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ROYAL NAVAL COLLEGE 

At 
EATON HALL CHESTER 

January 1943 – March 1946 
And at 

DARTMOUTH April – July 1946. 
 

 
 

 
 
 
I joined the college at the tender age of 14, in my brand - new naval uniform of a 
Naval Cadet. 
Unfortunately I joined two weeks late having had to have my tonsils removed. My 
mother put me on the train to Chester, and noticing another much older cadet asked 
him to look after me. He turned out to be the Chief Cadet Captain, the most senior 
cadet of all and a very junior one like me was well below his dignity to take notice of! 
For the first two terms we lived in the main Eaton Hall Mansion with huge marble 
stairs. We had to go everywhere at the double, and Mother said I looked worn out at 
the end of term. 
From the third term onwards we joined a House, there were five, and mine was 
Grenville. We lived in army style huts with double bunks and a coal fired stove in the 
middle. 
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Classes were about eighteen and each subject was streamed. I was generally in A 
or B except for English where the B teacher disliked me and my essays so I went 
down to C. However the C teacher thought I was brilliant and I came top of her class 
and promoted back to B! 
Each House had three Cadet Captains and a House Cadet Captain. They were 
entitled to beat one with a cane and I was beaten twice for something I had not 
done, much to my indignation. A Lieutenant or Lieutenant Commander was in 
charge of each House. 
 
There was much competition between Houses in all aspects, in particular sport. I 
enjoyed rugger more than cricket, but fortunately sailing on the River Dee was an 
official alternative and I became quite proficient and was in the team. 
 
I also did well at boxing and won my weight in my 3rd and 6th terms but lost in the 
final in my 9th. This was broadcast on the Light Programme with Stewart McPherson 
commentating. I also represented the college in a match against Stoneyhurst 
College. 
I also enjoyed shooting in the .22 range and soon got my marksman badge. I was in 
the team that shot at Altcar against all the northern public schools in a .303 
competition at 200x and 500x. I scored 29/35 at the 200x and 32/35 at the 500x we 
won the two trophies and I still have a tiny little bronze badge as a memento. There 
is a picture of the team in my scrap book. 
 
I used to take my bicycle to college and on half days or weekends, if free, would go 
off exploring Cheshire and North Wales with friends. 
 
The standard of teaching was good; in addition to ordinary subjects we learnt 
semaphore and Morse code; seamanship; knots; some engineering and so on. 
 
I took up Spanish in my last year and continued to study it in a correspondence 
course as a midshipman. I had a Spanish pen friend who was in the Guardia. This 
Spanish stood me in good stead in 1956 when my ship visited Chile, Peru and the 
Argentine and I was the only person on board who spoke any Spanish. 
Return to Dartmouth 
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In April 1946 the college returned to its proper home on the hill overlooking the Dart 
River estuary. 
By this time I was in my final, eleventh term, and shared a study with two other term 
mates. 
The Dart estuary gave us far more scope for sailing, not only in the 14ft Dartmouth 
One Design dinghies (D.O.D.’s) but also in cutters and whalers. 
 
We had a Passing Out Ball and my sister Claire and Sarah MacMillan drove down 
for this. It was very icy and they managed to turn the car over but still made it. 
 
I passed the final exams getting a First Class pass and coming ninth in the term. 
 
The next chapter will cover time in the Training Cruisers as a sea going cadet! 
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