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I had come home from two and a half years away in the Far East serving in 
H.M.S.Glory (see separate chapter) and in the Malayan Naval Force in command of 
S.D.M.L.3508 ( see separate chapter.) 
 
My parents were still living at Keysford and it was a real joy to come home and be 
with the family again, there was so much to catch up with. My father had been High 
Sheriff of Sussex in 1951, a fantastic year for him which in 1976 I was to emulate. 
 
My parents threw a cocktail party for me at which I met Rebeka Watson for the first 
time. She was living at Ravenswood, Sharpthorne. 
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Ski Holiday at Davos. 5th to 25th March 
 
We decided to have a family holiday at Davos in Switzerland in March and I asked 
Rebeka if she would like to join us. She had not skied before but accepted, much to 
my delight. 
We had a great time there staying at a small pension called ‘Vadret’ which looked 
after us very well. There was an income tax inspector also staying and as we had 
managed to wangle some extra currency we had to be careful that we were not 
spending too freely. The foreign currency allowance was still only £25 but was 
increased to £40 a few days before we ended the holiday. 
Skiing all over the Parsenn was superb and the conditions were mainly very good. I 
joined the Ski Club of Great Britain after a few days and often skied with them. I 
soon passed their 3rd class test. 
We were lucky to be there when the Parsenn Derby took place; I think this was a 
forerunner of the current ski championships which take place every winter. 
My parents and Rebeka left after twelve days leaving me to stay on for a few extra 
days. During that time there was a carnival when every one dressed up in any form 
of fancy dress they could muster. We had a hilarious time. 
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Brother Guy’s wedding to Audrey Pollard on Saturday 11
th
 April. 

 

 
 
We all gathered at Keysford for an early lunch before going up to the Church to 
prepare as ushers and best man. 
The wedding was wonderful with 300 guests filling Horsted Keynes Church to 
overflowing. There was a reception at Keysford in a marquee afterwards in excellent 
weather and in the evening we went to the Roebuck Hotel at Wych Cross. 
I parted with Rebeka that evening not knowing when I would be home again as I left 
on the Tuesday to join Loch Ruthven 

 
I joined Loch Ruthven on 14

th
 April 
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General 
Characteristics 

General Characteristics 

Displacement: 1,435 tons 

Length: 286 ft  307.25 ft oa 

Beam: 38.5 feet 

Draught: 8.75 ft standard, 13.25 ft full 

Propulsion: 

2 Admiralty 3-drum boilers, 2 shafts 

 4-cylinder vertical triple expansion reciprocating 
engines, 5,500 ihp, or;  

 Parsons single reduction geared turbines, 6,500 
shp  

Speed: 20 kts (Alert and Surprise; 20.5 kts) ..... Debatable 

Range: 730 tons oil fuel, 9,500 nm at 12 kts 

Complement: 114 approx 

Armament: 

 1 x  4 inch Mark V on 1 single mounting HA 
Mk.III**  

 4 x QF 2 pounder Mk.VII on 1 quad mount 
Mk.VII  

 4 x 20 mm Oerlikon A/A on 2 twin mounts Mk.V 
(or 2 x 40 mm Bofors A/A on 2 single mounts 
Mk.III)  

 up to 8 x 20 mm Oerlikon A/A on single mounts 
Mk.III  

 2 x Squid triple barreled A/S mortars  
 1 rail and 2 throwers for depth charges  

These specifications are from the original builds.  Various alterations were 
made during the life of the ships 

  
 
 
I had visited the Admiralty in March to find out about a new appointment and was 
told to join Loch Ruthven in two weeks’ time. 
She was finishing a refit in Devonport Dockyard and initially we were all living in the 
Barracks. 
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I first saw her covered with dockyard mateys, looking a terrible mess. The refit was 
behind schedule but the dockyard started working night shifts and eventually caught 
up so that we commissioned at the end of the month. 
My initial duties were to run the ship’s office and be the Gunnery Officer. This meant 
a lot of hard work over the next weeks getting the office organised. 
We slowly knocked the ship into ‘shipshape’ condition and carried out all the various 
trials of equipment, and then sea trials. 
Whilst living at the barracks I was able to make use of the squash court and tennis 
courts and often played with Tony Pool, the C.O. He became a firm friend with 
whom we kept in touch over the years, with summer holidays at Orford where he 
lived. 
 
I bought a 1950 Morris Minor with only 8000 miles on the clock for £475 from 
Geoffrey Barlow. She was christened ‘Jumbo’ (can’t think why??) 

 

 
I used to drive half way home to meet Rebeka and on Sunday 7th June I proposed, 
whilst having a picnic somewhere on the Winchester Downs and was accepted! We 
decided that we would not announce our engagement until August as we had not 
known each other for very long and I still had to ask permission! 
 

 
 
Coronation  2

nd
.June 1953 

 
Loch Ruthven sailed from Plymouth at 0630 on Monday 1st June to carry out 
degaussing trails (this means testing the ship’s magnetic field to ensure that she 
does not set off magnetic mines). 
On completion we sailed to Portland arriving at 1945. 
I had a scheme to go to the Coronation in London and asked the Captain if I could 
have leave to do so, to my delight he said yes!. 
I rang Rebeka, as I knew that the Barlows were having a party for the Coronation. 
She was very surprised to hear from me and when I explained my plan she said yes. 
I had a quick supper and l packed up ‘Jumbo’ my car and set off at 10 p.m. for the 
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long journey to London. I did well until arriving at Hyde Park which was blocked off 
so I had to find my way round to get to Canonbury where I arrived at 0315, found the 
door off the latch and found a sofa to doss down on until I was awoken at 0630 by 
Rosa with a hearty ‘Wakey wakey’. It was 0830 before the rest of the party of 21 
gathered to drive to Oxford Street where we parked in a bombed site car park and 
walked down Regent Street to Cresta Silks where the Barlow party had two floors. 
Rebeka and 18 children had slept there. She was giving them breakfast and looked 
tired but was very pleased to see me. 
 
At 1030 the TV started, there was a projection screen on the first floor and an 
ordinary one on the ground floor. The procession was fabulous and the Westminster 
Abbey service very moving. The Queen looked wonderful. We had an excellent 
lunch of cold chicken, ham and salmon and strawberries and cream and wine of 
course so everyone was in a very celebratory mood! 
Then we saw the procession; the Queen of Tonga got a great reception and 
Winston Churchill an even bigger one! 
We did not get back to Canonbury until 8.30 p.m. by which time I was pretty tired!  
After a quick supper the ten young of us went to Waterloo Bridge to watch the 
Fireworks. They were good but not spectacular, with huge crowds watching. 
I left at 11.15 p.m., dropped another of the party at her car in Kennington and then 
drove down to Portland. I was very sleepy and had to stop three times to drink 
coffee which I had in a Thermos, thank goodness. I arrived back at the ship at 04.30 
a.m. just as dawn was breaking and collapsed into my bunk totally exhausted, but 
very satisfied. 
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Coronation Review of the Fleet 
 
 
 

 



  9 

 



  10 

 
 
 



  11 

The fleet gathered at Spithead for this wonderful occasion. Full details are in my 
Naval Folder for anyone who wants to know more. 
Rebeka and the Barlows came down to Portsmouth for this event and came on 
board that evening from where we were able to witness the spectacular Fireworks, 
albeit at some distance away. 
 
On 4th July I went up to London to the Barlow’s house at Canonbury to ask Geoffrey 
Barlow’s permission to marry Rebeka. He had come up to London especially at 
Rebeka’s request and I saw him at breakfast. He did not reply directly but said I 
must ask John Watson, Rebeka’s uncle, who was head of the Watson family. I do 
not remember when I actually did that! 
The next morning Rebeka and I went to Caringtons the jewellers to choose a ring. 
And then went down to Sussex for the fete at Horsted Keynes which Mrs Barlow 
was opening and we were all expected to help! Rebeka and I decided to delay 
announcing our engagement until 6 p.m. although quite a lot of people guessed! 
Back to work on board until a very welcome period of leave came on 16th July. 

 
 
Holiday in Europe- July 21

st
 -25

th
 

 
The Barlows were having a quick tour of Europe in their Bentley and invited Rebeka 
and I to join them. We drove over and visited Ypres, Bruges, Brussels, Ghent, 
Luxembourg and Colmar. No hotels had been booked and we had great difficulty in 
finding accommodation. 
 
Loch Ruthven sailed to Londonderry to join the 3rd Training Squadron which 
consisted of Rocket, Relentless, Loch Veyatie and ourselves. 
Our role was to train submarine officers and other frigates in anti-submarine warfare. 
Initially I was understudying Lieutenant Gavin Barr and when he left I took on the 
role of Navigating Officer and the ‘Action Information Officer (A.I.O.’) which meant 
that I was very much at the centre of operations and soon became proficient in 
these skills having only done the Sub-Lieutenants’ courses previously. 

We used to go to sea from Monday to Friday, anchoring each night in Loch Foyle 
We were tracking and attacking submarines and theoretically firing ‘squids’ at them. 
These were the equivalent of a depth charge but fired a 1000 yards ahead of the 
ship. We were fitted with two triple -barrelled  
 
squid. When we ‘fired’ we dropped a hand grenade over the side so that the 
submarine knew when it had been ‘attacked’. It then fired a red smoke grenade from 
under water so we could see where it was in relation to our attack. 
Sailing up the River Foyle to Londonderry on a dark windy night was often 
unpleasant and initially we had to take a pilot until I had acquired the necessary 
knowledge and skill. On one occasion the Captain said that I was taking a bearing 
on a moving caravan! 
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This routine continued until the time came for me to go home to be married. 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Marriage on 16
th
 December 1953 at St Giles Horsted Keynes. 
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As I was under 25 years old I had to get the Captain’s permission to get married. He 
was getting married two days earlier and did not object! 
The timing had to fit in with our operational commitments and therefore my leave, so 
December it had to be. 
 
The wedding was at St Giles Church Horsted Keynes, which was the Parish Church 
for both of us. 
The service was taken by the Bishop of Portsmouth the Right Reverend Lancelot 
Fleming. He was a good friend of my father’s and I had got to know him whilst I was 
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doing courses in Portsmouth and occasionally used to stay with him and chop up 
his wood for him!. He was assisted by the Rector the Rev Eardley who we knew well 
as children and called him ‘Uncle Padre’ 
 
The wedding was delayed by twenty minutes as there was a chimney fire at 
Ravenswood. 
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The reception at Ravenswood afterwards was a great success. We did not stay for 
all of it but went up to London and stayed at the Savoy Hotel.  
 
Where to go on honeymoon had been a problem as we had limited time and a ski-
ing holiday was not really an option as Rebeka had only skied once. We tried to go 
to Madeira but there were only flights twice a week in a flying boat from Lisbon, so 
that was out.  
 
Eventually we settled on Algeria and flew to Algiers where we stayed at the Hotel 
Oasis. On arrival at the airport we got into a taxi and asked him to drive to the Hotel 
Oasis, he looked blankly at us and it was not until we wrote down Oasis that his face 
brightened up and he said ah ha ‘wasis’. Our pronunciation had not been good! 
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I had a tummy upset on Christmas day which rather spoilt it, however I soon 
recovered and we hired a car and drove over the Atlas Mountains to the Bou Sada 
Oasis and stayed at a fascinating Arab Hotel, in preference to the Hilton which 
looked very uninteresting to me (though not to Rebeka!) 
 
Whilst there we were dressed up in Arab costumes and rode on camels! 
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I have some good cine films of it all, and some on DVD. 
Our flight back was cancelled due to an air strike and I was very worried that I would 
be late back in Londonderry. We flew on a very scruffy Dakota to Marseilles, caught 
a train to Paris where, having run out of money, Rebeka was able to borrow from 
some friends of Geoffrey Barlow to enable us to get home. 
 
We then had to catch the train to Stranraer and I have vivid memories of arriving at 
the station with only seconds to spare and having dozens of our suitcases and bags 
strewn along the train’s corridor and Geoffey Barlow throwing Rebeka’s fur in at the 
last minute. 
 
Our First Married Home. 
 
I had tried to find accommodation in Londonderry and had indeed found a flat in the 
centre, but Rebeka and the Barlows came over and did not like it! 
 
They hunted around and found a flat in Beech Hill House, a lovely country house on 
the outskirts which had been converted into four flats, all inhabited by naval officers.  
 

 
 
Our bedroom with the brass four poster bed! 
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Beech Hill House 
 
We had a pleasant time at Londonderry, getting to know each other better and 
having some time to explore Donegal and parts of Mayo. 
 
Marriage seems to have had  an effect on my diary keeping! I don’t seem to have 
kept one for 1954 so I am having to rely on a poor memory for most of 1954 events. 
I was able to fish at the Pontoon Bridge Hotel on the Mot at Foxford where I caught 
my first salmon of about ten pounds. 
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There was fishing on the Faughan River at ‘Derry but I never got around to 
organising some. However small boys used to come to the door offering a nice fresh 
salmon for sale, once we said ‘no, it’s too big, come back with a five pound fish! He 
did a few hours later; we did not ask how they were caught. 
 
Sunday evenings on board were sociable occasions with dinner with wives and a 
film afterwards. I used to order a liqueur after dinner and Rebeka always declined 
but usually drank most of mine so I had to order another! 
 
 
Death of Father 12th May 1954 
 
Whilst returning from exercises at sea and coming up the River Foyle I was handed 
a signal that informed me of my father’s death whilst on holiday in Spain with my 
mother and Jack and Margo Cook. 
He had had a heart attack and was miles from good medical facilities and died a few 
days later. 
Rebeka and I returned home for the funeral. 
 
 
 
 
Cruise to Norway. 
 
In July Loch Ruthven had an exciting cruise to Norway and visited the River Etna, 
famous for its salmon fishing. 
We were invited to fish and several of us travelled up river to a lodge and fished for 
much of 24 hours. One fish was caught by the midshipman and duly eaten with 
much pomp and ceremony on board the following day. 
 
 
 
Refit at Rosyth Dockyard. 
 
Sometime in late 1954 Loch Ruthven went to the dockyard at Rosyth, on the north 
side of the Forth opposite Edinburgh. 
Rebeka and I took up temporary residence at Aberdour, a few miles east, and 
stayed at a B & B and D. 
I borrowed a Vespa moped from the Barlows and used to commute to the dockyard, 
in all weathers! 
 
At some stage the Commanding Officer had changed and Tony Pool left and was 
replaced by Lieutenant Commander Robert de Pass. He was a much laid back C.O. 
and left me very much alone during exercises which I enjoyed!  
He had built a model railway round his day cabin and spent quite a lot of time 
playing with it. 
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On about the 10th December I left Loch Ruthven and returned home to Sussex for 
a long leave before joining H.M.S.Dryad at Portsmouth for a long (nine months) 
Navigation and Direction course. 
 
This will be the subject of another chapter... 

 
 

~~~~~~~~~~~ 


