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CHAPTER FOUR 

~~ 
ROYAL NAVAL COLLEGE GREENWICH 

JUNIOR OFFICERS’ WAR COURSE 
5TH JANUARY to 27TH JULY 1949 

 
After the energetic life of a midshipman, this six months was an interesting period to 
enjoy a more social and cultural existence. 
We only worked Monday to Friday, and had three weeks off in April. (See below for 
ski-ing holiday) 
I had a Triumph 500cc motorcycle to start with, but changed it to an Ariel 350cc 
motor cycle (with an upturned exhaust) which gave me greater flexibility. In those 
days driving to London was not a problem, nor was parking. However we usually 
went up by train and came back to New Cross Station at all hours, with a twenty 
minute walk back to college. 
Captain Hugh Browning was the Captain and he was a relation. His daughter 
Valerie was a good girl friend of mine and we had many visits to Town, especially as 
she was in the ballet chorus at the Coliseum Theatre where many Gilbert and 
Sullivan operas were being performed. I also had a good friend in Jill Stobart 
(?Begg) who lived in St John’s Wood. Having acted in The Mikado at Dartmouth I 
had a liking for G & S. 
I shared a cabin with a Canadian Navy Sub-Lieutenant by the name of Al Henley 
who became a good friend, although we were not able to keep in touch 
subsequently. 
I do not remember much about what we were taught! 
However we were allowed to have two subjects of our own choice with one period a 
week. I chose Photography and had great fun learning to develop and print my own 
films. My second subject was the History of Sussex. I acquired quite a few books on 
the subject (which I  gave to the Danehill Historical Society) 
The Painted Hall is a well known place for magnificent dinners. On one occasion we 
went a bit(!) wild and after the tables had been cleared of everything other than the 
port decanters and glasses. Someone got a large wooden bowling alley ball and 
rolled it down one table, taking out two decanters and a lot of glasses! – not popular 
with the authorities! We then put an Austin 7 car on the top table and laid it up for 
breakfast. I took photos of that, quickly printed them and sold them for half a pint 
each. 
We then moved the cannon which graced the courtyard before retiring to bed. 
However we were awoken at 0500 by the Commander and ordered to put the 
cannon back into place. We could not, and had to get some telegraph poles so that 
teams of us could move them. Quite an evening! 
One of our favourite pubs was the ‘Prospect of Whitby’ on the north side of the river. 
This had the reputation that it had a trap door in the bar which the landlord could 
open to deposit unwanted guests into the Thames. 
Coming back one night on a borrowed motorcycle, I ran out of petrol in the middle of 
Blackwall Tunnel. A friendly motorcyclist stopped and enquired what was wrong. I  
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said I thought I had run out of petrol although I could see some in the tank. He leant 
over and turned on the reserve! 
 
Ski Holiday 
 
In April about forty five of us, who had joined the Royal Naval Ski Club, went to 
Obergurgl in Austria. It was a long rail journey followed by a bus ride up a twisting 
valley to Hochsolden. The bus could not go any further so we then went a bit further 
by jeep and walked the last two miles following a horse-drawn sledge with our 
luggage to our Hotel Pension Jenevein in Obergurgl. We arrived at 0030 on the 
Sunday, having left Victoria at 0930 on Friday. The hotel provided us with a fantastic 
meal at that hour in the morning! 
 
There was only one short ski lift so we had to don our skis and climb for about four 
hours to the top of the Rotmosjoch glacier before skiing down. 
The first few days had poor snow, then we had a blizzard and conditions improved a 
lot. We had nearly all joined the ski school which had a race in the second week. My 
race number was 26 which happened to be my number at St Ronans! I completed 
the course in 3 min 33 secs which gained me a bronze badge.  
 
There were two girls in the party, one was my sister Claire who had been a Land 
Girl during the war and was very fit, and the other the sister of one of the party. She 
was a PT Instructress at Bedford College. In the evenings we kept the girls on their 
feet dancing! 
 
One friend and I decided to leave two days early and go to Paris. We had to buy a 
new ticket and went second class which meant travelling on hard slatted benches. 
We arrived in Paris hoping to meet up with brother Guy but he had left. So we found 
a cheap hotel, had breakfast and I then had a haircut! 
In the evening we went to a night club called the ‘Pigalle’ and retired to bed rather 
late. 
The next day we rejoined the rest of the party for the last leg home, just about skint! 
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