being the centre of attention, happy to make a presentation, formal or 

otherwise, to an audience of one or 500.  

 

Hugh thrived on responsibility, always able and willing to take a leading role in the many organisations he was 

part of, both before and after his retirement. He was also trusted by friends and colleagues to be the ultimate 

arbiter in any dispute, latterly regarded as the oracle of fairness and knowledge when overseeing a bowls 

tournament, where decisions could go down to a hair’s breadth. 

 

 

 

 

 



Hugh’s father, Arthur married his bride, Annie Jaggar, on 24th January 1917, just a couple of days before he was 

posted to France, to fight for his country as a private in 2/3 Battalion Royal Fusiliers (London). Later that year, 

he was sent into action at the Battle of Passchendaele, during some of the worst atrocities of the war. Arthur later 

confided in Hugh, and told no-one else, that his company of 100 men had been ordered ‘over the top’ from their 

trench to attack a German position. In all the smoke and shell fire Arthur somehow survived, and when he returned 

to his own lines he found he was one of only nine survivors from those 100 men. I feel fortunate even to be here. 

 

 
Arthur and Annie wedding day - 24 Jan 1917 

 

Hugh was one of six children, which actually broke down to two families within one. Three girls were born soon 

after Arthur returned from war, Barbara, Christine and Muriel, born in 1920, 21 and 23. Then there was a lull, 

until Hugh was born in 1928, brother Owen in 1930 and another sister, Honor, in 1931. 

 

 

                  
Hugh aged 2 at Drury Road                   Hugh aged 10 (school photo) 

 



Words written about Hugh by his sister Honor. 
Hugh passed the scholarship examination and attended the Colchester Royal Grammar school from the age of 

11.  He was good at games, and was a member of the rugby team.  Every season the school team played a team 

from the army.  The soldiers were much larger and stronger than the boys and always won.  On one Saturday 

afternoon when this fixture took place, we were having tea when there was a ring at the doorbell.  My mother 

went to the door to be confronted by an ambulance man who said 'We have your son.  That will be 7 shillings and 

sixpence.' My mother fearing the worst, paid the money. Hugh had broken a bone in his foot having been tossed 

into the air by a huge soldier.  

 

       
Royal Grammar School, Colchester 

 

Hugh from childhood was keen on sailing.  He joined the Sea Cadets and spent every possible Saturday at Mersea 

Island, learning to sail.  His aim was to join the Navy and become an officer.  At that time, it was thought to be 

very hard to become a naval officer unless you had been to public school and had money.   

 

Hugh decided that the only way he could achieve his ambition was to join as an ordinary sailor and work for 

promotion.  My mother was strongly opposed to  this, but Hugh eventually succeeded in persuading my father to 

sign the necessary papers, and he  went to the Isle of Man to start his naval training.’ 

 

     
Sea cadets with Hugh in his uniform 



He ran away to sea 
 

Dad told me, that in reality, like the hero does in romantic fiction novels, he ran away to sea, to escape his family. 

His status at the grammar school could have heralded a more academic career, potentially working for a firm of 

solicitors, which was being lined up for him.  

 
Hugh left Colchester Royal Grammar School in July 1944, aged 16 after passing his School certificate. He joined 

the Royal Navy as boy seaman 2nd class on 6th Sept 1944, was assigned to Chatham division with identity number 

JX712640, then posted to HMS St George training establishment on the Isle of Man. His signing-on papers say 

his previous occupation was as a ‘warehouseman’, which may have been at Paxman’s Engineering, as he said he 

worked there for  a short time in the intervening weeks between school and joining the navy. Hugh was 5 ft 6ins, 

had dark brown hair, brown eyes and a fresh complexion with chest size 34 & half inches. The document also 

says he was a Methodist by religion and signed for 12 years.  

 

HMS St George opened as a Royal Naval training establishment in September 1939. The facility was divided in 

various component parts, classroom training taking place at the newly opened Ballakermeen High School, with 

the cadets billeted at Cunningham's Holiday Camp which had been requisitioned for the duration of the war and 

was located in the Little Switzerland area of the town of Douglas. The Cunningham site was about two hectares 

and was bisected by Victoria Road. The holiday camp had been founded in 1902 as a camp for young men, and 

later claimed they offered the cheapest holidays in the UK. During the First World War, the camp had housed 

German Prisoners of War.  
 

 
 

 
 

Cunningham Holiday Camp  - 1940 



The Commanding Officer of HMS St George was Captain F.S Bell, with Captain A.J. Lowe  being officer in 

charge at the school. A staff of over 300 officers would provide cadets with practical and technical training. This 

was the Royal Navy’s only Continuous Service Training Establishment, where cadets would receive an education 

comparable to that of a Secondary School. Starting at the age of 16, the cadets received a concentrated 15 months 

training course in basic seamanship and the increasingly complex aspects of signals and communications.   

 

 
New intake (Nozzers) Sept 1944 - Hugh front row - third from left. 

 

To give breadth to their education, English subjects and Naval history were taught, with lectures additionally 

being devoted to practical aspects of mathematics, particularly related to navigation. All subjects had emphasis 

placed on the practical rather than the academic. Classroom work at Ballakermeen was supplemented by 

instructional films and practical experiments. Separate classes were formed for cadets of different branches of the 

service, with each class consisting of 25-30 cadets under the charge of a qualified Naval Schoolmaster. During 

the course of the war over 8,000 cadets passed their training at HMS St George. The facility closed down soon 

after Hugh passed out, as by now the war had ended. 

 

I have been lucky enough to find an account of life at St George’s, written by Tony Elliot, a boy seaman who was 

10 months ahead of Hugh in his training, but would have been a contemporary for some of the time. 

 

‘On arrival at HMS St. George we were almost immediately issued with mounds of kit including a hammock and 

bedding. Our accommodations were in huts (holiday camp chalets), four to a hut, which were arranged in lines on 

a sloping path. I think there were approximately 160 boys in each new entry. We were informed that we were the 

New Entry Division (Nozzers), and would spend the first six weeks learning how to dress, drill etc. 

 



One of our first tasks seemed to be sewing our names on every item of kit with, the exception of hammocks. I 

remember how I envied a boy whose name was D. Cox, whilst I had eight letters in my name. We also wrote tests 

which would decide the branch of the service you would be selected for. Those six weeks seemed to fly past and 

we had no shore leave during this time. 

 

At the end of the induction period we were assigned to various courses and division. St. George consisted of six 

Divisions. Exmouth, Hawke, Grenville, Anson, Benbow, and Drake. It was also divided into two camps, Upper 

and Lower Camp. The two camps were connected by a tunnel which ran under the road that bisected the site. 

Lower Camp consisted of Exmouth, Hawke and Grenville, whilst Anson, Benbow and Drake were in Upper 

Camp. Our instructors were old retired Chief Petty Officers who had been called back to serve and relieve younger 

instructors for active duty. They had First World War medals and had been boy seamen in that war.  

 

Our routine started at 6.30 when you were woken by a bugle call which was known as 'Charlie' and everyone used 

to refer to 'so many Charlies' to our next leave. You washed and dressed in overalls as everyone had a ‘clean ship’ 

duty to perform (The washrooms were about 100 yards down the lines). On completion of your task you changed 

into No. 3 uniform with gaiters and went to breakfast. You would have been assigned to a mess in the dining hall 

which I think consisted of tables of 12 boys. Two boys would have been assigned as cooks for each day and they 

would go to the galley and draw the rations for their mess and dish up the food. One thing I remember was that I 

was always hungry, we led a very active life and could never seem to get enough to eat. 

 

I believe our pay was 1 shilling & 6d a day, but as a 2nd class boy you only received 2 shillings a week with the 

remainder banked in a Post Office Savings account which you received when you left St. George. 

Our daily routine was roughly as follows.  

0630 -  Reveille.  

0700 - Clean ship  

0800 - Breakfast  

0900 - Parade  

One week you would march to school in the morning, the next week in the afternoon.  

During the march you were supervised by schoolmaster Lieutenants and accompanied by two drummers. You 

marched no matter what the weather, rain or snow. On rainy days you wore oilskins with a towel around your 

neck. We always seemed to march much faster returning to the base.  
 

1200 - Dinner  

1300 - Parade and carry on to your schedule - Morse training, gunnery drill, P.T.  

1600 - Tea.  

1700 - Sports  

1900 - Supper  

1930 to 2100 Your free time  

2100 - Lights out. Doors to cabins were never closed except in extremely cold weather. .  
 



In the Winter the routine changed. It would be sports in the afternoon and school or instructions in the evening 

Wednesday, Saturday and Sunday afternoons were known as ‘Make & Mends’. Alternate Make & Mends you 

were allowed Ashore from 1300 to 1900.  
 

Saturday - Clean Ship & Captains Inspection. After dinner M & M.  

Sunday - Prepare kit for divisions. Dress No. 2s  
 

10.00 -  Parade and be inspected by your Divisional Officer and then by  Captain or Commander. This could be 

followed by a March Past, led by the Royal Marine band. Church Service and dismissal. Rest of the day to self.  

 

We were encouraged to believe that we were the best and I think the grounding we received there was excellent.’ 

 

 

Hugh joined up with HMS St George on 6th September 1944 and began his six week induction. He passed his 

night vision test on 12th  September and a swimming test on 25th Sept 1944, (described as good). I don’t know to 

which division he was assigned but it may have been ‘Hawke’, as this was the name of the officer training centre 

to which he aspired..  

 

He was promoted to Boy seaman First Class on 3rd March 1945 and was beginning to make his mark in several 

areas. Hugh played for the St Georges Rugby team, including a game against Dartmouth Naval College, the officer 

training school. Hugh also took part in cutter races in the bay, where he was stroke oar for the winning team. 

 

   
Hugh the stroke (this side closest to helm) of  the winning crew. 



 
St Georges First team Rugby - Hugh back row - right 

 

 
Rugby team versus Dartmouth College  - Hugh front row second from left 

 

On 14th & 15th  July 1945 there was a Royal Visit to Isle of Man by King George VI and his wife Queen Elizabeth. 

In a remarkable coincidence, the St Georges Boy sailors were inspected by the King on 14th, and on 15th, Hugh’s 

great aunt accompanied her husband, when they represented the Isle of Man Parliament  (The Keys) in making a 

presentation to the royal couple. Neither would have known of each other’s existence on the island, but they had 

both come into contact with the King, but at opposite ends of the social spectrum. 

 

  
King George VI inspecting HMS St Georges          Sarah Annie Jaggar (left) accompanying husband,  

                          Richard Cain (behind QE) on behalf the House of Keys 



Hugh passed Educational Test two on 9th Nov 1945 and he left the Isle of Man on 21st Nov 1945 having 

successfully completed one year and six weeks of training.  

 

 
Hugh’s leaving group at St Georges. 

 

Hugh had joined the Royal Navy a few weeks after the Allies had launched their return to Europe on 6th June 

1944. While he was receiving his training in naval skills and procedures, the Germans were defeated and Victory 

in Europe (VE Day) was declared on 8th May 1945. However, this was a world war and fighting continued in the 

Far East, notably across hundreds of Pacific Islands, where the Japanese were resisting, island by island. This 

culminated in the decision to drop two atom bombs on mainland Japan, on 6th and 9th of August, on the cities of 

Hiroshima and Nagasaki. Japan surrendered on 15th August 1945, on the battleship USS Missouri, lead vessel of 

the Allied flotilla which was anchored in Tokyo Bay. This became known as Victory in Japan Day (VJ Day). 

 

 



Hugh’s dream was to become a naval officer, but as his family didn’t have the connections or the finances he was 

attempting to reach the ward room the hard way. To help explain the difficulty of this route here is a summary of 

the promotion ladder in the Royal Navy. 

 

Boy Seamen have existed in the Royal Navy from early times, as young as age 12, ostensibly as apprentice seamen 

but often as servants to the officers. Advancement to Boy 1st Class usually took place on completion of basic 

training, when they were eligible to go to sea. Most ships had accommodations for a moderate number of Boy 

Seamen. At age 18, Boys 1st Class were automatically promoted to Ordinary Seaman at which time their man's 

time commenced. Boys who did not achieve 1st Class status by 18 were discharged. Boy's time did not count for 

pension, promotion or seniority. At the beginning of the 20th Century, Boy seaman’s training moved ashore.  

 

               
Passing out photo from HMS St George  

 

Ordinary Seaman (OS). A rating having from one to one and a half years seagoing experience and possessing the 

rudiments of seamanship. 

 

Able Seaman (AB). An experienced seaman capable of performing a specific range of duties. Traditionally, he 

could "hand, reef, and steer", i.e. take soundings, work aloft and steer the ship. 25% higher pay then an OS. 

 

Leading Seaman (LS). The leading seaman was qualified to take charge of a small body of men.  

 

Petty Officer (PO).  Petty Officer was an experienced seaman and supervisor. A man responsible for a specific 

range of duties and capable of acting as an instructor. Traditionally, men denoted as yeoman, mate, captain, 

quartermaster or coxswain, occupied petty officer positions.  

 

Hugh was entering the final phase of his training when the surrender of Japan was taking place and these final 

events of WW2 meant that Boy seaman were sent out to the British Pacific Fleet, which had a holding base in 

Sydney, Australia, designated HMS Golden Hind. This proved to be Hugh’s first posting and he was transported 

to Sydney aboard the troop ship, HMS Queen,  a utility vessel that had the appearance of an aircraft carrier. 



The ship had been launched on 31st July 1943 as a US vessel, but transferred to the UK under the lend-lease 

scheme on 7th December as HMS Queen (D19). She had a complement of 646 men and room for 24 aircraft, 

which could take-off and land on her spacious flight deck. She served British and Allied escort forces in protecting 

the vital convoy supply effort across the North Atlantic in 1944.  

 

 
Hugh on board HMS Queen 

 

After hostilities ceased, HMS Queen was assigned pennant number R320 for service in the Pacific and was later 

employed ferrying ex-POWs from Europe to Australia and Hong Kong. Hugh was on her first trooping run, with 

a ship full of New Zealanders, a few men form the Royal Australian navy and Dad’s contingent of boy seaman 

from the Royal Navy. She was returned to the United States on 31st October 1946. 

 

The ship had to turn back to Colombo, Ceylon for repairs, soon after leaving port on 16th December, but Hugh is 

recorded as crossing the Equator on 18th December and then via Fremantle, Western Australia, to drop off some 

of the Aussie contingent, arriving in Sydney on 22nd December 1945, midsummer day in the southern hemisphere.  

 

 
HMS Queen, Sydney, December 1945 



In Sydney, Hugh spent five weeks attached to HMS Golden Hind, a makeshift transit camp created at the Sydney 

racecourse. Conditions were basic, sailors originally living in tents, but later wooden barrack rooms were erected. 

 

        
 

During his time in Sydney, Hugh had the chance to visit his Aunt Maggie (mother’s sister), who herself had been 

a runaway at the end of WW1, leaving England with a young baby, Daphne, to marry an Australian soldier. When 

she opened the door to him, Dad said he thought he was looking at his mother, they were so alike. There was soon 

to be a happy event, the marriage of Maggie’s daughter, Alison, on 16th March 1946. However, in a bizarre twist, 

Hugh’s ship was called into urgent action, while his Golden Hind shipmates remained to attend the wedding.  

 

   
Alison with Dad’s shipmates 

 

Certainly, Dad made frequent mention of Australia throughout his life, but it was only after wife Betty died, in 

2008, was he able to return, which he did on five occasions in eight years. Sadly, his first visit in February 2010 

was just too late to see Alison again, as she had passed away a few days earlier, on 20th  January 2010. 

 

 



Life on the ocean waves 
Working life at sea was about to begin for real, as on 25th January 1946, Hugh was posted as boy seaman to HMS 

Newfoundland (C59), 10,000 tons, light cruiser of the Crown Colony ‘Ceylon’ class. She was the last of the class 

to be built and was commissioned in January 1943 and assigned to 2nd Cruiser Squadron, British Pacific fleet and 

one of those ships present at the surrender of the Japanese in Tokyo Bay. 

 

 
 

 

 
Boy seaman on HMS Newfoundland - Hugh is back row left 



 
 

HMS Newfoundland - January 1946 
 

One of the earliest stories I can remember Dad telling about his life at sea was about the numerous typhoons he 

encountered and how on a couple of occasions his ship was laid on its side and once in grave danger of capsizing.  

This was probably the greatest danger to naval shipping in the post war years, a danger highlighted by the Halsey 

Typhoon incident on 18th December 1944.  A large American fleet was hit by a typhoon near the Philippines and 

created havoc. Three destroyers capsized and went down, while a cruiser, five aircraft carriers, and three 

destroyers suffered serious damage. Approximately 790 officers and men were lost or killed. 
 

Hugh didn’t have to wait long for his first experience of a typhoon, as a month later on 28th February, the 

Newfoundland was hit and tragically the ship’s captain, Commander Julian Liddell died during the storm, dashed 

against the fo'c'sle while helping his men secure anchor chains. There is some debate about the exact position of 

the ship at this point, but seems to have been heading to or from Manus Island. 
 

The British main base was at Sydney, but had a forward base at Manus Island, north-east of Australia, part of the 

Admiralty Islands. Japan established a military base on Manus, which was taken by the US Navy in March 1944. 

A naval base was established there, at Seeadler Harbour, to support the Pacific Fleet.  

 

   
Seeadler Harbour, Manus 



The Newfoundland carried on patrolling with the fleet, off the multitude of islands that made up the coast of 

Indonesia. There were still pockets of Japanese resistance on these islands, with soldiers being unaware that the 

war had ended. The final two Japanese soldiers did not surrender till 1974 and many more must have died in the 

jungle in the intervening period. These post war patrols still had a high level of risk. 

 

 
One of thousands of islands off coast of New Guinea 

 

 
HMS Newfoundland crew preparing for inspection 

 



   
 

Refueling at sea  - can be difficult and dangerous in rough seas 

 

 

 
 

HMS Newfoundland taken by spotter plane  - 1944 



In April 1946, Newfoundland was ordered to Shanghai where Admiral Bruce Fraser was to be taken aboard. He 

had led a goodwill fleet from Hong Kong, but he was now on a much more important mission. This was to be the 

subject of one of my father’s three naval short stories, personal accounts of incidents during his time in the navy. 

His stories are rather shy of dates and exact locations, but I have managed to match his them with various ship’s 

logs and other records of Royal Navy activities for the period. I have abridged them slightly, but they are 

essentially Hugh’s memories and his words. 

 

Hugh’s first story described events in Shanghai, as they prepared to take the Admiral aboard. 

 

Tale One - Shanghai Stopover 
 

The Whangpoo river is the final tributary of the mighty Yangtse (Yellow) River, before it enters the East China 

Sea and runs through the heart of Shanghai. The operative word is ‘runs’ as the oceanic flood tide has to overcome 

the flow of fresh water coming down stream. When it does it races upstream at up to nine knots but as the tide 

turns the period of slack water is very short indeed, only a few minutes at best, and then it is the turn of the Yangtse 

to suck the stream out into the China Sea. The Whangpoo was 400 metres wide in places and up to ten metres 

deep, enough leeway to allow major international shipping into the heart of the city.  

 

The waterway was also home to myriad small coasters, Chinese junks, down to the smallest rowing boat. 

Shanghai, now the world’s most populated city, was a fraction of the size in 1946, but was still one of the most 

significant trading ports of the Far East and the place where the mighty Yangtse River entered the sea. 

 

     
Shanghai 1946 

 



As well as a transport highway the river was the cesspit of the city, and what is thrown in might come back on the 

next tide. The waterway was the receptacle for everything imaginable, the majority thrown in deliberately, while 

animals, children and even drunken sailors might, accidentally, find the treacly water their last resting place.  

 

Less than a year after VJ Day, (15thAug 1945), the 10,000 ton cruiser, HMS Newfoundland, moved slowly to her 

moorings in the middle of the river, opposite ‘The Bund’. This was Shanghai’s famous business and diplomatic 

centre, which had developed along the embankment downstream from the ancient Chinese walled city. 

 

 
 

 

 

 
Battleship Row - opposite The Bund, Shanghai 

 



The ‘buoy-jumpers’ were ready in their motor cutter to do their job. These are the sailors who climb on to a 

mooring buoy to attach or remove mooring lines. To jump on to a buoy in normal harbour conditions was their 

everyday job but with a buoy, with a 35 degree list, in a fast current was another ball game altogether. After 

holding an impromptu ‘mass meeting’ to decide what action to take, they both agreed not to jump on to the buoy. 

 

 
 

The task of threading the leading line through the rings, without falling into the fast-flowing stream looked 

frighteningly difficult, but after some ‘encouragement’ from the coxswain of the cutter they persevered and with 

judicious use of the boat hook, eventually the forward buoy was attached to the anchor cable and wires to the stern 

buoy. His Majesty’s Cruiser was safely moored, much to the relief of those responsible for the operation.    

 

Ah, but wait.! 

 

There is one job which is always carried out as soon as a Royal Navy vessel comes to her moorings. The cable is 

painted white from ‘hawsehole’ to mooring buoy. Hawsehole is a nautical term for a small hole in the hull  of a 

ship through which hawsers (thick cable) may be passed. The buoy crew were members of the ship’s ‘Side party’, 

a select and scruffy group of matelots whose job it was to keep the ship’s sides in immaculate condition, a job 

which included painting the cable, when required. 

 

Having initially refused to jump the buoys they now refused to paint the cable. They considered it too dangerous, 

because of the tide and also because of the colour of the water and what it contained. This reticence had been 

prompted by a notice from the ship’s medical officer, who advised that anyone falling in the river would either be 

swept away to his death, or if rescued would expire at a later date from one of the many viruses inhabiting the 

river. They were usually happy to wear lifelines, but the putrid water was a step too far. Mutiny on board.! 

 

Painting the cable is normally a simple operation, using a Bosun’s Chair, a rope slung over the cable with a short 

plank suspended from it. A pot of paint, with brush attached, is slung in similar fashion and with the help of a 

comrade, the painter is gradually moved down the chain till they reach the buoy. As the chair is under the cable 

the operative is always working at head height, so he is constantly bespattered with white paint. 



Normally, the duty officer would have put the men on a charge, but in a moment of compassion, almost unique 

in naval history, the Chief Petty Officer responsible for this motley crew, relented and this second mutiny went 

unpunished. Why he took this course of in-action, no-one will ever know. 

 

It was usually considered wrong to offer this job to an Ordinary or Able seaman, but on this occasion the Chief 

Petty Officer knew he had a likely candidate. In the Maintop division, there was a young, fit and capable Able 

Seaman, who had made it known he was seeking a commission by working his way up from the Lower Deck. In 

the Royal Navy, an officer who had served as a seaman before being promoted was said to have ‘come in aft 

through the hawsehole’. So, what better way to start this journey than at the hawsehole itself? It’s called Lower 

Deck humour, because everyone thinks it’s hilarious except the victim himself. 

 

The seaman in question, having reported that all was secure, was proceeding in a leisurely fashion towards his 

mess and wondering whether a run ashore was worth the effort of getting dressed, when he was accosted by 

aforesaid Chief Petty officer and his Leading Seaman. ‘We have a problem which we believe you can solve for 

us’, said the leading hand, laying an encircling arm around the shoulders of his prey. 
 

‘I’ll help in any way I can’, replies the naïve, enthusiastic idiot. 
 

‘It’s a small painting job which my poor foc’sle hands are finding too difficult for them’, said the CPO. Leading 

the sacrificial lamb to the Foc’sle and handing him a pair of paint smeared overalls in which to be slaughtered. 

 

 
A slightly different solution to the same task 

 

When the job was eventually done, without major mishap. By then dinner on board was finished, Liberty men had 

left the ship for a night ashore, and it was the returning boat that picked up the press-ganged volunteer from the 

buoy and deposited him on the Quarterdeck gangway. 

 

It had taken only three hours to go ‘aft through the hawse hole’, instead of the more usual three years, but the only 

stripe he got this time was a white one on his face where the brush had slipped from his paint smeared hand.  

 



Whilst we were moored in Shanghai, a French cruiser, the ‘Duquesne’, came and moored alongside. Not silly 

these French, much less hazardous to moor alongside than go through the same procedure mentioned before. 

‘Entente cordiale then took place, with the cordial being rough French red wine, with Pernod chasers. 

 

 
French cruiser Duquesne 

 

The next day, my shipmate and myself (having finally removed the last traces of white paint), decided to air our 

rusty schoolboy French by boarding the French cruiser. We were given a friendly reception and oceans of rough 

red wine, which seemed to scupper our attempts at conversing in their language. In fact, we were slurring our 

English and so we had quickly become incoherent in two languages. 
 

On parting the ‘Duquesne’, we were invited by a French matelot speaking perfect English, to an evening ashore 

at the French Fleet Club. Despite the alcoholic haze, we agreed ,and after a few hours sleeping off the liquid lunch 

we smartened up and headed ashore in the Liberty boat, landing at the jetty reserved for foreign crews.  
 

The construction of the jetty clearly had ‘protection’ in mind. The construction was ‘T ‘shaped with the base of 

the T built alongside ‘The Bund’ and protected on all sides with wire mesh, as well as a meshed roof. The only 

exit/entrance was by a single door in the fence, just three feet wide, made for easy control of entry or exit. 

 

 
The Bund 1946 - T shaped jetties can be seen but none with a wire cage. 



We found the French club by following a group of French matelots, but it was a far from prepossessing building, 

the interior being dark and rather bleak with bare tables and hard wooden chairs. We expected our friends from 

the Duquesne to make an appearance, but they never did. A sergeant from the French Army asked if he could join 

us, and without waiting for an answer sat down and called the waiter. He ordered three ‘anis’, added water to each 

and said in a bad English accent, ‘bottoms up’, emptied his glass and ordered another round.  

 

That was the evening’s entertainment, drinking ‘anis’ at his expense and listening to his fascinating tales of life 

in the French army. He even spoke Chinese, because when the Japanese invaded China he was cut off from his 

unit and retreated with the Chinese, westwards. Suspicions were that there was a Chinese girl involved but that 

was never confirmed. He continued supping anis till late and any attempt to buy him a drink was met with a scowl 

and muttered threats. 

 

It seems he had received his year’s back pay that day and an inordinate amount of leave owed to him, so he was 

intending to celebrate. We had never seen so much money in one pile anywhere, certainly not in impecunious 

Britain. Our shore leave ended at 23.00hrs and so we bade him ‘au revoir’ and headed back to the ship. Being 

rather the worse for drink ourselves, we had to ask the way and were told to ‘follow the tramlines’. 

 

Marching down the middle of the tramlines, singing like drunken sailors we headed towards the jetty and the 

Liberty boat. We were soon joined by others from the French Club, all heading for the same jetty. The French 

sang rival songs and the noise was such that we didn’t hear the tram approach from behind.  

 

The six or seven members of the Entente Cordiale were in no mood to get out the way. The kerfuffle attracted a 

number of passing Chinese who were watching the impasse from some yards distance. One of the onlookers was 

an attractive Chinese woman who approached one of the drunken Frenchmen, with the view to picking his pocket. 

She failed with her sleight of hand and he grabbed out, throwing her to the ground. The tram following had no 

chance to react and it struck her, probably a fatal blow. The crowd of Chinese suddenly realised what had 

happened and so did the sailors. ‘Run for the jetty’ was the command and off we went, pursued by an increasingly 

large and vociferous mob. What would happen if the gate was locked or unattended, flashed through my mind, 

and the mob were catching us rather too quickly. 

 

Every one of His Majesty’s ships, cruiser and above, carried a contingent of Royal Marines. They were the strong 

arm of the ship’s company, there to guard the ship and carry out any necessary military tasks ashore. One of the 

Marine complement of men on board HMS Newfoundland was a butcher by trade and very broad in the shoulder. 

He was a kindly man, good at his job and not a regular drinker, but when he did drink he became ‘difficult’. 

 

It was his night to be ashore and he was angling to be ‘difficult’, and there he was waiting to return to the ship. 

He had had a disappointing evening as no-one wanted to fight him in the eating house he chose and the girl he 

wanted to keep him company refused him, ‘you are too big for me, take my friend’. The noise of our race to safety 

down the tramlines brought him to the gate, moving aside sailors waiting to return to their ships. The British and 

French matelots made it to the gate, seconds before the mob, but allowing the Marine time to step into the breech. 



He filled the doorway and repelled boarders, hurling the small stature Chinese in all directions, just like carcasses 

of meat. The Shanghai riot squad were not far behind the mob, sirens blaring, whistles shrieking and batons 

twirling, dispersing the crowd and arresting likely culprits. The Chinese carted away their injured and the sailors 

quickly and ‘soberly’ headed back to their ships. The fate of the poor pickpocket was unknown, almost certainly 

dead and may well have ended up in the Whangpo, the fate of so many who met an untimely demise. 

 

Next day, I approached the Sergeant of Marines to tell him the story, or at least the relevant parts, and how his 

butcher marine had saved us all and others who were far more innocently returning from a quiet night ashore. The 

sergeant retold the story to his Lieutenant and the butcher was called. Meet ‘Horatius’, your saviour, said the 

officer and all ended in laughter and handshakes. 

 

That was the end of shore leave in Shanghai and soon I was to move on to more adventures, this time one that had 

the fate of a nation in the hands of myself and my shipmates. We are about to head up the Yangtse River to 

Nanking, in the heart of China, taking with us an Admiral who was on an important diplomatic mission for HM 

Government. Admiral Bruce Fraser’s mission was to hold diplomatic talks with China’s Nationalist leader, 

General Chiang Kei Shek, at a time when the Communists were threatening to take over the country. Revolution 

was in the air and we were to be in the middle of it, but things didn’t quite work out as planned. 

 

The story about HMS Newfoundland’s cruise up the Yangtse River might seem familiar to some, as a not 

dissimilar incident was made into a film in 1957 starring Richard Todd  - The Yangtse Incident: the Story of HMS 

Amethyst. I will give a short summary of this famous incident later, but here is Hugh’s account of his version of 

The Yangtse Incident, the Story of HMS Newfoundland starring Hugh Browning, which took place in May 1946.  

 

 
Hugh on board HMS Newfoundland  - Shanghai. 



Tale Two  - Up the Yellow River or how an entire ship’s company jumped ship  
Desertion is one of the most heinous crimes one can commit in the Royal Navy. The penalties are severe and the 

colloquial term for desertion at sea is to 'jump ship'. Therefore, you may be surprised to hear that that the entire 

ships company of one of His Majesty's cruisers did in fact ‘jump ship' and were congratulated for doing so. 

 

The Commander in Chief of the British Pacific Fleet, Admiral Bruce Fraser, had been requested to meet the leader 

of Peoples republic of China, Generalissimo Chiang Kai Shek, in Nanking, a city which lies 250 miles inland, on 

the banks of the River Yangtse Kiang. The Admiral decided to move his flag from his normal home on HMS. 

Belfast to HMS. Newfoundland because the latter had a shallower draught, which proved to be a wise decision.  

 

In the Spring of 1946, following the Allies peace treaty with Japan, the Red Army of Chairman Mao was beginning 

to take control of large parts of China. However, the USA and Britain supported the existing Republican leadership 

and our voyage inland was to be part of a diplomatic initiative to demonstrate that support. 

 

 
Admiral Bruce Fraser 

 

I was serving on board the cruiser, H.M.S. Newfoundland when we sailed from Shanghai in May 1946, 

accompanied by two ‘C’ class destroyers, for added protection. We were probably the largest vessel and heaviest 

armed flotilla ever to sail up the River Yangtse to Nanking. This might seem to be a re-telling of the famous 

Yangtse Incident, when HMS Amethyst was marooned on a sandbank and took many casualties. In fact, my tale 

is set three years earlier, but our small flotilla could have ended up in similar fashion. 

 

The Yangtse Kiang, in its lower reaches, is a very wide fast flowing river with many sandbanks which tend to 

change shape and position every springtime when the river is in spate. The charts available to us were clear and 

accurate, but they had one slight drawback, they had not been updated since the 1920s, some 25 years earlier and 

it could be safely assumed that the sandbanks had moved and for this reason we had taken a pilot on board, who 

we believed knew where they had moved to. 

 



The scenery in the lower reaches of the Yellow river was flat and monotonous, only punctuated by the myriads 

of small boats, junks, sampans that would appear and disappear without warning. The banks were a long way 

away and it was difficult to tell the motion of the ship against them, our bow wave and the vibration of the ship’s 

engines being the only indication of our progress through the water. When we started up river progress was slow, 

no more than ten or twelve knots and by the second day it was obvious that we would not arrive at the scheduled 

time for the rendezvous, so speed was increased to sixteen knots.  

 

It was my roster to be ‘masthead lookout’ during the first Dog Watch (4pm - 6pm) and my orders were quite clear 

and simple, to report every vessel I observed. Some 60 feet above the waterline the view was tranquil, the river 

was quiet but moving with ominous power. The green of the fields was just observable in the hazy distance and I 

was being distracted from my role by the peacefulness of my surroundings. 

 

The peace was quickly shattered by the shrill of the telephone linking me with the Bridge. I answered, ‘Masthead 

Lookout’! ‘No, you are not said the icy voice that I recognized as the Officer of the Watch. ‘Doesn’t the small 

fishing fleet we have just passed count on your list of ‘every vessel’. ‘Listen lookout, for your information we 

have Communists on one bank and Nationalists on the other and any one of those fishing boats could have been 

carrying soldiers - Keep Your Bloody Eyes Open!’. My attention gripped, I reported dozens of small boats over 

the remainder of my watch. 

 

The third day started off quietly enough with all the normal routine matters being carried out. About mid-morning, 

whilst everyone was about their appointed tasks and the Admiral was seated on a bollard on the quarter deck, 

smoking his favourite pipe, the ship hit a sandbank that wasn’t on any of the charts and no-one, including the 

pilot, had spotted. We came to a fairly abrupt halt, scattering paint pots and sending the galley into chaos. The 

possibilities for injury were legion when a ship’s company of 700 are unexpectedly stopped in their tracks, but 

no-one was seriously hurt. The Admiral was upset for two very good reasons, firstly the sudden stop had jerked 

his pipe out of his mouth and over the side, a point he made to the Captain as soon as he reached the bridge and 

secondly, he was now likely to be late for his appointment in Nanking.  

 

There we were stuck on a sandbank with our escort of two, much smaller ships, wondering what to do. At this 

point the Communists occupied the northern bank of the river and an additional item to improve the atmosphere 

was the lookout reported seeing fully manned artillery units. They did not open fire then or at any time later, but 

this was an almost identical situation HMS Amethyst found herself in 1949. 

 

The ship had been steaming at 16 knots when we came to our abrupt halt and so we were aground for almost half 

her length. The Navigation Officer advised that as the river was low there was still a tidal effect, which was 

encouraging, until he added that the rise and fall was in inches, not the feet we wanted. He also added, with a 

touch of nautical humour, that if we waited till next Spring the snow melt in the Himalayas would float the ship..!  

 



Wires were passed to the destroyers, engines put astern and all that happened was that the wires parted. So, the 

destroyers passed their own wires and the process was repeated, finishing as before with all the wires ending in a 

tangled mess. The next part of the process was to say the least, uncomfortable. We were to de-ammunition ship.  

Now stowing ammunition is easy. Gravity makes it relatively easy to lower things into the ship with little effort 

and the usual way to de-ammunition ship is to load it into the guns and send it into the distance with a loud bang.  

 

There was enough water for the guard vessels to come alongside, although one destroyer did briefly go aground, 

and so shells from "A" and "B" shell room were man-handled into hoists and carried on to the two destroyers 

where they were stacked on deck. It was hard work in a very hot and humid atmosphere, as each shell weighed 

over 100lbs and there were many of them. Everyone helped even the Padre. The destroyers looked odd with the 

shells giving a hedgehog effect to their deck line. If the Communists had known what was happening then one 

shell from the northern bank would have spread  all three vessels across a wide stretch of river. We also pumped 

out what water and fuel we could from the forward tanks to further lighten the ship.  

 

This operation took some time, so it was not until the following morning that further action was required. Then at 

a time that we were led to believe was "High Water" (6" higher than Low Water) all hands were mustered on the 

quarterdeck. The only exceptions were a minimum number of Engine-room staff, the bridge crew and a couple of 

hands tending one of our few remaining wires.  

 

The Commander stood on the aft capstan, in the centre of the quarterdeck, and told us what was going to happen. 

Three things would happen at the same time, the ships engines would be put full astern, the destroyers would pull 

on our remaining wires, and last but by no means least the whole ships company would jump up and down in time 

to the marine drummer-boy’s beat. The briefing by the Commander was given with the greatest of confidence that 

his plan would work and if it didn’t, we were really up the creek without a paddle.  

 

Gathered on the quarterdeck was all the ships company including of course those ancillary members who only 

emerged on to the upper deck, when shore leave was announced, such as writers, storekeepers, galley staff and 

the like. Amongst this august body of men was the chief cook. Without wishing to be anything but accurate, I 

have to say he was a large man, he was big in all directions, his weight was known only to him and a succession 

of broken weighing machines, but like all obese people he had a lovely nature. He happened by chance to be 

standing near to where the Commander was perched on the capstan. His girth was greater than the capstan and 

his arm bigger than the Drummer boy.  

 

The Commander, who was new to the task of jumping the ships company up and down on the hallowed planking 

of the quarterdeck, decided we ought to have a practice session. So before advising the Captain that he was ready 

to "jump ship" we had a practice jump or two. The drum started beating and we all dutifully jumped. We were 

just getting into the swing of it when the Commander stopped us. We assumed he was happy with the dummy run 

and now we would do it for real. Not a bit of it.  

 



The Commander had noted that the chief cook was making a valiant effort to obey the order by heaving himself 

up and down. However, his weight was such that his feet were not leaving the deck because by the time the heave 

had reached his feet, his stomach was on its way down. Instead of the order to jump the Commander said "chef, 

if you don't jump we are all wasting our bloody time".  

 

Next time we jumped for real and with the engines and the destroyers help, we slid quietly off the sandbank into 

deeper water. However, I know and 648 others know, that it was the guffaw of laughter that shook us off the 

sandbank not the jumping or the pulling. Really, that should be the end of the story but it isn't quite. After 

replacing the ammunition and pumping everything back to where it should be we proceeded to Nanking without 

further incident and anchored off the city.  

 

That evening we gave a firework display of sorts during which many crew members lined the side with a hand-

held firework. When the firework was exhausted then the wooden handle was cast over the side into the river. 

Unfortunately, the ships motor cutter was moored alongside and a number of almost exhausted fireworks were 

cast into this boat. The Chinese loved the finale of the burning boat, but not everyone agreed with them!!!  

 

On 20th  July 1946, two months after the Admiral’s parley with the Nationalist leader, Chiang Kai-shek launched 

a large-scale assault on Communist territory, with a total of over a million men. This marked the beginning of the 

final phase of the Chinese Civil war, one that two years later ended in defeat for the Nationalists and the beginning 

of Communist rule in China, under Chairman Mao. The Nationalist leader no doubt made his decision to attack 

based on many criteria, but undoubtedly the support given by the Allies at their meeting in Nanking was crucial. 

 

Few people have ever heard of the ‘Newfoundland incident’, although I was later informed that we did make a 

very small paragraph in the Daily Telegraph. Strange when you come to think of it, because there cannot be many 

instances in the history of the Royal Navy when almost an entire ships company actually ‘JUMPED SHIP’.  

 

Hugh’s mission was accomplished despite the threats of the uncertain waters of the Yellow River and the 

Communists organizing themselves, unseen, along its banks. Fortunately, Hugh was not picked off by a sniper 

while on watch and the Newfoundland was not shelled or mined. 

 

However, fast forward three years and things turned out very differently for HMS Amethyst, because by then the 

Peoples Liberation Army were in control and they declared obsolete any earlier peace treaties signed by the 

Nationalist government. HMS Amethyst was heading for Nanking as a replacement protection vessel for the 

British Embassy there. On 20th April 1949 the ship was shelled by Communist forces on the northern bank, taking 

out the bridge  and power room, disabling all the bridge crew and killing the Lieutenant Commander. The 

coxswain was injured and the ship ended up on a sandbank. With no power, the ship was unable to return fire, but 

a last message was sent to Shanghai on the radio before everything blacked out. 

 

"Under heavy fire. Am aground in approx. position 31.10' North 119.20' East. Large number of casualties". 
 



By the time the shelling stopped 22 men had been killed and 31 wounded. Amethyst had received over 50 hits 

and was holed in several places below the waterline, holes which were plugged with hammocks and bedding. 

 

 
 

Amethyst remained under guard by the PLA for ten weeks, with vital supplies being withheld from the ship. The 

communists (later the People's Republic of China) insisted that it was illegal for Amethyst to cruise the Yangtze. 

 

 
 

On 30th  July 1949 Amethyst slipped her chain and headed downriver in the dark, beginning a 104-mile (167 km) 

dash for freedom running the gauntlet of guns on both banks of the river. She followed the passenger ship ‘Kiang 

Ling Liberation’, in the hope that the observers ashore would not see Amethyst in the dark. When the battery did 

open fire, it was directed at the passenger ship, which was sunk, with heavy civilian casualties. Next morning 

Amethyst made a rendezvous with another British warship and sent the message. ‘Have rejoined the fleet south 

of Woosung. No damage. No casualties. God save the King’. 

 

HMS Newfoundland had been lucky, just an uncomfortable moment on a sandbank, but who knows what would 

have happened if the watching Communists had known that Admiral Bruce Fraser was on board. 



The British Pacific Fleet also had a number of fleet auxiliaries. They included vessels such as tankers, repair ships, 

hospital ships, tugs and even a couple of floating dry docks. Expecting a lengthy stay for their forces afloat in the 

Pacific, the British Admiralty ordered the conversion of two former merchant vessels to become 'amenity ships'. 

One of these was HMS Menestheus which ultimately became a one-of-a-kind, sea-going brewery. 

 

The Menestheus was a modest-sized cargo vessel, had a gross tonnage of 7,715 and a top speed of 14 knots.  

 

 
 

In 1939, the Menestheus was requisitioned by the British Admiralty and converted into a mine-laying vessel. She 

retained her original name, but with the prefix HMS added. In 1942, she was damaged by German bombers while 

laying mines off Iceland and had to be towed into a Scottish port for repairs, where she lay idle.  

 

By the summer of 1945, British supply lines to the Far East were stretched thin and for the men in the British 

Pacific Fleet, beer was a rare luxury. Prime Minister, Winston Churchill decided that the morale of British sailors 

in the Far East should be boosted by having a means of brewing beer in the fleet.  

 

So, in 1944, HMS Menestheus was placed back in commission as a unit of the Royal Fleet Auxiliary Service, 

operated by a mercantile crew. Her beer-making plant was a one-of-a-kind installation, with distilled sea water 

being used for brewing purposes. A 55-barrel capacity copper brewing kettle was installed, in her forward hold 

and the brewery had a capacity of 250 barrels of beer a week. The first test batch of beer was made onboard on 

the last day of 1945.  

 

The Menestheus sailed in early 1946, from Canada to Yokohama, Shanghai and Hong Kong, with brewing taking 

place at sea between visits to these ports. Brewing was managed by a Lt. Commander, who in peacetime had been 

a professional brew master in England. During the amenity ship's brief tour of the Far East, over half a million 

pints of ale were dispensed to Royal Navy sailors. Hugh certainly tasted the ship’s brew and may even have 

attended an event on board as she was also fitted out as an entertainment centre, with large dining suite, ballroom 

and 350 seat theatre that could hold plays or be used as a cinema. The Menestheus, it seems played an important 

role in Admiral Fraser’s goodwill missions and the following account adds background to Hugh’s Yangtse story. 

 



President Harry Truman, American leader after the death of F.D. Roosevelt was intent on achieving a peace treaty 

between the Chinese Nationalists and the Communists. He sent General George Marshal to China who negotiated 

peace treaties that lasted from January to June in 1946. Concurrently, Admiral Fraser organized Royal Navy 

goodwill visits to various Chinese cities to ‘show the flag’. These began in January with a visit to Amoy, north of 

Hong Kong, and in April visits to Chinese and Japanese ports on board the cruiser, Swiftsure.  

 

The Menestheus proved to be an essential part of this mission with Admiral Fraser hosting a party for 400 guests, 

in Shanghai, who included leading members of the American and Chinese navies, plus representatives of the 

French and Russian governments. The cinema and the beer, both proved popular with the sailors, so the 

Menestheus was a roaring success, as Churchill had hoped it would be. 

 

This is the point the Admiral transferred to the Newfoundland. There are two extra snippets to add to Dad’s 

account. The local pilot on board, who was there to help navigate through the  shifting sands of the Yellow River, 

advised that there was deep water ahead and so the Newfoundland increased speed at the exact moment she hit 

the sand bank. While she was there a small Chinese motor boat came offshore and asked whether they would be 

staying there overnight? The answer was not recorded..! 

 

Once in Nanking, the Royal Marines band gave their customary display and talks were held with Nationalist 

leader, Chang Kai Shek and General Marshall, who was also present. On his return to Shanghai, Admiral Fraser 

continued his goodwill tour, moving on to Tokyo and finally to Hong Kong on 17th May, where a huge social 

event for all ranks was held on the Menestheus, organized as a farewell party, because Fraser was soon to be 

leaving his role as Commander-in-Chief of the Pacific Fleet.  

 

While in Hong Kong, the Newfoundland undertook a refit, which began in June 1946. This coincided with Hugh’s 

promotion, because on his eighteenth birthday, 22nd June 1946, he was promoted from Boy seaman to Able 

Seaman and so officially began his 12 year of service. He was also recommended for accelerated advancement in 

the ranks, which meant he was on target to ‘climb through the hawse-hole’. Hugh remained in Hong Kong for six 

weeks, until the Newfoundland sailed again. There were the usual shipboard duties to perform, guard duty, man 

on watch and there was also opportunity for some recreation.  

 

 
On duty in Hong Kong 



HMS Newfoundland, with Hugh aboard, rejoined the Pacific squadron on 15th July and was deployed in Japanese 

waters and continued with these patrolling and support duties during August and September.  

 

 
On watch in Yokohama 

 

 
Day trip to Kamakura 

 

As a fully qualified seaman, Hugh was now used to the daily routine of life at sea and he was also learning the 

theory and practical skills of his role. On 5th Oct 1946, he passed his exam as a QDC (Qualified Deck Crew) and 

on 8th Oct he completed his ‘TR’ exam, which were to be his last contributions to life on board the Newfoundland. 

 



 
Living conditions could be described as ‘cosy’ 

 

On 10th Oct 1946, Hugh was posted to HMS Tamar, which was the shore station in Hong Kong. His redeployment 

could have been part of Hugh’s development because of his promotion, but became essential because on 28th 

October, HMS Newfoundland was placed in reserve and was prepared to return to the UK. 

 

         
  Mills, Smith, Browning, Cameron on top Lion Mountain  

 

Hugh seems to have spent some time stationed in Hong Kong during June/July 1946 and again in October. 

There are photos of an excursion to Mount Lion, after he had joined his next ship, and there was also something 

romantic afoot, which has hovered below the surface all these years. More of that later. 

 

His next seaborne posting was to HMS Cossack. (R57) , a ‘C’ class destroyer and leader of the 8th Destroyer 

flotilla. HMS Cossack was deployed cruising along the Japanese coast and Indonesian Islands. 

 



 
HMS Cossack - Inland Sea, Japan 1946 

 

 

    
       Keeping warm on Watch Duty                Deck hands 

 

 



    
  HMS Cossack entering harbor.    Coxswain duties 

 

Hugh’s final story of life at sea was during his time on HMS Cossack. This story is again very similar to an event 

that took place a couple of years later. Both tell the tale of a disabled Chinese coaster rescued by the Royal Navy. 

However, they were two completely separate events, one the SS Tai Tung and the other SS Ling Yung. 

 

This is the story of the rescue and salvage of the SS Tai Tung. 

 

An Unexpected Bonus 
We had just returned to Hong Kong after several weeks at sea. How it happened is a mystery, but we had a case 

of smallpox on board. This was an unusual event at any time because everyone in the Senior Service is usually so 

full of de-bugging serum there is no room for nasty germs. However, several crew on board had evaded the ‘Jab’ 

and one of them had caught the ‘pox’ and passed it on to others. The result of this was that the ship was quarantined 

and we were sent to Mirs Bay, small desolate stretch of beach, some miles from the fleshpots of Hong Kong, to 

which end we had all been counting the days. 

 

 
Quarantine - Mirs Bay 



Now there were more days to count, because every new case meant another 15 days of isolation and several times 

we reached ten days before the next case reared its ugly head and we started again. We were completely isolated, 

even our supplies were landed on the adjacent beach and collected by us when the delivery boat was well clear. 

 

              
  Quarantine menu for the day             Boredom 

 

Things were found for us to do. We held sailing races, swimming races, running races on the deserted beach, but 

it was not long before boredom set in. Then someone in authority had a ‘good idea’ and we were made Duty Boat. 

Our Captain was probably the instigator of the plan as being flotilla leader he needed to set an example. He also 

had 200 men on board with nothing much to do except play games or paint anything that didn’t move.  

 

 
Passing the time 



The duty boat was usually there to do the job of ‘go-for’, (go for this and go for that), the unplanned activities that 

needed doing at short notice to keep the fleet operational. Apart from avoiding coming into contact with other 

people, there was no reason why we could not carry out any other duties assigned to us. 

 

It was the tail end of the typhoon season and the weather looked a bit like us, dull and listless with a lowering 

brassy sky. We had flashed up the boilers and were on two hours notice to sail, when the call came that removed 

the boredom and replaced it with frantic activity, at least for some of us. 

 

A small oil tanker, the SS. Tai Tung had met with bad weather, ‘a bit of a blow’, we were told and had been 

disabled. She was now drifting out of control, at the mercy of wind and sea, towards the coast. Not to worry too 

much because she had many miles to drift and we were on our way. After a day and a half of hard steaming 

through the typhoon, which was HQ’s version of a ‘bit of a blow’, we found her. The steaming was hard, heavy 

seas, winds up to 90 knots which blew the tops off the waves and the spray was like machine-gun fire. The ship 

was constantly rising on the wave and being slammed down in the trough, before the next one arrived.  

 

At one point the mess deck was awash because someone had failed to close a ventilating shaft until it was slightly 

too late, many gallons of China Sea too late. This meant that the atmosphere below decks became steamy, which 

turned into a foul putrid smell. Oh, for those races on that deserted beach and blissful days with nothing to do..! 

 

After this feat of endurance, when we found the Tai Tung she was, according to our navigating officer, less than 

an hour from going on the rocks. We were told to prepare to ‘tow aft’, meaning we had to prepare our largest wire 

hawser on the quarterdeck, ready to be deployed. This was to do the towing, but we also had to prepare a ‘grass 

line’ (a light rope), and a Coston Gunline, a brass rod with thin, strong line coiled up in a box to avoid snags. 

These graduated lines are then joined together and fired across the target ship’s bow using an adapted 303 rifle. 

 

Preparing this on a pitching, rolling ship was not easy but nothing compared with putting our vessel in the correct 

place to complete the operation. I still wonder at the several acts of superb seamanship which followed. The most 

remarkable being the way our Captain held the ship to windward of the stricken vessel, at a distance of some 50 

yards, a feat in itself in mountainous waves and winds gusting from 70 to 90 knots. The Gunner’s mate was the 

man responsible for firing the Coston Gun and he was successful first time, although he had prepared a back-up 

line, just in case the first one failed. The line was hauled in slowly by the Tai Tung crew, followed by a stronger 

rope and then by the wire hawser. All of this took time and we were drifting closer and closer to the coast and 

disaster. We were far too busy to notice that the coast was becoming vaguely visible through the spray and what 

had become incessant rain.  

 

The tension of the lines between the two ships was critical and a heavy wave on a slack hawser could part the 

wire. My job was to feed out the hawser and all was going well till a Chief Petty Officer appeared on the scene 

and decided he could do a better job. In fact, he ended up doing the work while I coached him as to when to deploy 

more cable. Slowly, very slowly the Cossack towed her salvage vessel clear of the rocks.  

 



Much whooping and hollering from the Tai Tung crew followed, relieved that their ship and probably their lives 

had been saved. Eventually a tug came and relieved us of our tow and we returned to the tranquility of Mirs Bay. 

 

 
SS Tai Tung in Mirs bay 

 

Destroyers didn’t normally carry a doctor but as flotilla leader we had one. He calculated we only had a couple of 

days left of our isolation, assuming no one else reported sick, and no-one did. We sailed back to Hong Kong with 

a huge yellow bug at the masthead, dressed overall with as much bunting as we could find. However, my luck 

was still out, as the duty roster showed me as Duty Quartermaster and it was another 24 hours before I could 

manage any shore leave. 

 

 
HMS Cossack 

 



Some months later I attended an Examining Board as the first step into obtaining a commission. It was an imposing 

array of gold braid that I faced as I entered the Admiral’s cabin on board HMS Belfast. After a few introductory 

questions I was asked to describe our successful salvage of the Tai Tung. The board gave me a glowing 

recommendation and three years later, after I had left the service of HM, I received my share of the salvage money 

- the princely sum of £2 19s 1d - an unexpected bonus.’ 

 

That is the end of Hugh’s three tales of life at sea, but there was still plenty more excitement to come and plenty 

of disappointment. He remained on HMS Cossack and continued his overly rapid climb up through the hawse-

hole and on 31st Dec 1946 Hugh was given a temporary promotion to Leading Seaman. A week later, on 7th Jan 

1947, he passed his proficiency examination for Leading Seaman, described as a good pass. His time on HMS 

Cossack ended on 16th June 1947 and he was posted to his home port of Chatham, in naval parlance known as 

HMS Pembroke, where he remained till 5th September 1947. During that time, on 3rd August, his promotion to 

Leading Seaman was made permanent. 

 

This was a few days before his officer selection panel, which took place on HMS Belfast on 20th August. Here 

Dad had to convince an array of Naval top brass that he was suitable Officer material and he used his experiences 

of salvaging the Tai Tung and during the Yangtse Incident to convince them, at some length..!! 

 

Promotion to officer from the ranks had its origin in 1912, when Admiral Prince Louis of Battenburg, the First 

Sea Lord,  initiated a scheme to allow Royal Naval Ratings the chance to gain a commission at a relatively young 

age and so be able to compete for promotion to the highest ranks. From 1932 onwards, the scheme became known 

as the Upper Yardman Scheme, those successful being promoted to the rank of sub-lieutenant. The term ‘Upper 

Yardman’ refers to the days of sail where the smartest and bravest of seamen manned the upper yards and its 

adoption served to reinforce the superiority of the officer candidates to the rest of the lower-deck and suggested 

officer-like qualities of courage and seamanship skill.  

 

Selection for training as an upper yardman starts with a recommendation from a divisional officer that a rating be 

considered as a CW (Commissions and Warrants) Candidate. If this is approved by the captain of the prospective 

candidate's ship, he commences a year's probation and then appears before the Admiralty Interview Board  for 

consideration for acceptance. Successful candidates then commence training lasting a year or more, those who 

pass being promoted to acting sub-lieutenant. Since the inauguration of the scheme, upper yardmen training has 

taken place in shore establishments especially commissioned for that purpose. 

 

Hugh had jumped through all these hoops in the minimum amount of time and the way ahead seemed clear. He 

must have had positive recommendations from both his ship’s captains and satisfied the selection board. 

 

What happened next is far from clear and this may be one story or maybe two. 

 

 



Hugh was posted to HMS Hawke to begin his officer training on 6th September 1947, when he was 19 years and 

two months old and only 14 months after becoming an Able Seaman and beginning his 12 year service. The 

promotion to Leading Seaman had been rapid, after only six months, and was made permanent, probably to give 

him a greater chance with the interview board.  

 

HMS Hawke was a shore training establishment located at Exbury House, near Southampton in Hampshire. 

However, after only four weeks Hugh left the course, on 3rd October 1947. His record says ‘Forms CW 

(Commissions & Warrants) destroyed’.  

 

   
 

Clearly, something had gone seriously wrong and his sister, Honor, suggested that he might have been 

insubordinate to a senior officer. That seems unlikely to me because he had already spent several years in both 

the sea cadets, the training school on the Isle of Man and 18 months at sea, aboard two leading ships of the fleet.  

 

He had passed through these challengers with flying colours and till that moment, his naval career had been 

onwards and upwards, at meteoric speed. His dry sense of humour may have been to blame, but more likely an 

inability to relate to others on the course. Honor heard that he was told he was too young to be on the scheme, 

something she didn’t believe because they were very aware of his age and progression. More likely is they meant 

his abilities were not in line with the personal maturity needed to be an officer. 

 

Officers entering the Royal Navy via Dartmouth College were chosen mainly from the families of the landed 

gentry, usually wealthy, educated at public school or by private tutor. Often they were the sons of naval officers, 

sometimes going back three or four generations. Hugh had none of these advantages, but he did have a quick brain 

and a capacity for hard work, attributes often lacking in the Officer Class. It may well have been his social 

immaturity and inability to integrate with the other candidates that caused him to be released. The rapid climb 

through the hawse-hole had come to an abrupt and bitter end. 

 

They were not doubting his competence as a sailor, however, which suggests this was not a disciplinary matter, 

but one of suitability for officer material. Those in charge at Exbury House must have thought he was not suitable 

to be a leader of men, but in his post naval career, he proved the opposite to be true, spending 30 years rising to 

senior management positions in several major institutions. 



According to Honor, the terrible disappointment affected his health and he had to face another ten years service, 

with no chance of achieving his ambition. Reaching the rank of petty officer was still a possibility, so that became 

the next goal. Destroying his CW forms and removing them from his record could be seen as giving him a chance 

to move forward. Hugh was then posted back to HMS Pembroke which according to his record lasted from 4th till 

16th October 1947 and then he was sent to begin radar training in Sheerness. 

 

However, these dates give us a problem. 

 

Dad related a story to me, many times, about an incident relating to a promotion examination that was lost and in 

the last year of his life, we learnt about a horrific event, that seems to haunted him all his adult life, when a 

colleague on duty beside him was killed whilst they were out on routine patrol. We know the location of both 

events but not when, and trying to splice them into his naval record has been a challenge. 

 

The promotion examination took place in the Captain’s cabin on board a ship moored a couple of hundred miles 

north of Singapore. My impression was it was a petty officer exam but that is only a thought. The exam had to be 

assessed in Singapore, so was sent by plane from an aircraft carrier. The plane took off and was never seen again 

and nor were his exam papers. So, it was put to him that he must fly to Singapore to re-sit the exam, as there were 

no duplicate papers on board. Dad refused, as he told me he had a fear of flying, something he passed on to me. 

The plane he was scheduled to take, took off and was never seen again…!! 

 

Was this a re-telling the incident of his removal from the officer training scheme, or was this a later piece of 

Browning bad luck, or as it turned out, good fortune. The refusal to fly would not have gone down well for 

someone eager to move up the promotion ladder. 

 

The more horrific of the two events was one only discovered when Dad came to live with us in Devon. He would 

wake us during the night, shouting out as though he was re-living a nightmare. This it seems had been happening 

for years and was a symptom of Post-Traumatic Stress Disorder going back to an event nearly 70 years before. 

 

Hugh’s story was that he was one of a small crew of six seamen, on board one of the Royal Navy Motor Fishing 

Vessels, which were used for routine patrols and for ‘stop and search’ in areas of arms smuggling or clandestine 

activity. He said this was off the coast of Palestine, which at the time was a flashpoint between the British and the 

Jewish terrorists, who were fighting to gain their nation state.  

 

The conflict began in Palestine soon after WW2 ended in 1945 and carried on till the State of Israel was declared 

in 1948. Britain had run Palestine as a protectorate, which is why the Royal Navy were involved in patrolling the 

coast. The MVF would have had a crew of only six, and so when they approached a suspicious vessel, two men 

would have controlled the boat, two acting as guards and two checking the identity of those on board the vessel. 

We never had a long and lucid talk about the incident, but it seems Hugh and his colleague were the two sailors 

who were to question the occupants and potentially search the boat. As soon as they boarded the other sailor was 

attacked by a man with a machete and decapitated. We must presume he was shot dead by the guards. 



 

     
 

If that was indeed what happened, then it would have been a most traumatic experience, but there was absolutely 

so evidence to support this event in his records. I was never able to sit down with him and go through the records 

together, and his account was only an anecdote passed on, quite separately, to two other people, but not to me. 

 

So, if it were true, I thought there might be a naval record to back him up, as there is a complete inventory of 

Royal Navy casualties for the post war period and I found an entry which almost exactly matched Hugh’s story. 

 

11th Oct 1947 - Death: Petty Officer Thomas Joseph Drury-Smith  C/JX 157118  Age 25 

           Motor Fishing Vessel (MFV 101)  On patrol in Palestine. 

 

There are no other similar records or even any that could be confused for this one and so my conclusion is that 

this was incident which caused Hugh such anxiety for the rest of his life. 

 

Now we have a problem, because this event took place just seven days after Hugh had left the officers course and 

been re-assigned back to HMS Pembroke (Chatham). You might also ask how he could be on an MFV, checking 

for terrorists off the coast of Palestine. He also needed to be back in Sheerness on 17th October, only a week after 

the Palestine incident, to begin his Radar training. 

 

From a detective’s point of view at least, we know he was not in the middle of a long term posting in the Far East, 

which would have made it impossible to be in two places at once. We also know that Hugh never returned, ‘East 

of Suez’, so both events, the plane crashes and the horrors on the MFV had happened by now. 

 

Thomas Drury-Smith was killed on 11th October, so it would have been very possible for Hugh to have returned 

to base in Chatham by 16th October, to be immediately posted to Sheerness. It would seem likely that he was 

actually on his way back from further east, maybe that was ‘work experience’ as part of his officer training. 

 

His original posting to Sydney on board HMS Ocean is never mentioned specifically in his naval record and it 

would seem that our next posting begins as soon as you leave the last one. So, Hugh left the Isle of Man on 21st 

November 1945, but his record says he was posted to the Golden Hind a day later, yet didn’t reach the base in 

Sydney till 22nd December, a month later. 



So, was it the plane crash that destroyed Hugh’s exam papers, the same incident as described in his officer record. 

His refusal to fly to re-take then meant he was sent back to Chatham and en-route was given a duty on the MFV 

in Palestine. The horrific incident then meant he was shipped back to the UK immediately. 

 

His naval records are a record of what happened, in retrospect, and give no indication about Hugh’s original 

planned schedule. Did the Officer training at Exbury House begin with four weeks of bookwork, or did it, like 

many training courses I have experienced, begin with ‘work experience’, observing in the field. 

 

This conundrum might never be solved, but we do know next that on 17th October 1947 Hugh became a radar 

plotter, posted to HMS Wildfire with a rank of RP3. Wildfire had only come into operation two weeks earlier, on 

1st October ( sometimes known as Pembroke II), after it was amalgamated with VECTOR, another 

communications training centre, to become the Radar Plotter Training School. 

 

 
HMS Wildfire in Sheerness 

 

This was very different from the life of an officer but did capitalize on Dad’s mathematical abilities, which must 

have been obvious from his assessment. This remained his posting until June 1948 when on 11th June he was 

promoted to RP2 and posted to the radar school at HMS Dryad, located at Southwick House, near Southampton. 

This was a two week theory course before moving on to HMS Boxer (F121), a radar training ship for ten days of 

practical exercises.  

 



 
HMS Boxer - radar training ship 

 

Dad related two stories about his time as a radar plotter. On one occasion they were testing a new weapon guidance 

system and the target was a drone being towed by a small aircraft. Instead of hitting the drone they blew the tail 

off the aircraft. Luckily the pilot was able to ditch the plane in the sea and survived.  

 

Radar was in its very early stages of development at the time, with massive progress being made by all sides 

throughout WW2. Radar could be used as a weapons guidance system that linked to a Precision Ranging Panel. 

Systems were also being used to improve navigation, but  were liable to give false positives. One plotter reported 

finding a large island in the middle of the ocean, but when this was reported to the lookout on deck, there was 

nothing to be seen. The ‘island’ was then named after the ‘plotter’ who found it and he was given plenty of joshing 

by his shipmates. 

 

There is also a photo of Hugh taking part in field gun practice, which probably took place during this period. 

 

 
Hugh is the one about to signal  -‘bang’ 

 



Hugh’s training ended on 9th July 1948, when he was posted to HMS Cleopatra (33), a Dido class light cruiser, 

6000 tons with 480 crew. She had been commissioned in December 1941 and had joined the Home Fleet after 

being present in Tokyo Bay during the Japanese surrender. This was to be Hugh’s final posting at sea, and one 

that was to create a lifelong passion for the West Indies, one that he managed to satiate in his final years.  

 

HMS Cleopatra was part of the Second Cruiser squadron of the Home Fleet, that was to make a goodwill tour to 

the West Indies in the autumn of 1948. This was part of the British government’s attempt to reconnect with its 

Empire and to wave the Union Jack in a friendly fashion, after six years of war. Dad mentioned this cruise many 

times, but there was no detail of the voyage in his papers. However, another seaman in the fleet kept a diary and 

so I have been able to track the exploits of Hugh and the Cleopatra. They were certainly on a goodwill mission..! 

 

HMS Cleopatra left Portland on 23rd Sept 1948 with the battleship, Duke of York, cruisers Diadem and Sirius, 

and aircraft carrier Theseus, plus various support vessels, including oiling tankers.  

 

 
 

This was only six days after a great tragedy had occurred at Portland Harbour, which clearly demonstrates the 

hazards of life at sea, particularly for the young and inexperienced seamen. 28 Naval ratings and a midshipman 

lost their lives when a liberty launch from the aircraft carrier H.M.S. Illustrious, sank in a gale in Portland Harbour. 

The launch was making her way from Weymouth to the Illustrious in the teeth of a south-westerly gale. About 20 

men survived the tragedy, being either picked up by other boats or managing to swim to the carrier. Some owed 

their lives to the courage of men from the carrier who plunged into the sea to pick them up. Illustrious was not to 

be part of the West Indies cruise, but there must have been a great feeling of melancholy amongst all the Home 

Fleet seaman, losing so many young comrades and so close to home. 

 

The Cruiser Squadron had to be at operational readiness at all times and the cruise to the West Indies was to be 

punctuated by a number of naval exercises. The first was held soon after departure, with several days of mock 

attacks by air and submarine to test the Fleet defenses. There had even been a question in the House of Commons 

about whether this cruise was necessary and whether the Royal Navy could afford the fuel for what was seen as a 

goodwill operation, so the naval exercises were used to justify the expenditure. 



23 Sept - depart Portland. Major exercises in the Western Approaches to English Channel 

28 Sept – Santa Maria in the Azores. Evening when moored - Hands allowed to bathe off the ship. 

30 Sept – fuelled by Wave Sovereign 

 

Dad told me he was in charge of the ship’s radar room, and this claim is given substance, because on 1st Oct 1948 

he had notification that he passed Part One of his Petty Officer exams, and took on the rank of ‘acting petty officer’ 

for the remainder of the voyage. 

 

3 Oct – Fuelled by Wave Baron – Bathe  from 5 till 6, but two ratings stung by Portuguese man of war 

 

 
 

4 to 7 Oct – more exercises during transit – weather rough at times.  

8 Oct - newspaper reporters on board but unable to transfer between ships during bad weather. 

9 Oct – arrived Trinidad via Gulf of Paria and Boca de Huevos channel. Cleopatra narrowly avoided collision 

 with destroyers after she stopped suddenly due to loss of oil pressure. Entered San Fernando. Visit by 

 Mayor and local dignitaries and open to further visitors on 10 Oct. Perfect weather and a perfect arrival. 

 Various official receptions for officers. Dance for ratings at PAP Club – 150 from Cleo – drunken ratings 

 returning till late. 

 

Nothing recorded in diary between 10th Oct  and 23rd Oct. 

 

Seems that Cleopatra remained in San Fernando during this period and was visited by First Sea Lord. For this 

event the crew had ‘hat waving’ practice, repeated until perfect. The crew were given plenty of shore leave and 

drank too much. Tickets were provided for two free bottles of beer a day. There were shore excursions for those 

interested and several of the wealthy plantation owners took sailors back to their homes for food and drink. The 

festivities clearly explain why the diarist was unable to write for two weeks.! 



 

22 Oct - moved on to Tobago - Shore leave and again sailors had too much to drink. 

 

Left on 25 Oct heading for St Vincent. (Kingstown) 

 Shore leave in evening for some – ‘lads ashore came back with plenty of stories of women and a pint of 

 rum at one shilling a pint.’ 

 

27 Oct - still in Kingstown – shore leave. 

30 Oct - sailors borrowed a boat to get back to ship but had no plug and sank. Had to pay £30 compensation. 

2 Nov - moved on to St Lucia but delayed by picking up a second anchor of 1805 vintage. 

 

3 Nov - arrived Castries - Great reception from locals at Soufriere, all out to greet.  

Ship was open to visitors from 2 till 5 and whole town took advantage. 

 

4 Nov - ship open again 

 

5 Nov - Americans arrive delivering Canadian flour and codfish.   

‘Girls whistling at the sailors and asking if you want them’. Day rate work for unloading vessels was 52 

cents an hour. US ships paid higher wages than British. 

 

6 Nov - march past Cenotaph, fireworks and a football match against team of Martinique - 3000 watching. 

8 Nov - left Castries 

9 Nov - arrived Montserrat 

11 Nov - two ratings from HMS Barrosa sailed ships dinghy in afternoon, but still not found at midnight. 

Cocktail party for 75 guests 

 

12 Nov - at sea searching for dinghy - helped by American naval air base.  

13 Nov - still no sign of dinghy after further search 

14 Nov - football  - Cleopatra v locals - 3-0 

15 Nov - sailed for Virgin Islands - boy seaman Mould lost over the side 

16 Nov - arrived Tortola Beef Island - no shore leave 

17 Nov - found that Mould had swum ashore and been picked up by Marines 

18 Nov - returned to St Thomas Island and then to Bermuda. 

19 Nov - passage to Bermuda - exercise with Americans 

21 Nov - arrived at Bermuda - tied up at US Naval base 

28 Nov - left Bermuda - return passage to UK 

29 Nov - heavy weather, exercises with fleet. 

30 Nov - heavy weather, ship rolling badly. 

1 Dec - heavy swell continues - ‘Operation Cabbage’. 

2 Dec - ship still rolling. Rehearsal for ‘Operation Chicken’ 



4 Dec - Operation Chicken cancelled due to bad weather. Exercise revised as a night encounter.  

 23 ships in the fleet - battling against the elements. 

5 Dec - Gale force 8 - transfer of mail and stores 

6 Dec -  Destroyers struggling with the weather - ‘Operation Sunrise’ 

7 Dec - San Miguel Channel in Azores - more exercises using submarines and aircraft. 

8 till 9 Dec - more exercises. 

10 Dec - exercise for dropping of atom bomb on fleet. 

11 Dec - terrible weather - Atom bomb dropped in exercise - English coast just visible.  

 Exercise to bombard Plymouth - then turned for home up the channel. 

 

12 Dec - arrived back in Sheerness. 

 

On his return to Chatham, Hugh was assessed for character & efficiency and given a rating of ‘under 3 months’.  

 

From 14th Dec 1948 to 6th Jan 1949 he was posted to HMS Pembroke, his home base at Chatham. 

 

On 7th  Jan 1949, Hugh was again assessed for fitness, again a rating of ‘under 3 months’.  

 

He was assessed again on 4th March and on 6th May was discharged as being ‘below level of physical standard’.  

 

He was given a gratuity when he left and his conduct record throughout this time was always ‘Very Good’.  

 

A few months later, on 28th Feb 1950, Hugh received a salvage award for SS Tai Tung , the sum of £2 19s 1d. 

 

Dad always told me he was invalided out of the Navy because of an injured right knee, sustained while playing 

hockey for Southern Command, which seemed to be his major occupation when he was stationed at Chatham and 

Sheerness. He certainly did have a dodgy knee, which caused him a slight problem later in life. However, Honor’s 

assessment proved to be correct and his mental state made him unsuitable for further service, although this was 

never mentioned on his discharge papers. Very late in life he told my wife and Aussie cousin, David, that he had 

seen some ‘terrible things’ and told his brother-in-law, Colin, that ‘he had had enough’.  

 

A naval career that started so brightly and with such great hopes and ambitions, ended prematurely after only four 

years and eight months. Despite the war being over before Hugh was posted to sea, he experienced an eventful 

and action packed few years, ones which was to prove influential for the rest of his life. 

 

Even during Hugh’s final years, when living in Devon, long after he had retired from work, Dad stuck to his daily 

‘naval routine’, rising at the same time each morning with ablutions kept to naval standards. He was always well 

dressed and kept an orderly house, famous for his reliability and punctuality.  

 

The Royal Navy proved to be a good training ground and set the standards which led to a successful future. 


