that major nuclear war was starting and we were all playing our part, fairly realistically. The Russians might
think it a good opportunity to stage an incident. However, cool heads prevailed and we steamed out of the
Forth with Hermes on the 15th. C.-in-C. Home Fleet spent the day with us and watched the two carriers
settling back into seagoing and flying routine. For the next week we played with Hermes, making sure
we were all completely on the ball. Unfortunately, during this time one of our Vixens landed a bit short
one night, broke its tail-booms off, and went straight into the sea. Lieuts. Bond and Marjoribanks were a
sad loss to us but a reminder also of the hazards and of the high standards continuously required.
The exercise itself need not be described here, it suffices to say that we played our part well and always met
our tasks – on one day during the exercise we had launched seventy fixed-wing sorties! When we disembarked our fixed-wing aircraft north of the Shetlands they were all serviceable and all flew off home,
no small feat after such very strenuous flying. The ship was 530 tons lighter after that launch.
On the way south we stopped off Greenock to disembark Scimitar ground crews for Lossie, and three hundred
men for long leave in Scotland, the North of England, and Northern Ireland. The next day, at 1530 on October
3rd, we went up-harbour in spite of a very strong wind and secured alongside at Devonport. The longer
and tougher half of the commission was over, and were we glad to be home for a spell.
A few days before we got in we said farewell and 'bon voyage' to 892 (going to Victorious) and 820 (paying off).
Both were sad losses to us, as we had all been through the mill together.
Whilst alongside for the first half of the leave period almost everyone was away We were fortunately able
to keep the ship reasonably secure, safe and clean during this period by not allowing anyone on board who
hadn't an important job of work to do. The second half was murderous, though, with nearly everyone back
from leave beavering away at maintenance, storing and painting.
FOAC had announced his intention of inspecting the ship in mid-December and there was much to do.
We were foiled by the Home Fleet's lack of a solids replenishment ship, so that – quite apart from normal
harbour maintenance – a large quantity of stores which were badly needed had to be embarked, causing
continual blockages of gangways and hatches.
Inexorably the penultimate day came, and with it the usual scramble. Squadrons joined from all over the
place; 824, re-formed with eight helicopters, embarked; nearly a hundred new men joined and lost themselves; and we had a make-and-mend!
A great deal of serious defect work had been done, and here the Yard were most helpful; we had all had
a spell at home and even the ship's side received a bit of a lick and wasn't quite so much like a tramp's!
So that when Wednesday, October 26th came we were at least refreshed and ready to go again. Although
it was a pretty wet day, four hundred of our wives and children came on board to watch the
squadrons embark. The best remarks that I heard were (a) when a Gannet started to
fold its wings a nameless wife said 'Oh, how sweet!' and (b) Commander
Air's youngest daughter, kneeling on his chair in Flyco,
beside herself with excitement, having watched
the Scimitar launch, turned and said,
'Oh, Daddy, do it again,
please!'.

COMMUNICATIONS
DIVISIONS
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It was pouring with rain when they left
in the tug, and all the sadder to say
good-bye, for we were off back to the
warmth of the Med again. And so it was,
for, after two fleeting days in Gibraltar,
as we steamed east, the sun came out,
the sea went calm, and we began to get
our whites out. Just as well, too,
because when we went into Marsaxlokk
everyone was still in tropical rig; and
there in Bighi Bay was another small
British carrier, Victorious. She was halfway through her work-up and had our
sympathy. We were expecting only
the week-end in, to be followed by ten
days or so of trials with two Buccaneers,
and then ten days self-maintenance at
Toulon – a pleasant enough prospect.
However, as in May, things went differently: the two Buccaneers had arrived
at Malta, but only by the skin of their
teeth, and until a fuel-pump problem had
been resolved there would be no flying
for them. So the Toulon visit was canTHE BUCCANEERS
celled and we settled down to ten days
WERE READY
in Bighi Bay. This meant, amongst other
things, disembarking some Scimitars and
Gannets for continuation flying at Hal Far while we were in harbour. A convenient NE breeze on Monday
morning enabled us to launch them as if it were a normal occurrence to do this in harbour. Neither the
gesture, nor the fact, were wasted on Victorious, who were ever thereafter a jump astern at least.
By Tuesday, 15th, the Buccaneers were ready, and so were we. The boilers were cleaned, the ship had
been painted outside, and we had had an unexpected and welcome rest. Furthermore, we had transferred
FOAC and all his staff to Victorious. We had learned, to our benefit, how high his standards were, and the
five Commanders who pulled the Admiral over in the whaler, did so with a real swing.
The two Buccaneers weren't quite so ready as they had hoped to be, and the next ten days were as tiresome
as trials always are. However, by the time they disembarked some very useful information, and some valuable
lessons, had been learned. But weren't they ugly!
At the end of the month, then, we became a Fleet carrier again – for our new Vixen Squadron, 893, joined
from England, and we also embarked 83I's radio warfare squadron for a fortnight for two exercises. We
DLP'd them all over a week-end, and then set off for 'Royal Flush II'. This was yet another AD exercise with
the U.S. 6th Fleet, but this time with a difference, for Hermes and Victorious were there too, and we outnumbered the Americans. The superiority
of our intercept and control gear was once
again demonstrated and we had a successful
and effective exercise.
The exercise only lasted a day, whence the
three carriers made independently for
Malta; each had a variety of storing and disembarkation commitments but a heavy
swell from the east made the whole plan a
bit shaky. We were first in to MX, before
conditions became really bad, and cleared
our transfers by boat and chopper in time.
We did a solids RAS during the forenoon
and then for an hour in the afternoon the
three carriers steamed around in formation
being photographed. They looked a brave
sight, but somehow the photographs were
not inspiring. After a further RAS that
afternoon, we went off to Cyrenaica to be
BUT WEREN'T THEY UGLY!
ready for 'Pink Gin III', and the other two
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returned to Grand Harbour and MX to finish off their transfers and storing. We didn't see Hermes again,
as she was bound more far, via the Suez Canal. But Victorious came with us for our third and last Army
support exercise, which lasted from the 5th to the 7th of December. Upon reflection, this was probably
the most valuable of the lot. The principles of Army support are by now well known, if not well practised,
but the unique feature this time was the surprising number of times Scimitars were called overhead, not
to strafe the enemy but to give a demonstration to the local Bedouin sheiks and senior officials. No wonder
they kept coming back at 'Chicken' after only an hour's sortie, a fact which at first caused some interesting
and forceful discussion in Flyco. I am quite sure that these demonstrations by such powerful aircraft 'out of
the blue' must have left an indelible impression on many important and independent natives of Cyrenaica
and Tripoli.
No sooner had we washed the taste of 'Pink Gin' away than we formed up for 'Decex'. We and Victorious were
joined by Albion, just back from the Far East and on her way home, Bermuda, and sixteen destroyers and frigates,
some of them NATO. The idea was that half a dozen submarines and some V-bombers were going to try to
stop the three carriers from getting through the Sicilian Narrows; and, conversely, we, with FOF (Med)
(Admiral Dreyer) on board and in charge, were going to try to get through this natural trap, to the west,
unscathed.
In the main we succeeded, and it turned out to be a spirited, interesting and well worthwhile exercise; it
had been planned with plenty of imagination and freedom of action. Victorious copped it, but Albion and Ark
made it undamaged.
This was a portentous fact, for the next day, with FOAC on board, Victorious really was in trouble.
The exercise finished on Saturday night, the 10th, and the next morning we were due to transfer FOF (Med)
back to Bermuda, whence the carriers would go west fast to Gib and the remainder in various directions for
visits, etc. But Old Man Boreas stepped in with
a naval staff officer's nightmare. In the middle and
morning watches of the 11th a first-rate Gulf of
Lions nor'wester piped up, and by breakfast the
wind was gusting 70 knots with a very steep excited sea to match it.
I don't need to remind you what an unsavoury day it
was, thirty life-rafts, two bandsmen disillusioned for
ever, many wet shirts and socks, one launch, and the
Jackstaff were perhaps a small price to pay for our
first real lesson in rough weather. We had to find
sufficient shelter to transfer FOF (Med), and so we
forced on through the worst of it, getting ever
farther ahead of the others, until we were in the lee
of the Balearics just after midnight. Bermuda was
with us by dawn, and we said farewell to Admiral
Dreyer and set off at high speed for Gibraltar. Our
final fling there and our Christmas shopping were
in jeopardy because of this delay. And so, too,
was the Admiral's inspection and all the inter-carrier
competitions we had fixed up with Victorious for
FLY PAST —FIRST SEA LORD'S VISIT
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our two-day stay. For on the morning that the wind blew Victorious's rudder had faltered and then jammed
at 'starboard 5°'. She was therefore having a miserable time in the bad weather behind us, steering by
main engines: to make matters worse, one engine was out of action for four hours. Eventually she got into
the lee of the Balearics and collected some underwater burning gear from Gibraltar Dockyard in a Gannet,
with which her divers were able to clear the obstruction and free the rudder.
Meanwhile, we arrived in Gibraltar at 1400 on the 18th, and set about cleaning the ship up for the inspection:
we didn't know for sure whether FOAC would arrive or not, but we had to be prepared. The next morning
a party of four hundred went off to Tangier, and those who were left waited at an hour's notice for Admiral's
rounds to start; and immediately after lunch they did, as he had flown on ahead with his flag lieutenant at
almost maximum COD Gannet range. The standard of cleanliness achieved was excellent, and he said so;
what is equally gratifying is that it has gone on improving ever since. We have once and for all broken the
back of that ghastly start.
Both watches having had a run ashore, and Christmas presents having been bought, parcelled up, and put in
Puma, who was off to Guzz that day, we sailed at 0900 on the 15th with the First Sea Lord and FOAC on
board. Behold, there was Victorious outside, ready and waiting to do her part in the demonstration. The
day was spent by the two carriers showing their paces to Admiral Sir Caspar John, and a fine calm day it was,
with some excellent flying, firing and aerobatics. 893 showed us that they were no longer working-up,
they were with us.
In the evening the Admirals left us for Victorious, at anchor in Algeciras Bay; we heaved several sighs of relief
that all had gone well, turned left at Europa Point, and rang 20 knots for Malta, Christmas, and a sort of a rest.
On arrival there at breakfast-time on the 19th, we secured both ends in record time and settled down to
arranging the season of joy and happiness. For nearly everyone this meant a liberal mixture of sweat and toil,
for not only had we to do all the normal chores of a ten-day self-maintenance period, but we simply had to
enjoy Christmas. There was a typically Ark Royal determination about this attitude, resulting as it did from
the fact that we would far sooner have spent it at home, but couldn't – and that was that. The Passion Plane
duly arrived, with seventy excited wives, who had spent the night at Nice on the way!
Not only did we make the best of our spell in Grand Harbour but we had enough fun left over to entertain
300 at the Wardroom Christmas Dance; 800 at the performance of The Messiah' and Christmas carols by
our forty-strong choir in the Upper Hangar; 1,200 on two evenings by the ship's concert party at the Corradino Canteen; and last, but by no means least, 2,200 poor Maltese children and 200 Maltese helpers at a
children's party, the like of which none of them had ever seen before.
But the day which surpasses all memory was Christmas Day itself. I hear that everyone else felt it was the
best Christmas that they had ever had away from home too.
By the time January 6th came we were more than ready for sea again. The airmen were a jump ahead; the
Vixens and Gannets had been night-flying and the choppers had been doing A/S with the frigates while disembarked at Hal Far. But on board we had given the ship a good going over, the storm damage was repaired,
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the rust was gone from the side, most of the
aircraft on board were now serviceable, and
we were all ready for the last long haul, almost
two months at sea with only two breaks of four
days each; home was the carrot at the end of it.
And this carrot was clearly in the mind of
the stoker who just made it alongside in a
dghaisa after we had slipped, sitting royally
if anxiously, in the back with two dghaisamen
straining at the oars to catch us.
So at 0900 we left Grand Harbour, finally
sounding-off and waving our hats respectively
as we bade farewell to flag officers, friends and
wives.
For the next few days we shook ourselves up
and settled ourselves down again, flying and
exercising in the Malta area and night deckqualifying some more of 893. And it was on
the first night out that we were shocked
back into shape, if that were necessary, when
Lieut. Dudgeon and Sub-Lieut. Russel lost
their lives in a Vixen in roughly the same
circumstances as the other time in October.
We searched all night, but the sea had taken
its toll.

Top left: CAROL SERVICE — CHRISTMAS, 1960
Top right: CHILDREN'S CHRISTMAS PARTY, MALTA
Circle: PARTY FOR 2,000 MALTESE CHILDREN

Bottom right: SHIP'S COMPANY CONCERT
THE LADIES OF THE CHORUS
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SHIP'S GUNNERY RATES—STARBOARD WATCH

We left the Royal Marine Detachment ashore enduring their second spell of being soldiers and, apart from
flying practices, we stocked up with stores in three underway replenishments and did some serious AA
gunnery. Earlier practices had shown that we had a good chance of winning the Mediterranean Fleet Gunnery
Competition. More intensive practice showed that we couldn't fail, and what a feather in our cap this would
be for a carrier, of all ships! – to win a gunnery competition. However, we found that there must be an
exception to prove every rule and, weather-lucky as we have been, the weather defeated us on the final day,
as the cloud base was too low for competition conditions. Earlier, four exceptionally good runs had been
invalidated by a fifth in which the recording machine in the target had awarded 110 per cent hits! Such is luck.
On Saturday, January 14th, with forty-five days to Guzz, we re-embarked the Royal Marines, band instruments and all, and a large quantity of ammunition and stores, all by helicopter, as the first real Gregale was
blowing.
The Commander-in-Chief paid us a short visit to say `good-bye', we appreciated his warm praise of our
excellent 'public relations' and efficiency.

LAUNCH IN
GRAND HARBOUR
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And in the evening we went west, with our fingers well crossed, hoping that this was for the last time.
All in all, we had had a good run for our money in the Mediterranean.
As we passed through the Pillars of Hercules we landed the mail and two compassionate cases for UK at
Gibraltar, but the rest of us had to make do with a nostalgic view of the Rock gliding past in misty majesty.
Before reaching Lisbon the PMO gave a TV talk on health in Portugal. This achieved maximum viewing response but, judged in retrospect, disappointingly little success. Many of the ship's company came away with
colds, etc., from going ashore inadequately dressed.
Off Lisbon we embarked a Vixen from Victorious flown direct from Yeovilton. The pilot had to be reminded
that he was a quarter of a minute late on his ETA arranged ten days before.
Our arrival at Lisbon was at the unusual hour of 1600, due to the tidal bar at the mouth of the Tagus, but
the job of 'mooring ship' went smoothly and over a thousand men were soon ashore–the largest number
since we commissioned. They found the Portuguese capital most pleasantly hospitable and accommodating.
Assisted by the timely arrival of some traditional Ark Royal weather, we played the usual games, including
SHIP'S GUNNERY RATES — PORT WATCH
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` ARK' AND GROWLER

judo, fencing and table-tennis, with honours
being about even. Several sightseeing tours were
organised and many others occurred by mutual
consent. Altogether this was voted the best
visit yet. On Monday, even the ship was unwilling to move and finally dug her toes in and said 'No'. One of the capstan motor drives had failed, delaying
us for repairs long enough to miss the tide.
The Atlantic crossing coincided with a period of typical winter storms, and the ship was soon jumping about
in a disconcertingly lighthearted way, to which we had long been unaccustomed. Flying was severely curtailed by the excessive pitching, and the embarkation of fuel and stores from Tidesurge was only achieved
after two abortive attempts, by which time our need was beginning to become pressing.
In the Davis Strait we turned north and soon found the cold weather we were looking for. Temperatures
dropped to 7 degrees F. (25 degrees of frost). We experienced widespread sea-smoke and saw several icebergs, some quite large – at any rate, to us. However, we soon become, in part, accustomed to the cold
and carried out normal day and night flying. The ship remained warm and comfortable and boredom was
kept at bay during the day by the general novelty of our surroundings and after dark by quizzes, sing-songs
and special SRE and TV programmes.
With the prevailing north-west winds, the nearer we approached the ice edge the clearer and colder became
the weather. Still, we had to remember that a prolonged recovery period 'into wind' could be embarrassing
and that there was enough
loose ice about to keep us
wary. The resulting compromise kept the temperature
where it was wanted – between
10° and 15° C. below– and the
weather just good enough for
the task to go on. On February
9th we turned south for New
York with everything satisfactorily completed.
Exercises arranged for the next
week with the Canadian Navy
and Air Force were cramped by
the reluctance of the Americans
to allow us air space at height,
and bad weather at Halifax
prevented the Canadian Banshees from landing on board.
However, flying continued until
our consorts, Londonderry and
Tidereach –who had kept us
GANNET BEING RECOVERED
I N POOR VISIBILITY
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PACK ICE
AND THIN SEA SMOKE

well supplied with fuel, beer and spuds – left
us to enter New York.
Flying then virtually finished for the commission, and it is worthy of note that since the
squadrons joined in March, 1960, the choppers
have flown every single day at sea, except on Sunday, 14th August, when we enjoyed a real Sunday, and on Sunday,
11 t1 h December, when we were stormbound in the Gulf of Lions. Looking back on that day, it wasn't so
very rough, was it? But at least it was the only time when good green salt sea has soaked the goofers on the GDP.
Ark had to wait a little until her New York berth became vacant, so we enjoyed two quiet days in Block

Island Sound titivating a little for our last and best visit. Whilst there a small officers' landing party prepared
an expedition with due secrecy and ceremony, and li berated the State of Rhode Island from the 'Capitalist
Yoke' by the solemn planting of the White Ensign on the beach!!
And so to New York – enough said!!
The trip home, laden with presents, memories and anticipation, seemed to take no time at all. We couldn't
have gone much faster, even if we had tried. Of course, we had expected the rain on picking 'C' buoy in the
Sound, but the Ark Royal weather rescued us for the trip up-harbour in the afternoon, and the paying-off
pendant looked a splendid sight.
The commission has certainly been a memorable one. It has been short, intense, and solid hard work. It
has been successful hard work too, and we have done all that has been expected of us or that we have been
told to do. Above all, we have
made hosts of good friends
wherever we have been, although our visits might so easily
and so powerfully have been
directed against their enemies.
We can be thankfully assured,
in those splendidly familiar
words, that we have been 'a
safeguard unto our most
gracious Sovereign Lady, Queen
Elizabeth, and her Dominions,
and a security for such as pass
on the seas upon their lawful
occasions' . . . and justifiably
hope 'that we may return in
safety to enjoy the blessings of
the land, with the fruits of our
labours, and with a thankful
remembrance of Thy mercies
to praise and glorify Thy Holy
Name. Amen.'

COLD WEATHER DECK WORK
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THE AIR DEPARTMENT
In our young days all small boys wanted to
be engine-drivers. Judging by the reactions
of our visitors, the modern equivalent is to
drive a tractor around the flight-deck of a
carrier. We would, however, warn them that
the sheer hard grind of handling the modern
heavyweights under the caustic lash of Flyco
soon removes the gilt from this, and advise
them for a quiet life to settle for British
Railways.
At the outset the Department had the task
of drilling itself to take full advantage of the
latest improvements to the ship's equipment
designed to make the operation of the modern
naval aircraft an efficient and continuous performance. Sea trials soon showed that the
new catapults, arrester gear, projector sights
etc., were all first-class equipment, and long
hours of work during the subsequent workup produced the required efficiency – or signs
of it.
The optimists began to hope that the pressure
would ease off. But various exercises brought 'flying stations' earlier and earlier each day, and flying continued later and later into the night, till, on some memorable occasions, it was shown that in this respect,
at least, the Navy could make both ends meet.
There were breaks, however, and early on Palermo, famous for its 'pink plonk' and the Mafia, was visited.
Little contact was made with the latter but the Department formed an enduring attachment for the former.
The Air Department has justly earned a reputation for hard work and long hours at sea and, by contrast,
it is difficult to pin down in harbour. Interesting evidence must be available at Athens, Barcelona and Palma
to explain this, but the laws of decency and libel prevent our publishing it.
Repeated acquaintance with Malta led to an ex-ped outing to Gozo which was voted by one as 'All right for
some, but it seems "all go" to me'. Christmas could not pass without incident, and we can record – though
not, unfortunately, in sound –that a well-known figure of the Air Office aroused Commander Air very early
with an excruciating trumpet voluntary. The seasonal goodwill did not prevent a brief but very vocal reprisal.

AIR DEPARTMENT— FLIGHT DECK DIVISION
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