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H.M.S.Dryad is a shore establishment at Southwick, a few miles north of 
Portsmouth. It was originally a nice country house and was taken over during the 
war and became the Operation Centre for D-Day, the invasion of Europe on 6th June 
1944. 
The huge wall map was still in the Wareroom when I was there. 



 
 
 
 
 
After the war it became the Training Establishment for Officers and Ratings for 
navigation and aircraft direction and radar plotting etc. 
There were a number of ‘cabin blocks’ with basic cabins with a wash basin but no 
loo or shower, these were communal. 
There were also new Married Quarters and I was allocated 26, Boulter Lane. This 
was a semi-detached house.  
Valerie, our first child, had been born on 10th January so it was quite an effort to 
move into this house. Our next door neighbour was a doctor and his wife. She used 
to go around in bare feet and was nicknamed ‘The Bare Foot Countess’! 
 
 
 
There were eleven of us on the course, including three Canadians. The official 
picture shows us all. I am bottom left. Lieutenant Commander Pinson was our 
course officer. 
 



 
 
 
 

Life in the married quarters was quite fun. We had a small garden and I grew sweet 
peas in abundance using manure from the pig farm to give them an amazing growth, 
so much so that we were able to supply the mess with some. 
The Commander’s wife ruled that all washing had to been off the washing line by 
midday every day. As we had a baby and lots of nappies this was not so easy. 
Work was hard and I often studied until late in the evening, the result of which was a 
first class pass at the end of the course. 
 



 
 
One interesting part of the course was to do two week training in Meteorology at 
H.M.S Harrier in South Wales. This was great fun and I have always retained an 
interest in weather forecasting and often get very cross with the Weather Centre for 
the poor quality of the predictions! 
 
On one occasion we went out for a special dinner at an hotel at Bodley and ordered 
roast pheasant. We could smell it as it came through from the kitchen and was 
definitely BAD. I called the Maitre d’ who drew himself up to his full height and said, 
disdainfully, ‘That is how our clients like it! 
 
Part of our training was to carry out a survey of a harbour and we went to St Helier 
in Jersey to survey the harbour. We found a dangerous rock which was not on the 
chart so felt our efforts were not in vain! 



The rise and fall of the tide in the Channel Islands is about 45 feet so as we were 
moored alongside sometimes the gangway was at quarterdeck level and sometimes 
at bridge level... 
When we went out to parties we sometimes took Valerie in her carry cot and left her 
sleeping in a room at the party. 
 
It was very pleasing to leave fully-qualified and look forward to a commission in 
H.M.S.Veryan Bay which is the subject of another chapter… 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 


