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Chairman’s Chatter – Ken Satterthwaite. 

 

 I said in my last chatter we would be moaning about the rain and 

outside it is ‘raining cats and dogs’ what a change. I have also just 

returned from a funeral in Erith of the late Commander John 

Mankerty RN.OBE a Gunnery Officer who was a GI in his past and 

there was a good representation of EX-GI’s at the church.   I also 

have had the sad duty of attending Jack Price our late Vice 

Chairman’s funeral last week where I was proud to carry our standard 

for him, more about that in this newsletter further on. Furthermore as 

I said in my last chatter that Admiral Jim’s memorial service was to 

take place October 3rd and those members other than me are attending 

so I am sure there is a report in the newsletter, enough of the sad 

news. 

It has been a good year for me being my 80th year on this planet. I 

celebrated it with family & friends at a party in the wardroom on 

HMS Belfast, the only way I would be destined to be in that hallowed 

place. I also was invited to a Buckingham Palace Garden Party (see 

Pages 13 - 17 of this newsletter) with finally a 25 day cruise across 

the pond to the East coast of America & Canada, and did not have to 

keep the middle watch.  One of the ports of call was Halifax and I 

had decided that we would visit the Maritime Museum there as 

‘HMCS Sackville’, the last known flower class corvette was part of 

the museum.   So I dragged my good lady along the boardwalk, about 

a mile to the museum and low and behold the berth was empty, on 

enquiring in the museum I was informed she was in the adjacent 

Canadian Navy Yard under major refurbishment, I was very 

disappointed to say the least, but pleased that money was being spent 

on her refurbishment for future generations to see. The Museum was 

well worth a visit anyway. 

Christmas & the New Year are almost upon us and I hope you have 

all enjoyed 2018 as much as I have and that 2019 will bring you 

greater pleasures in life. Don’t forget our reunion for 2019 is a 

different venue and our Secretary Debbie is organising it without the 

help of IOW Tours so help her to help you get your bookings in early. 

That’s all folks - as the gun communication number reported looking 

down the barrel of the gun ‘Cordite burning brightly, projectile on its 
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way, this will probably be my last report’. 
 

 “Year’s end is neither an end nor a beginning but a going on, with 

all the wisdom that experience can in still in us”-Hal Borland (1964). 

 

 

.”Ken Satterthwaite               The Navy’s Here’. 

 

 

 

_______________________________________________________ 

 

MEMBERSHIP MATTERS  

 

Report by the Membership Secretary .    

Somehow an error had crept into the numbers reported previously this 
year but, after checking, double checking and checking again, those 
given now are 100% correct.   So here we go with present situation. 

Membership stands at:- 

Ship Members 46 
Associate Members 29 
Life Members   5 
Hon Members   5 
 
                          Total  85 

Since 1st May (Association year start), we have lost 13 Members 

Ship Members 4 passed over the bar 
               2 asked to be taken off the list due to illness 

Life Member 5 passed over the bar (One is assumed as letter        
    returned unknown) 
Assoc Member 2 Lapsed on non-payment of subs 

Our White Ensign has been gratefully received and used at two of the 

funerals 

As I mentioned in the last Newsletter it would be kind of you, as time 

4 



passes and your circumstances change, if you or relatives could let us 
know your situation. We do not want to lose Members and anyone 
deleted will be cheerfully welcomed back. 

Also please give thought to who will take over from me as I indicated 

at the AGM that I will be standing down as Membership Secretary at 

2019 Reunion.   Could it be you? 

      Doug Parkinson 

_______________________________________________________ 
  

OBITUARIES 
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Shipmate Jack Race 
 
Shipmate Jack, aka 

John Dennis Race, 

passed over the bar on 

23rd October, aged 91. 

 

He served in D57 as a 

Signalman 1946-48 and 

had been a member of 

the Association since 

1994. 

 

The funeral service was 

held at St. Paul’s 

Church, Alverthorpe on 

13th November followed by burial at Sugar Lane Cemetary, Wakefield.   S/M 

John Bishop and his wife Jo were there and the coffin was covered by our 

White Ensign (provided by our Membership Secretary). 

 

Unusually for a Naval funeral, members of the RAF Association were also in 

attendance,   This was explained in a letter from Jack’s son Grahame when re-

turning the ensign.   Jack had also served in the RAF although he didn’t say 

when.   Probably he was called up near the end of WW2 and joined the Navy 

to see the world after he was released. 

 

Jack always loved coming to our reunions and did so right up to that in 2017.   

He’ll be very much missed, 



 

May these, our departed Shipmates, now find a safe 

anchorage for evermore 
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Shipmate Jack Price 
  

Shipmate Jack passed over the bar on 6th November, his health hav-

ing been deteriorating for some time.   Our Chairman Ken and Stan-

dard Bearer Martin Loughlin attended the funeral, Ken carrying our 

Association standard and Martin carrying that of Watford RNA. 
 

Our sincere condolences go to his wife Pam and their family.    
 

Jack joined the Navy as a Boy at GANGES in January 1947 and after 

passing out spent time in ULSTER in the Training Flotilla before be-

ing drafted to LOCH ARKAIG in the 4th Escort Group.   Rated Or-

dinary Seaman he then went on the RP3 course for his specialisation.   

Next came GABBARD in the 5th D,F., in the Home Fleet, rated Able 

Seaman and then a short spell in DUNCANSBY HEAD, part of the 

Reserve Fleet at Sheerness before he was off to DRYAD for the RP2 

course. 
 

Early in 1952 he caught the slow boat to China (the troopship) and 

joined COSSACK. 
 

(I don’t know whether he became Postie straight away or whether 

that came later but, whenever it was, he became a very important 

person to me.    I’d joined the ship in 1951, having left behind my 

wife of less than 2 years and a baby son of 6 weeks old.   There were 

no telephones, Skype, etc in those days and letters were the only way 

to keep in touch with one’s nearest and dearest.   Margaret and I 

wrote to each other almost every day so the arrival of the post was 

that life-line with home. - Peter Harrison)     
 

Jack, having been rated up to Leading Seaman in 1954, left the ship 

in 1955, returning to the UK.   His 7 years with the Fleet were up and 

he was then discharged to the RFR.   He was rated Petty Officer 

whilst in the RFR. 
 

He spent his working life after the Navy in the insurance business. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
The service was held at Britannia Royal Naval College Dartmouth on 

3 October and was attended by 10 (including spouses) from the HMS 

Cossack Association.  The Standards of the Cossack Association and 

that of HMS Belfast were laid on the High Altar together with Admi-

ral Jim’s personal Standard as Knight Grand Cross of the Most Hon-

ourable Order of the Bath.  
 

 The opening hymn “He who would valiant be ‘gainst all disaster” 

seemed most appropriate with the Admirals outlook on life.  Read-

ings were by Captain Jolyon Woodward ADC RN and the Admiral’s 

son Commodore Peter Eberle. These being Wisdom 3:1-6. 9 and 

Psalm 107 respectively.  Then followed the hymn “I vow to thee my 

country”. 
 

 After a short sermon by the Revd Keith Robus RN , the College 

Chaplain, there followed tributes by Commodore Peter Eberle CBE, 

Rear Admiral Colin Cooke-Priest CB CVO, Professor Steven Haines, 

Dr Robin Niblett CMG and Mr David Bateman – Master Britannia 

Beagles. As expected the tributes contained many an escapade that 

did not seem to harm his promotion through the ranks.  I have asked 

his son if I may have a copy of the tributes for the archives and for 

publishing in the newsletter.   They will make fascinating reading.  
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Next was the hymn “O Lord my God, when I in awesome wonder” 

followed by prayers and the Collect of the Royal Navy and then the 

Naval Prayer. The last hymn was “Eternal Father, strong to save”.  As 

with anything connected with Admiral Jim nothing went quite to 

plan!  The organist seem to lose his place and began one of the 

hymns with the wrong tune and there was a period of silence whilst it 

was sorted out. 

 

After the service all were invited to the Quarterdeck for tea and cakes 

but with the warning that the deck was required for instruction at 

1600.   At 1550 a pipe sounded and it was announced that a helicop-

ter would fly past at 1600.    (A clever way to empty the deck!)  The 

helicopter subsequently made two passes in front of the distinguished 

audience.  We were then asked to clear the parade ground of parked 

cars to enable classes to use it. 

 

A fitting tribute to a fine officer. 

 

      Keith Batchelor 

       Hon Archivist 

_______________________________________________________ 

An invitation to a cruise 

Dear members  

I received the following invitation from Tore Arne Thorsen which 

was followed up with several telephone calls. The current position is 

that such a trip may be possible late April (after the reunion 12 – 15 

April). For those that are interested in such a trip visits could be made 

to Narvik and Skelfjord or possibly other places.  If you are interested 

please visit the website www.asknrs.com to see the accommodation 

available and let the Hon Archivist – Keith Batchelor - know if you 

would like to be kept up to date on any progress.  Cost will depend 

on numbers onboard. 

       Keith Batchelor 

http://www.asknrs.com


 

Dear Sir, 

 

A group of  WW2, historians and filmmakers in Stavanger are well 

underway to produce the documentary of the Jøssingfjord affair to be 

ready at the 80 year anniversary. 

They intend to use my vessel, the Kingfish which is transiting early 

2019 for her normal polar expeditions at Salford. 

 

The ship, RV KINGFISH which you can find on our homepage 

www.asknrs.com is able to carry 12 passenger in good comfort and I 

would be interested to discuss with you if any of your members could 

potentially have an interest to partake in a mini cruise re-enacting the 

tracks of the Cossack and Altmark. 
 

If you have any interest please advise me on the phone number that I 

could call to expand a bit on what could be done. My eyesight is fal-

tering so I would prefer to be able to have an initial phone call before 

I would make a program. 
 

Apart from the comfortable ship we would have on board writer/

researcher who probably knows more than anybody in Norway about 

this incident, and the ship has and is far model made by the boat-

swain on board the Cossack which he donated to the ship before it 

came in my position  many years ago. 
 

Irrespective of any members interested in making such a trip the Nor-

wegian coast in late winter/early spring, I  very much like to have 

contact in case the model, (somewhat primitive) on board could be of 

interest to you Association. 

 

With my best regards 

Tore 

  

NOTE - Keith’s details are given on page 2 of the newsletter and his 

email address on the back page. 
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CAN YOU HELP? (1) 
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The photograph on the previous page was emailed to us via the web-

site with the following message: 
 

I have just come into possession of a photograph of a member of my 
ancestry who I do not recognise.   The only clue is on the back it says 
“HMS Cossack”.   I was wondering, a long shot, if any of your members 
may recognise him and put a name to the face so that he can be re-
membered by his descendants for evermore, 
 

 Please let me, Peter Harrison, know if you have any information that 

might help. 

_______________________________________________________ 

 

CAN YOU HELP? (2) 
 

Another message received via the website was from a Sarah Muir 

(nee Stapleton).   She said: 
 

I have been doing some research into my father’s service in 
the Royal Navy. 
 

I have been able to confirm that he was one of the survivors of 
HMS Cossack (L03) and I am interested to know if there is still 
anyone alive who might remember him. 
 

His rank at that time was Boy Seaman 1st Class.   His name 
was Leonard Sydney Stapleton. 
 

Even if there is no further information I can advise that he left 
the Navy in 1968 at the rank of Chief Petty Officer. 
 

Our records showed him as reaching Petty Officer so Sarah’s info 

brings us more up to date.   Incidentally, most of the survivors came 

back to the UK in HMS RODNEY, as did the young Len. 
 

Shipmate Stan Freeland is now the only member we have left who 

survived the sinking and I’m sure he’ll let us know if he remembers 

the young Len Stapleton.   Others among you may have met up with 

him during your service years.   Any information will be gratefully 

received.   Thank you. 
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Frank Thomas and the Captain’s Jeep 
 

 One evening  I had dropped off the Captain by the Wireless Station 

and started back down the hill. 

 

It was a soft sort of evening and I thought how nice it would be if I 

was ashore instead of working.   Then another thought came to me, “I 

was ashore and I had transport!”.   “Why should  I go straight back to 

the ship?”   So I didn’t! 

 

I knew a very nice girl who lived out at Shan Ki Wan, near the end of 

the tram line.   Her name was Margaret Periera and she was 19.   Like 

almost all Eurasian women she was pretty.   Her father was 

Portuguese and her mother Chinese. 

 

So I went to their home.   She was surprised to see me as she knew I 

was on duty that evening, but when I asked her if she would like to 

come out with me she fetched her bag and gloves and we started out. 

We had only been moving for about a minute or so when, on passing 

a side street, I glimpsed another jeep.   It was the Jaunty and his 

bunch of crushers.   They quickly caught up with us and pulled me 

over.   Now J was in trouble! 

 

The Jaunty asked me what ship I was from.   As if he didn’t already 

know.   No other ship had a motor vehicle and I had a tally on my 

cap. 

 

Then he asked who my passenger was.   “Officer’s lady”, I said. 

He looked at me and I knew he didn’t believe me.   But, he wasn’t 

certain – Only about 99.5%.   I knew I was in deep ----.   Then he 

asked where I was taking the lady.   “Repulse Bay”. I said.   Then, I 

leaned twards him and said quietly, “Bit of a party, I think”. 

I will never know whether the Jaunty believed me or whether he 

perhaps thought |I deserved to get away with it, but he just told me to 

carry on. 

 

I was considerably shaken by how close I had come to disaster and 
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did not keep Margaret out for too long,   She knew without the need 

for me to tell her that I wouldn’t be taking her out in the ship’s jeep 

again! 

 

It was shortly after that that another AB was given the job of driving 

the Captain.   I hope that he enjoyed it more than I did. 

Not a 007 then Frank!   Licensed to drive - but not to thrill!! 

_______________________________________________________ 

 

‘A Right Royal Knees Up’ 

 
Earlier this year, 2018, our good friends Peter and Jenny Murray 

asked Sheila my wife and I if we would like to attend the Royal 

Garden Party at Buckingham Palace in aid of the ‘The Not Forgotten 

Association’ which was to be held later in the year.  We were 

delighted to be asked so they put our names forward and much to our 

delight some weeks later I received a form to complete about myself 

and a brief resume of my naval career which I completed and duly 

sent off.   I later received the official invite with an accompanying 

letter to say that I had been selected to be presented to Her Royal 
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Highness the Princess Royal, at which I was gobsmacked as I did not 

know why at that moment in time.      
 

So on the due day in my No 1’s and few medals (Blazer for us retired 

oldies); I mustered at Peter’s house along with Mick Wyatt as he was 

also attending.    We then caught the train to London, and duly 

arrived at the gates to the Palace where we had to queue for about 

forty minutes along with all the other invited serving and ex-serving 

guests.    At this point I would like to turn the clock back to the 

previous weekend where I had attended the Royal Navy Gunnery 

Instructors Association’s annual reunion dinner.   This year it was 

held in the Wardroom of HMS Excellent and the guest of honour was 

Commodore Peter Tribe RN (Rtd) who coincidentally is a director of 

‘The Not Forgotten Association’.   I was able to speak to him and he 

said I should make myself known to him at the Garden Party. This 

turned out not to be too difficult because as we entered the palace 

grounds he was there to greet us.   We were directed to the back of 

the palace where there was a large marquee with tables and chairs 

inside and out on the lawns.   
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                                                                                                                   

Peter, Me, Sheila, Jenny & Mick. 
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After settling down at a table I had to seek out a Lt Cdr Mike Bray 

RN who was responsible for the group I would be joining to be 

presented.    It all became clear why I had been selected as he said 

you are the one of those who were on Christmas Island, 

I had put this little adventure on the form, more about that later.    

After being briefed about times and protocol I returned to my friends 

where we lined up in the marque for our lovely tea.     I think there 

were about 2000 people at the party with a mixture of young and old, 

members of all three services, ex-service and of course those who 

had been wounded in action.    At three o‘clock, as ordered I went to 

my seat in the group being presented.   I was in Group ‘G’ and it was 

a long wait, but well worth it.   My wife Sheila had to stand behind 

as only the ex-service personnel were to be presented.   There must 

have been about 300 and Princes Anne shook hands and chatted with 

each one as well.   When it was my turn the Lt Cdr introduced me  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

     Me being presented   
 

saying I had been at Christmas Island for the nuclear tests. The 

Princes then asked me about it and I said any fish we caught had the 

Geiger counter mike over it which in most cases registered. Anyway 
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she said we did not have green peace in those days. She then went 

onto ask me what I did when I left the services and I informed her I 

had become Safety Adviser to British Waterways to which she 

replied “now the Canal and River Trust” as she has a canal at the 

bottom of her garden in Stroud. She seemed well informed and was 

interested in what I had done.                                                                                        

 

After this we returned to our friends and had a walk around the 

grounds to see the rose garden whilst the RM band marched up and  

down giving us a fine rendition of music.  One unfortunate thing 

happened whilst we were waiting for the Princes they served 

Strawberries and cream which we missed, my wife Sheila was miffed 

to say the least when we got back to the marquee after walking 

around the grounds  the second issue had run out so I was not popular 

with the ‘one who must be obeyed’.  

 

 

 

 

 

   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

After some light refreshments of tea, the time was nigh for us to 

leave so we were directed through the palace to the inner court yard 

and then round to the front and out through the main gate to wend our 

way back to the underground for Pinner then home. A long and lovely 

day was had by all, my wife and I felt privileged to have been 

invited. 

HMS Cossack 

What no strawberries then!! 



 

Earlier I mentioned 

about my little trip to 

Christmas Island (now 

Kiritimati), which is 

part of the ‘Line 

Islands’ in the Pacific 

Ocean.   I was a young 

able seaman serving in 

HMS Cossack and we 

were assigned to be 

guard ship for six weeks in November 1957 for one of the nuclear 

test which Britain was undertaking named ‘Operation  

 

Grapple’.    It was a bit of a boring routine patrolling looking for 

unwanted ships around this atoll and when not patrolling we were 

anchored off the Island which only sported a tented NAFFI canteen, 

so swimming or fishing was the only other sport.   On the due day we 

steamed off on patrol and all number of foreign flagged ships 

appeared (No Green Peace), but after trying to chase them out of the 

exclusion zone we took up our allotted position to watch the 

explosion. It was an air burst equivalent to 1.8 megatons of TNT 

(Hydrogen Bomb) what a sight that was.   I was sitting on the upper 

deck along with most of the ships company on a clear sunny day we 

were ordered to sit down and place our hands over our face, after the 

explosion we stood up and saw the mushroom rising to the sky it was 

not only something to behold, but also 

frightening to think of its destructive power.     

After this we closed down, rigged pre-                                                                                                                 

wetting, this was just hoses, as we were 

aWW2 type destroyer with an open bridge, so 

there was nothing built in or any air 

conditioning in the ship, it was stifling.    

Anyway off we sailed to a nearby island  

called Fanning (now Tabuaerun) to pick up 

samples of tests etc., and return them to 

Christmas Island.   After a few more days we 
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set sail for safer climes and a Christmas in Hong Kong.   As you can 

see from my pictures I did not suffer any after effects as some who 

were based there have reported to have. 

 

That’s all folks; I hope you enjoyed reading my foray into royal 

circles and nuclear fallout. 

                                                             Ken Satterthwaite  

_______________________________________________________ 

 

A Little on the Lighter Side 
 

Friday morning I went to the Benefits Centre to sign up my dogs for 

benefits. 

 

The lady said, “Dogs are not eligible to draw benefits”.   So, I 

explained to her that my dogs are coloured, unemployed, bone lazy, 

can’t speak English and have no frigging clue who their Dads are.   

They expect me to feed them, provide then with housing and medical 

care.   So she looked In her policy book to see what it takes to 

qualify. 

 

My dogs get their first cheques next Friday.   What a great country! 

_____________________________________________ 

 

When love-making is supercharged! 

  
The husband leans over and asks his wife, “Do you remember the 

first time we had sex together over fifty years ago?   We went behind 

the village tavern, where you leaned against the back fence and I 

made love to you.” 
 

“Yes”, she says, “I remember it well.” 
 

“Ok”, he says, “how about taking a stroll around there again and we 

can do it again for old time’s sake?” 
 

“Oh Jim, you old devil, that sounds like a crazy, but good idea!” 
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A police officer sitting in the next booth heard their conversation and, 

chuckling to himself, he thought, “I’ve got to see these two old-

timers having it off against a fence.   I’ll just keep an on them so 

there’s no trouble.”   So he follows them. 
 

The elderly couple walk haltingly along, leaning on each other for 

support and aided by their walking sticks,   Finally, they get to the 

back of the tavern and make their way to the fence.   The old lady 

lifts her skirt and the old man drops his trousers.   As she leans 

against the fence, the old man moves in.   Then suddenly they erupt 

into the most furious sex that thr policeman has ever seen.   This went 

on for about ten minutes while both are making loud noises and 

moaning and screaming.   Finally, tjey both collapse, panting on the 

ground. 
 

The policeman is amazed.   He thinks he has learned something about 

life and old age that he didn’t know.   After about half an hour of 

lying on the ground recovering, the old couple struggle to thir feet 

and put their clothes bak on.   The policeman is still watching and 

thinks to himself, “This is truly amazing and I’ve got to ask them 

what their secret is.” 
 

So as the couple pass, he says to them, “Excuse me, but that was 

something else.   You must’ve had a fantastic sex life together - is 

there some sort of secret to it?” 
 

Shaking, the old man is barely able to reply but manages to gasp 

“Fifty years ago that wasn’t an electric fence!” 

 

 

 

That’s it Folks 

 

Have a merry Christmas 

and a happy New Year 

 

but 

Just be careful out there    
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