
That was the verdict of  those 

who attended the 2016 reunion 

in Chester on 13th/14th May 

Organised by Dave and Sue Bracken, the 2016  reunion 

was once again held in HMS Broadsword’s adopted city 

where some 58 members and friends gathered on the 

20th anniversary of the Broadsword Association. 

Friday 13th failed to live up to it’s unlucky reputation as momentum slowly built with Tanzy Lee 

and Nick Page joining the Canman just after lunchtime in the Pied Bull for the first of many beers 

supped that day. Others slowly began to arrive and after a brief respite for ‘solids’ the evening got 

into full swing with the arrival of other members and their guests, some whom we hadn’t seen for 

many years and even some first timers!. 

George and Julie Roche, Steve Bullock, Peter and Jo Philips, ‘Mo’ Morris and Sandra, ‘Nobby’ and 

Susan Cameron-Clarke accompanied as always by ‘Dolly’ and Carol Gray were followed by ‘Billy 

Whiz’ Skilleter and Fiona and many others. 

A cheer went up as the Buffer, 

‘Dinger’ Bell accompanied by AJ   

arrived and the evening was in full 

swing … as were the lanterns!  

Closing time couldn’t have come 

sooner for the bar staff as we were 

nearly chucked out after a photo   

session turned into a spontaneous sing

-song with someone stupidly starting a 

rendition of ’Zulu Warrior’ which 

proved irresistible to George Roche who promptly started to take his kit off to much (foolish)  

encouragement from the rest of us! 

And so ended one of the best informal gatherings in recent memory and with eager anticipation of 

a more ‘couth’ occasion on Saturday, the party broke up and we made our unsteady way to our 

respective hostelries, no doubt stopping for ’big eats’ on the way with the inevitable wake-up the 

following morning with half a pizza stuck to your face or a Chicken Tikka Masala under the pillow! 
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2016 Annual General Meeting and Dinner 
 

At 1400hrs on Saturday 14th May, the serious business of the Association took place with members gathering in the 
Crowne Plaza Hotel for the Bi-Annual General Meeting.  
 The Chairman, Pedlar Palmer opened the proceedings by welcoming the members and especially Captain 
Canning and following reports from the various Committee members, the meeting was opened up for general 
discussion which covered several topics such as the Ship’s Honours Board, the 35th Anniversary of the Falklands 
Conflict and the date and venue of the next reunion. A copy of the minutes is included in this newsletter  
 
At 1930 that evening, the members and guests assembled in the bar at the Crowne Plaza Hotel for pre-dinner drinks 
when the jeans and casual attire of the previous night were replaced by dinner jackets, smart suits, ties and medals 
and the occasional mess undress uniform, with the ladies looking fabulous in their party frocks. Those who couldn’t 
make the informal gathering the previous evening arrived, which occasioned another bout of banter and catch-up.  
Some faces not seen for a long while and in some cases, never before appeared.  
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
   

 
A raffle was held which raised £168 for the Association and amongst the prizes was a Broadsword pennant which 
George Roche acquired at an auction of memorabilia from Charlie’s Hole-in-the-Wall, Gibraltar which was left  
there in 1982 prior to our departure Down South. 
 
A graphic representation of Broadsword’s homecoming done by Nick Barwis of Jack’s Taxis (copies available at 
http://www.jackstaxi.net/) was the star prize of the evening and many others, mostly of an alcoholic nature found 
new homes and provided an added sparkle to the evening. 
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BROADSWORD ASSOCIATION ANNUAL GENERAL MEETING 

MINUTES FOR MEETING – CHESTER 

SATURDAY 14TH MAY 2016 

 

Meeting opened at 1410 

 

Apologies – Brian Hood, Spider Webster, Pete Tabernor, Alan Barry, Knocker White, Charlie Cooke, Fez Parker 

and Taff Whitehouse 

Chairman held a silent tribute 

The Chairman welcomed all Shipmates on board and thanked all those present for their support and attendance,     

particularly in view of the long distances travelled. The Chairman voiced his thanks to Steve Bullock and Dave 

and Sue Bracken for organising the 2016 reunion. He stated he was looking forward to meeting up with          

everybody at the evening reunion. 

Minutes of the meeting held on Saturday 24th May 2014 were handed out for perusal and there were no matters 

arising 

The Secretary, Nick Page, stated that he was happy to carry on in the position up to and including the 2018     

reunion, but then he will be standing down 

Treasurer’s report – the Treasurer distributed copies of the Treasurer’s report and stated the books were     

available for viewing. The Treasurer stated we have a nice healthy balance. A special thank you went out to the 

Treasurer for all his hard work on the committee and the Chairman stated Steve was his wingman. 

Membership Secretary – the Membership Secretary reported that the Broadsword Association has 67 full  

members and 14 associate members. He also thanked all those present for travelling far and wide to attend the 

reunion and   stated it was a pleasure to see everybody. The Captain suggested subscriptions could be raised to 

£15, but it was decided for them to remain at £10 for the time being. 

Newsletter Editor’s report – the Canman stated the newsletter cannot be produced without suitable content. 

Any dits from naval service to be forwarded to the Canman. 

Webmaster – Although Spider was not in attendance, we would pass on our thanks for his work on the website 

and also for him to update the email addresses 

HMS Broadsword Commissioning and Honours Board – the Captain suggested that the Commissioning and 

Honours Board could be presented to TS Broadsword. Billy Wizz has a contact and would make enquiries. 

25th Anniversary of the Broadsword Association – Steve Bullock is happy to organise a 25th Anniversary of the    

Broadsword Association in 2021, although Steve pointed it fell in a year out of our bi-annual reunions. Venue put   

forward from Pedlar Palmer was the Explosion Museum and Billy Wizz suggested HMS Warrior. Steve to action. 

35th Anniversary of the Falklands War – Nobby Hall suggested we could attend the Gosport Marchpast for the 

35th Anniversary of the Falklands War in 2017. Possibly to be advertised on the website. 

Broadsword Association attendance at the Cenotaph – Sunday 13th November 2016. Nick Page stated he 

would be applying to the Royal British Legion for 36 tickets to march past at the Cenotaph in 2016. The RBL 

have clamped down on security and personal details will have to be placed online by each individual. Spider to 

action. 

Broadsword Association Reunion 2018 – Andy and Helen Coppell and Dave and Sue Bracken are happy and 

willing to sort out the 2018 reunion. Date and venue to be confirmed by the organisers in due course. 

Special thanks go out to Brum and Jayne Dukes for the continued support to the Association by allowing the 

committee to use their house as a venue for committee meetings 

Welfare matters – Alan Barry and Pete Tabernor are reported to be in poor health and the Association wishes 

them well 

Any other business – Andy Coppell thanked the committee members for their continued hard work and stated 

the Broadsword Association would not be in existence without them. George Roche holds a brand new Ensign 

from Chester Town Hall. It is yet to be decided what to do with it. 

 

Meeting closed at 1521 

 



What are we doing now? An occasional feature on life after Broadsword and the Mob. 

 
Tanzy Lee (Ex L/S (S)  

Tanzy Lee 

speaks on his life 

after the Royal 

Navy. 
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Some might say “There goes Lee gobbing off again “but since ’82 I have had     

treatment for PTSD as I’m sure many others have, which why it is relevant but I’m 

not sure it could be classed as interesting. 

 

“The Royal Navy and most certainly my time on Broadsword set me up for life”. 

 

I got into the Old Bill because of my naval career and what it had taught me.  

 

During my time with the Police I was involved in many murder and organised crime 

investigations, I became a member of the Home Office EU Accession Training Team 

travelling to many European countries instructing banking officials, Police and local 

Government ministers in relation to credit card fraud including visits to Interpol in 

Lyon to have counterfeit items forensically examined”  

 

As a result of my Service pension which is transferable from the Armed Forces to the 

Police, I was lucky enough to able to retire at 53 and buy a house in Spain where I 

now live. 

 

Between times, and whilst a serving Police Officer I found fulfilment in other walks 

of life such as being CO of a Sea Cadet unit and working with kids, many of whom 

were from deprived backgrounds and seeing them achieve things they never thought 

they could or would have the chance to do, such as visiting Montreal and Ottawa in 

Canada. This was a very important to me and something from which I derived great 

satisfaction. 

 

I also became a member of the RNR new entry/seamanship training department. 

 

 

 

 It was 1st April 1978 and it was thought to be a good wheez to give everyone a bunk light bill. So everyone had a chit on 

their pit after they had secured, which was a bill of around £2 for usage of bunk illumination. The 'Doc' who lived in the 
Gunners mess had one for £18!!!! He complained to the LHOM who referred him to the Chief WE. The Chief explained 

that the Docs bill was higher cos he had his own pit, 2 x pits in the sick bay and a bunk style light over his sick bay desk. 

The Doc asked if he could come to an arrangement to pay in instalments as it was a lot of dosh in one hit (bearing in 
mind the pay in those days). The Chief said he thought that would be ok if he arranged through the PO Writer. However, 

the Chief just cracked up and asked the Doc the date! Upon realising it was April Fools day he said, 'Thank f--k for that! 

How much is it really Chief!!!!!!!!!' - Author unknown. 

I remember the occasion whilst on the gangway during the Last Dog alongside when, at 19.25 as usual, I made the 
pipe, 'Men undernourishment and stoppage of cheese and custard.....standby for rounds'. The very young and 
inexperienced Officer of the Day appeared on the flight deck and said, "QM, what was that last pipe?" I replied, 
'Men under punishment and stoppage of leave to muster, standby for rounds, sir'. "Well, it didn't sound like that to 
me!” “Sir”, I said pointing to my Sonar Branch Badge, “Look Sir, 2's Rate, so there's nothing  wrong with my ears 
Sir'“ "Err  … Very Good Leading Hand" said the OOD and stomped off to carry out rounds!!  Tanzy Lee 

If you are willing 

to tell about your 

life after       

Broadsword, and 

the Navy send me 

a brief biopic and 

I’ll put into a an 

article and send it 

back for your    

approval. 

 

Ed 
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Memories of  our association with TS 

Newfoundland, Wolverhampton  

A retired Quartermaster Armourer of 98 years of age was 

questioned by a local newspaper as to the reasons behind 

his longevity. He said,  “ When I was in Hong Kong in 

the sixties I visited a herbalist as I had a touch of arthritis 

and when he learned of my job in the Navy, suggested                  

that I take a spoonful of gunpowder in my tea each day, 

which I have done ever since”. 

 

The advice was sound, as when he died at 102 he left    

behind six children, twelve grandchildren, three great-

grandchildren … and a 56ft crater where the crematorium 

used to be! 

Join the Royal British Legion on-line at 

http://www.britishlegion.org.uk/members/          

become-a-member/ 

If you have any problems with joining online, phone  

our contact centre on 0808 802 8080  

(free from UK landlines and major mobile networks).  
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My Sword for a Ploughshare                                                                                                                Captain Bill Canning 

 

My journey to join the Royal Navy began on Exmoor when, on 6 Jan 1949 I caught a train from Barnstable 

and, after a couple of changes, arrived at Kingswear station at the ripe old age of 18. From here the journey 

was completed by ferry across to the Dartmouth side of the river. Here, my 20 or so colleagues were ‘fell in’ 

and marched to the College’s accommodation for our bunch who were known as ‘Special Entry’ cadets.  

There was nothing very special about us but this title differentiated us from the 14 year old entry which was 

the normal age for cadets joining the Service in those days (Unlike Nelson who first went to sea at the age of 

12), Indeed, our short (one term) stay at Dartmouth was entirely conducted in separation from the rest of the 

College with our own accommodation down by the river at Sandquay. 

The ensuing 34 years do not form part of this ‘dit’, neither do the eight that I spent with British Aerospace on 

my retirement from the Navy. Suffice to say that I loved my time in the Service but found that Bae was infi-

nitely less fulfilling and was happy to take early retirement from the latter at the age of 60. 

It was at this stage that I felt a homing instinct and persuaded my wife Daphne to taste the land of my up-

bringing. Happily, this was a taste that she took to and we remained on Exmoor for the following seventeen 

years or so. I had come home. 

It didn’t take me long to conclude that I needed to occupy some of my spare time and felt strongly drawn to-

wards that truly beautiful part of the West Country that has been Exmoor National Park since 1954. 

The ability to mess around in ships and chase Soviet submarines around the Atlantic Ocean would appear to 

be totally unsuited to what I had in mind but, nevertheless, I knocked on the door of the National Park Head-

quarters in Dulverton, Somerset one morning in 1990 and was ushered before the Head Ranger of the day. In 

answer to his gently probing questions, I said that I had a working knowledge of Exmoor and a chainsaw in 

the back of my car. This opening gambit brought a faint smile to his face but he clearly had some reservations, 

even though I was volunteering my services. 

It was planned that I should return the following day in order to meet the Ranger team. There was also a hint 

that my resolve would need to be tested. The upshot of this meeting was that I took a liking to the team and to 

one of them in particular who outbid his colleagues for my services. 

Now for the ‘exam’. This proved to be a considerable challenge and required me (on my own) to locate, open 

up and mark a long disused footpath in thick woodland and scrub. Fair enough I thought, until I realised that 

this ancient path, which was an historic right-of-way, ran very steeply uphill in a gradient close to 1 in 2. But 

having accepted the challenge, I was not going to be put off by a bit of a climb. 

Thus, armed with map, compass, saw and axe I set about my task and was soon thinking of General Slim’s 

epic14th Army task in the jungles of Burma during World War II; but his men had mules to do much of the 

humping! 

It took me several days to complete the task before I was able to report ‘job done’ to Head Ranger David 

Beasley and I was received with a broad grin and a warm handshake. I was ‘in’. 

It was agreed that I would put in two days a week and that I should be regarded as a voluntary ranger or ra-

ther, the voluntary ranger as I was the first and only one of the breed. 

Thus started seventeen years of most rewarding ‘work’. My mentor, a truly delightful one-time Exmoor 

farmer was one of four Area Rangers whose patch was virtually the central, high moor part of the National 

Park and this really appealed to me. Although half my age, Mike Leach (later to become Head Ranger) and I 

clicked immediately. Quietly spoken, strongly built and a countryman to his fingertips, Mike and I shared a 

love of the moor and a passionate interest in the huge diversity of wildlife encompassed by it. 

 

For the next ten years or so, Mike and I did prodigious things together before the dead hand of Health and 

Safety imposed itself in such a supine way on our activities. I was often on my own if our resources needed to 

be split but lone working also had a unique appeal although even this practice is now hedged about by petty 

rules and regulations. 

Our ‘work’ was infinitely variable but, in general terms, focused on all aspects of maintenance within a nation-

al park that included 600 miles of right-of-way footpaths and bridleways, about 90 footbridges and umpteen 

gates and stiles, all of which had to be kept safe and serviceable. Leading guided walks, burying dead animals 

and looking after the odd lost soul also had their place. The chainsaw was perhaps our main armament but 

pickaxe, spade and crowbar also featured. I had owned a chainsaw for about ten years but was happy to have 

my bad habits ironed out by way of two courses and an exam.   

  

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

It quickly dawned on me that, after all, seamanship practices did have an application in some of our heavy work and 

I was able to introduce block and tackle, leading blocks and strops – invaluable in towing fallen trees and the like 

out of the way. 

 

But sweat, toil and profanity were not always the order of the day. There were many periods of tranquillity spent 

checking out the local wildlife. Exmoor’s rich heritage includes two unique species – the two-and-a half thousand or 

so wild red deer which have ranged the moor for centuries and which are the only truly wild red deer in England, 

and the semi-wild Exmoor ponies which date back to the ice age and which were close to extinction not long past. 

Some less common birds, beasts and butterflies added a further rich dimension to our activities. 

It became apparent to me quite quickly that the Rangers needed to be able to communicate with each other from 

their various patches. Some hand-held VHF radios were acquired  and dog watch instruction in their use com-

menced; call signs were allocated and the phonetic alphabet mastered. This proved very useful although there were 

many ‘blind spots’ on the moor due to the topography. The mobile phone also arrived on the scene although these 

too suffered from the same limitations. 

Leading guided walks was also a stimulating activity. These occurred about once a week and varied in distance 

from a three mile saunter (usually of a specialist nature – deer, ponies, fungi, butterflies, birds and so on),to an all 

day march with a picnic lunch in some well-chosen spot. Numbers of walkers varied between single figures and 

several dozen. 

 

Exmoor had been extensively used by the allied armies prior to D-Day and, despite major clearance work after the 

war, some interesting items were not uncovered. By and large, few of the national park staff new anything about 

‘bombs ‘n’ things’ and I was thus able to coordinate events following a discovery, based on by Service experience. 

Lethal items found were usually unexploded shells and some mortar bombs but, on one occasion two rather sinis-

ter heavy metal containers came to light (later to be revealed as mustard gas). In all such cases EOD teams were 

called in (sometimes from the Navy) and this always provided interest, to the extent that Rangers were able to take 

it in turn to press the tit. Other, non-lethal items of military hardware were also regularly found, not to mention 

shell and bomb splinters, expended cartridges cases and so on. Endless fun!   

My company car was a four-wheel drive vehicle (which I bought) which was essential for the job as my work took 

me all over the moor and often required carrying heavy loads or towing a trailer. Needless to say, the vehicle was 

stuffed with kit and I rarely had room for more than one passenger. 

Another delight in those early days was the ability to ring RNAS Yeovilton to seek a helicopter lift for a heavy or 

awkward load. The CO of the Seaking Training Squadron was often on the lookout for diversionary training sorties 

for his student pilots and so this suited both parties admirably. Cooperation of this sort was eminently sensible but 

it was not long before this outbreak of common sense was vetoed by the finance department in the MOD. Of course, 

we could continue to have help of this sort but it would cost us £2500 per flying hourincluding commuting time. 

Needless to say, that was the end if it! 

 

This brief ‘tour d’horizon’ encapsulates many but by no means every aspect of my third career and I look back with 

immense satisfaction on my seventeen-odd years with Exmoor National Park and I feel grateful that the majority of 

my time was served before the dead hand of Health & Safety clamped down on so much of what we did. But I worry 

much more generally about the sapping effects that health and safety, non-accountability and lack of initiative gen-

erally are having on so many aspects of life today for the younger generation who are brought up to believe that 

such practices are normal. 

I still make a point of spending a day in my former happy hunting ground every few weeks but this now involves a 

round trip of at least sixty miles and today’s fuel cost make this an expensive luxury. When I do go out for the day, I 

always take a bag of tools and a pair of binoculars as there is so much to do and see but my sword now hangs on a 

bulkhead at home while my ploughshare is a constant reminder of former happy times. 

 

Bill C. 
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The Secretary, Nick Page received the following from Captain Bill after the   

reunion ... 



The Royal Navy 
 
"I liked standing on the bridge wing at sunrise with salt spray in my face and clean ocean winds whipping in from 
all four quarters, the ship beneath me feeling like a living thing as her turbines drive her through the sea. I liked 
the sounds of the navy, the piercing trill of the boatswains call, the clang of the ships bell, the harsh squawk of 
the main broadcast Tannoy and the st...rong language and laughter of sailors at work. I liked navy vessels, speed-
ing destroyers, jinking darting frigates, plodding fleet auxiliaries, sleek submarines, purposeful minehunters and 
steady solid carriers.  
I liked the proud names of capital navy ships ARK ROYAL,EAGLE, LION,TIGER I liked the lean angular names of na-
vy destroyers – DARING,CAVALIER, BATTLEAXE and frigates - ACTIVE, UNDAUNTED, RAPID not forgetting KEPPEL. I 
liked the tempo of a navy band blaring through the upper deck speakers as we pull away from the tanker after 
refuelling at sea. I liked the pipe "libertymen fall in" and the spicy scent of a foreign port. I liked sailors, men from 
all parts of the land, from city and country alike and all walks of life, I trusted and depended on them as they 
trusted and depended on me for professional competence, comradeship and courage, in a word they were ship-
mates.  
I liked the surge of adventure in my heart when the word is passed "special sea dutymen close up". I liked the 
infectious thrill of sighting home again, the waving hands of welcome from family and friends, the work is hard 
and dangerous, the going rough at times, the parting from loved ones painful but the companionship of robust 
navy laughter, the all for one and one for all philosophy of the sea is ever present.  
 
I liked the serenity of the sea after a day of hard ships work, the issue of rum, the beer issue, watching flying fish 
flit across the wave tops as sunset gave way to night. I liked the feel of the navy in darkness, the masthead lights, 
the red and green navigation lights and the stern light, the pulsating phosphorescence of the ships wake. I liked 
drifting off to sleep lulled by the myriad of noises large and small that told me that my ship is alive and well and 
that my shipmates are on watch and will keep me safe. I liked quiet middle watches with the aroma of Kai on a 
cold, dark winter’s night. I liked the bow slicing through the mirror calm of the sea and the frolicking of dolphins 
as they darted in and out of the bow wave.  
I liked watching the track disappearing back towards the horizon knowing that it will be gone in a short time and 
being aware of the fact that we were not the first or will not be the last to leave our mark on the water. I liked 
the foaming phosphorescence at night, dancing from the wake of the screws as they constantly pushed tons of 
water astern of the ship, carrying us to our next exciting port. Liked the sudden electricity of "action stations" fol-
lowed by the hurried clamour of running feet on ladders and the resounding thump of watertight doors and 
hatches as the ship transformed herself from a peaceful workplace to a weapon of war ready for anything.  
I liked the sight of space age equipment manned by youngsters clad in No8's and sound powered phones that 
their grandfathers would still recognise. I liked the traditions of the navy and the men who made them and the 
heroism of the men who sailed in the ships of yesteryear. Now that I am home from the sea I still remember with 
fondness and respect the ocean in all its moods, the impossible shimmering mirror calm, and the storm tossed 
green water surging over the bow, the sight of the bright bunting of signal flags snapping at the yardarm, a re-
frain of hearty laughter. I have gone ashore for good and grow wistful about my navy days, when the seas be-
longed to me and a new port of call was ever over the horizon.  
I was a sailor once, and numbers will never be the same again: Kit: 1's 2's 3's 8's 10's 10A's Punishment Number 
9's, 14’s I was a sailor once and I look back and realise it was not just a job, it was a way of life. A family where 
shipmates became brothers and part of a team. I was a sailor once and I will always remember my Official Num-
ber. When medical science receives my body, as they examine it they will find a tattoo inside my brain with my 
Official Number and an anchor where my heart is. I was a sailor once and I liked the navy because even as times 
change, and the youth takes over from the old seadogs, some things will never change:  
The old days were always harder. The recruits were always greener. Official Numbers were always smaller Men of 
steel and ships of wood, The goffers were always bigger The girls were not as good looking in Pompey as they 
were in Guzz. If I haven't been there, it doesn't exist - or we blew it off the map. Only a sailor knows.  
 
I was a sailor once and I know. I was a sailor once, I was part of the navy and the navy will always be a part of me, 
that's why I loved the navy" 
 
Author unknown. 
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