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DITORIAL:-  

 
 

 
If you know of any members who are sick and in need of some sympathy, 
Please let me know. Lewie@hms-penelope.com  
Or via contact page on website www.hms-penelope.com 

 

Sick Bay 
 
. 
Our thoughts & prayers go out to all families & friends of those who 
have crossed the bar to all who have lost family, friends to Covid 19 
and a speedy recovery to those who have it now 
 
 
Our thoughts & prayers go out to all those in Ukraine facing invasion 
from Russia forces   
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mailto:Lewie@hms-penelope.com
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Put your hands up those who missed the reunion at 
Blackpool.         Well, you missed a great weekend. 
 
                   See it all in our Reunion Update  

                           
                           News 
 
Invictus Games being held in The Hague is set to  
                       start on 16 April 2022. 

 
Falklands 82  40th Reunion weekend 

 
9th -12th September 2022 

 
Venue now confirmed China Fleet Club Saltash Plymouth. 
Now fully booked, additional accommodation Travelodge or local 
guest houses or other hotels close by. 
 
      More information and tickets will be available soon 

 
Blackpool Annual reunion  

 
Next reunion will be 24th - 27th February 2023.    

The venue again will be Tiffany’s Hotel  
Blackpool 

if you want to come just for our Gala dinner!  
Please contact us via the contact page. 

 
 

 
Dates for Cenotaph 2022  13th November  if not marched 
before send email to me lewie@hms-penelope.com  
 

 
 
 
 
 



Thank you to Mike Bee for this item  
 
PENELOPE AT ALEXANDRIA 1882   By John C. Welch 
 
I have for many years been researching the part played by HMS 
Penelope at the bombardment of Alexandria in Egypt on 11th July 
1882. She made a particularly important contribution to the success of 
this operation, as she was one of the few ships with a sufficiently 
shallow draught to enable her to operate close to the enemy’s 
fortifications. 
 
I have recently discovered an account of the Penelope in action at 
Alexandria in, ‘Salt Junk’, by Admiral B.M. Chambers published in 
1927. The author was a very young officer; he had been born in 1866, 
when he was appointed to the Monarch. Together with Invincible and 
Penelope, the Monarch took up position about a mile from the nearest 
fort. 
 
‘The Penelope, an old-fashioned broadside ironclad, our nearest 
neighbour, fought at anchor, whilst we remained under way. She being 
a fixed target was getting it pretty hot. Most of the damage she 
received came, as we afterwards ascertained, from a 40-pounder 
Armstrong breech loader, which fired through a window and its position 
was not located until after the action. It was an excellent example of the 
advantage of camouflaging a battery. 
 
We were nearly the cause of her greatest loss, for our turret, when 
training, was suddenly fired from the conning tower when passing the 
line of the Penelope. Our projectiles passed but a few feet above her 
poop. The cry of horror which went up as the gun was fired has left an 
impression on my mind. Fortunately, the trajectory of our stumpy old 
guns saved what might have been a terrible disaster, for at that short 
range our big shell would have blown the stern off her. “There goes my 
commission!” exclaimed the officer of the turret. Yet he had infringed 
no canon of the gunnery drill-book of that date.’ 
 
Later in the day the Penelope and the Invincible moved position away 
from Monarch, possibly because of this incident. The Penelope 
survived the bombardment without serious damage, sustaining no 
fatalities and just half a dozen wounded men. Some of her company 
went on to man an armoured train at the Battle of Tel el Kebir.  
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The U. S. S. Constitution (Old Ironsides), as a combat vessel, carried 48,600 gallons of 
fresh water for her crew of 475 officers and men.  
  
This was sufficient to last six months of sustained operations at sea. She carried no 
evaporators (i.e. fresh water distillers).  
 
However, let it be noted that ccording to her ship's log, "On July 27, 1798, the U.S.S. 
Constitution sailed from Boston with a full omplement of 475 officers and men, 48,600 
gallons of fresh water, 7,400 cannon shot, 11,600 pounds of black powder and 79,400 
gallons of rum."  
 
Her mission: "To destroy and arass English shipping." 
 
Making Jamaica on 6 October, she took on 826 pounds of flour and 68,300 gallons of 
rum.  
 
Then she headed for the Azores , arriving there 12 November. She provisioned with 
550 pounds of beef and 64,300 gallons of Portuguese wine.  
 
On 18 November, she set sail for England .  In the ensuing days she defeated five 
British men-of-war and  
captured and scuttled 12 English merchant ships, salvaging only the rum aboard each.  
 
By 26 January, her powder and shot were exhausted.  Nevertheless, although 
unarmed she made a night raid up the Firth of Clyde in Scotland . Her landing party 
captured a whisky distillery and transferred 40,000 gallons of single malt Scotch aboard 
by dawn. Then she headed home.  
 
The U. S. S. Constitution arrived in Boston on 20 February 1799, with no cannon shot, 
no food, no powder, no rum, no wine, no whisky, and 38,600 gallons of water.  
  

GO NAVY      Thanks Leo. 
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Hong Kong Memories 
 
No doubt many of you will have been following the news over the last 
couple of years on the  increasingly bad situation in Hong Kong. My 
memories of the former colony are somewhat happier, what a different 
place it is now from the one I remember back in the 1960s and early 
1970s. This is just one or two such memories amongst many of ‘Honky 
Fid’ in the swinging sixties. 
 
In spring 1965 I left Penelope with a tinge of sadness, after a 
memorable 14 months during her 1st commission, which took in some 
very enjoyable times in Home waters as well as Mediterranean trips 
and a fantastic South American Special Cruise, on a great ship with a 
great ship’s company. I had received a Foreign Service East of Suez 
draft to a Salisbury class frigate called Lincoln, pennant number F99, 
the four ships in this class (Salisbury, Chichester, Llandaff and Lincoln) 
being named after cathedral cities. Designated a Type 61 Air Direction 
Frigate - what used to be called in the old days a radar picket, I 
suppose, used in aircraft carrier operations - she was a bit smaller than 
a Leander at about 2,200 tons, with a slightly smaller complement of 
about 235. She was a little older too, having been completed in 1960 
and, although equipped with the same type 4.5 inch big gun, plus a 40 
mm Bofors, her attack sonar was the older Type 164, with a Type 174  
search sonar. The anti-submarine mortar was also an earlier version, 
the mortar Mk. 4 - Squid, but which fired the same bomb as the Limbo. 
The next ship to bear the pennant number F99, incidentally, was HMS 
Cornwall of the infamous 2007 hostage incident in Iran. 
 
At the time, Lincoln had been a station ship based at the Naval 
Dockyard in Sembawang, Singapore for about five years non-stop. This 
was during the Indonesian Confrontation with Malaysia and the ships in 
the Far East Fleet were kept busy patrolling the waters around 
mainland Malaysia, Singapore and Borneo. We did get the occasional 
break though, mainly up to Hong Kong for a couple of weeks or so at a 
time, although this usually involved guardship duties - no peace for the 
wicked - and Subic Bay in the Philippines etc., not to mention the odd 
banyan on Pulau Tiomen and other islands off Malaysia and Borneo. 
Just before Christmas 1965 we had spent a couple of weeks in Hong 
Kong before returning to Sembawang, we hoped, to spend Christmas. 



 
 
 

3 

Not so, we were sent out to patrol the Malacca Strait on the 23rd 
December, which was an eventful patrol but that’s another story, 
spending Christmas at sea in the middle of the Strait and returning to 
base just in time for New Year 1966. This time we managed to get a 
couple of weeks in our home port before going on Exercise Millstream 
which lasted into February. 
 
It was round about this time that Princess Margaret and Antony 
Armstrong-Jones - or the Earl of Snowdon as he was by then - paid a 
visit to the Far East, one of their ports of call being Hong Kong for 
British Week, held during February. So together with what ships the 
Navy could spare, including HMS Triumph, an ex-Colossus light fleet 
aircraft carrier converted to a heavy repair ship now based at 
Singapore - which must have been a bit of a shock for her ships’ 
company as she very rarely moved out of her peaceful anchorage in 
the Johor Strait, - we made our way up to Honky Fid. Presumably, 
seeing a few RN ships around in HK harbour amongst the increasing 
number of USN vessels might go some way to persuading HRH that 
Britannia still did actually rule the waves. (HRH and husband, by the 
way, didn’t - or maybe couldn’t - avail themselves of the services of the 
Royal Yacht so HMRY Britannia herself wasn’t there). Anyway, we tied 
up as usual in the basin and the Triumph berthed on the outside of the 
harbour wall alongside HMS Tamar, the Hong Kong shore 
establishment. Then one morning we all got changed into our No. 1s 
and made our way over to the Triumph, where we all lined the flight 
deck to cheer the Royal couple - ‘cheer ship’ in naval parlance - as they 
sailed through the harbour on a motorised, very modern and plush junk 
on their way to the Star Ferry jetty to be greeted by the 24 th governor of 
the colony, Sir David Clive Crosbie Trench - try saying that after a few 
pints of Tiger in the China Fleet Club, a fine establishment which, sadly, 
there is no place for in modern Hong Kong - not that there is any 
custom for such a place any more (ahh, many a happy night was spent 
there). 
 
That night, after all the excitement (?) of the day we needed a run 
ashore and myself and two or three oppos decided on a ‘suit’ run 
ashore - well, it was British Week so we had to look smart for the 
mother country. So, once we’d had our supper, showered and shaved, 
we all donned our shiny Chinese suits. A word on Hong Kong shiny 
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suits: day 1 after dinner, ashore up town to a suitable tailors - of which 
there were many, choose your material, get measured up; day 1 after 
tea, back ashore after supper to the tailor for a fitting; day 2 after 
dinner, back ashore to the tailor to pick up your finished suit and pay 
the tailor buttons for it - or so it seems these days; day 2 after supper, 
wear your suit ashore for the first time. Easy, you could even get a tie 
and shirt made at the same time. Back to our run ashore and, looking 
suitably resplendent, we made our way to our first port of call, the bar in 
Maxim’s Restaurant, a famous old establishment in Lane Crawford 
House which sold Watneys Red Barrel and where we always 
replenished our supply of combs - free, multi-coloured ones which were 
left out in tumblers next to the washbasins in the toilet (they’d always 
been filled up again by the next time we went in, they must have had a 
deal with a comb factory and there were loads of them around the 
ship). A couple of pints of Watneys Red Barrel and a pocketful of free 
combs later, we left Maxim’s and climbed up the stairs and on to the 
walkway leading over the main drag to the back entrance of the 
Mandarin Hotel. The Mandarin was another place we visited 
occasionally, which fronted onto the road running along the harbour 
down past the Star Ferry and the dockyard. Quite a plush hotel, with a 
bar on the first floor which was open to non-residents and which sold 
reasonably priced Tiger on draft - not quite as cheap as the China Fleet 
Club but we didn’t complain and it was a frequent watering hole of ours, 
at least on a pay week. As we got onto the walkway, we couldn’t fail to 
notice the unusually large number of security guards lining the sides 
and the hotel doorway, mostly Philippino by the look of them and all 
packing handguns. Hmm, we thought. Still, we smiled at them as we 
walked through and they declined to challenge us, so westerners 
presumably didn’t pose a threat to what or whoever it was they were 
guarding. 
 
When we got to the hotel bar the place was heaving. “Never seen it this 
full before, must be something going on”, we commented as it was 
usually fairly empty, apart from a few residents, whenever we dropped 
in. We managed to squeeze our way through the throng surrounding 
the bar and ordered a round, noticing at the same time that we did 
seem to have fallen foul of tonight’s dress code: black tie as opposed to 
shiny Chinese suit. Hmm, we thought again. Just as we were raising 
our glasses to our lips, this red-faced, penguin-suited figure 
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approached us out of the crush and, with a sound of panic in his voice, 
said “Who are you?” To be fair to him, in this upmarket gathering we 
stuck out like several sore thumbs and we were, by now, getting some 
disdainful looks from the people standing around the bar sipping their 
cocktails. The answer was given “Her Majesty’s Britannic Navy, HMS 
Lincoln; why?” “Well, you can’t come in here” he said. “What do you 
mean? We come in here all the time, what’s the problem?” Indeed the 
barman had served us without question this time as always although, to 
be fair, he probably just saw us as another bunch of western layabouts. 
This bloke wasn’t having any though and continued “Do you realise 
what’s going on here tonight?” “No” we answered. “Tell us”. “Well”, he 
said, “this is a private fashion show held in honour and in the presence 
of Princess Margaret and Lord Snowdon”. “Oh” we said as we strained 
our necks to try and get a blimp of the Royal couple somewhere down 
the other end of the room. There was certainly some movement down 
there, maybe it was models prancing up and down a catwalk, but we 
couldn’t pick out HRH and her man. By now this bloke, who we now 
took to be some civil servant or other, and a couple of more lackeys 
were shoving us towards the door, although they didn’t grab us round 
the throats as they probably would a female Greenpeace activist, at the 
same time attempting to prise the glasses from our lips. Whilst we 
protested, we had to admit that we didn’t have an invitation so they had 
us bang to rights; so we gave up the fight, we were outnumbered. It 
wasn’t our kind of night out anyway, I doubt if anyone in there apart 
from us even knew the words to Aladdin to join in the sing song later 
on. Standing there on the balcony at the top of the hotel’s main 
stairway, finishing what was left in our glasses, we discussed where to 
go. The Wanchai was agreed (oh yeah, that would be a change 
wouldn’t it - not) with a stop off at the China Fleet Club on the way for a 
quick slurp, and we made our way down the stairs towards the front 
door. 
 
The Mandarin front door was quite impressive and opened out onto the 
usual sort of hotel driveway overlooking the road on the harbour side of 
the building. There was always a smiling Indian doorman, dressed like 
a Maharajah, on the door and tonight was no exception. He flashed his 
pearly whites and bade us a good evening as he opened the door and 
we stepped out; onto a red carpet. This wasn’t the norm for the front 
steps of the Mandarin and neither was the massive crowd of Chinese 
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lining the driveway, cheering and waving little Union Flags. Even the 
local schools had each sent a contingent of pupils along, by the look of 
it. Quickly guessing that this hadn’t all been set up for us and that the 
happy throng outside were waiting for the Royal stars of the show to 
appear, which they no doubt would some time soon, we nevertheless 
waved to the crowd in a suitably royal manner and they cheered and 
waved back. These people will wave at anything, we thought but we 
didn’t push it too much, observing the number of police around who 
might not be so easily fooled, and called over a fast black from the line 
that usually parked the other side of the driveway. The cab came 
screaming up to the doorway - given the occasion the driver must have 
thought we were amongst the rich guests and he was therefore in line 
for a good tip - we jumped in and it pulled out of the gate with all these 
people still waving their flags after us. “Yessir, where to sir?” said the 
driver. “China Fleet Club, mate” we replied. His shoulders visib ly 
dropped as he realised he’d wasted his time rushing for this fare and 
the big tip he was banking on had just gone out of the window. He 
turned round, gave us a dirty look and said “Aargh, f*ckin’-a matelots!” 
 
I think that was the closest I ever came to Princess Margaret, although I 
quite admired her in later years. She smoked, drank, probably farted in 
mixed company and laid on the beach out in the West Indies with her 
boy-friend Roddy. In fact, in different circumstances she could have 
been a real person. A bit of a shame really, probably all she’d ever 
wanted out of life was a bit of happiness and to marry the man she 
really loved; before the establishment she was a part of dumped on her 
and her handsome Group Captain from a great height. 
 
Our stay in HK this time lasted about three weeks as we had to go into 
the Cosmopolitan dry dock over in West Kowloon for a few days, due to 
our wayward propellers - we were trialling variable pitch propellers at 
the time which gave her no end of trouble and there was a short story 
in the South China Morning Post at one time about a certain RN ship 
having to enter HK harbour travelling astern “British frigate goes 
astern…” or some such thing. This time on the way up to HK we had 
been keeping station on Triumph when suddenly the ship veered to 
port and lost steerage way - the port propeller had decided to go 
astern. After stopping and getting under way again, we further 
discovered that this happened every time we went above 10 knots, 
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which led to a bit of a slow remainder of the passage. Hence our 
unplanned stay in dry dock. This dock was, at the time, the only one 
available and right next to the fishing harbour which was full of fishing 
junks, well off the beaten tourist track and in a completely ‘native’ area 
of Kowloon, a good walk away from the Star Ferry and right under the 
approach path to Kai Tak airport’s runway, which was just a couple of 
miles to the east on the other side of Kowloon. It was quite a lively area 
and there were lots of little local cafes and bars (and probably a few 
opium dens too) but all the advertising signs and so on were in Chinese 
- you couldn’t see a Coca Cola sign anywhere - unlike on the island 
which was much more westernised. When we explored the area, it was 
clear that we were the only western faces around those parts. This was 
more like the real China and not far away from where we were at that 
time was the infamous ‘forbidden’, as some people called it, Walled 
City of Kowloon, supposedly the most densely populated piece of land 
on the planet with something like 36,000 inhabitants living in what was 
a big tenement-like building. God knows what kind of people were living 
in there, we certainly weren’t about to go close enough to find out. 
Likewise, on either side of the dock were tightly packed tenement 
blocks and when we showed films on the quarterdeck, as we did quite 
often, there being more room to rig up the gear on the upper deck, the 
Chinese living in these tennies would all come out onto their landings 
and watch the free entertainment. The screen was certainly close 
enough for both vision and sound for them, you could probably have 
spit onto the ship from the higher landings - I dare say some of the 
residents did - the buildings on either side were certainly within the 
proverbial distance. Likewise, we could see and hear a lot of the 
everyday life going on in the buildings, being in this dock was like being 
part of the community. Whether the locals understood much of the films 
we showed I don’t know, although they probably enjoyed the cartoons 
we used to show. Cartoons, or ‘Mickey Ducks’ as they were referred to 
in the Mob, were always shown before ‘The Big Feature’ (e.g. a 
programme of two Mickey Ducks and a shitkicker would be two 
cartoons and a western) and were mostly things like ‘Tom and Jerry’, 
‘Sylvester and Tweetie Pie’ and ‘Coyote and Road Runner’. One of the 
most famous producers of cartoons was Fred Quimby, best known for 
‘Tom and Jerry’ for which he won seven Academy Awards, and there 
was a certain ritual concerning Fred which happened throughout the 
Mob, no matter where, and which had become something of a Navy 
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tradition. Probably happens to this day, although some of today’s 
matelots might not quite understand the history. As the credits rolled at 
the end of ‘Tom and Jerry’, when it got to ‘Produced by Fred Quimby’ 
someone (or several) in the audience would shout out “Good old Fred!” 
This brought the immediate response, from one or more others, of 
“F*ck Fred!” which was in turn followed by the final ritualistic shout from 
the whole of the audience of “After you with Fred!” What the watching 
Chinese made of that part of the proceedings I have no idea. And if it 
was the first English some of the local kids heard, I have a nice picture 
of them walking down the street and saying it to any westerner they 
came across. Incidentally, ‘Good old Fred’ died while I was out there on 
that commission, on 16 September 1965 aged 79. RIP Fred, you gave 
a lot of pleasure to many a matelot far from home in those far off days. 
 
Let’s hope that the Beijing Government don’t destroy completely the 
Hong Kong I used to know, but alas I do fear the worst. 
 
John Carroll 
Able Seaman, HMS Penelope, 1964 - 1965.  Handsome one middle 
row second right 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
   A              
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Few jokes & dits: 
 
 

                             Adult Truths 

 
1. Sometimes I'll look down at my watch 3 consecutive times and still not know 
what time it is. 

2. Nothing sucks more than that moment during an argument when you realize 
you're wrong. 

 
3. I totally take back all those times I didn't want to nap when I was younger. 

 
4. There is great need for a sarcasm font. 

 
5. How the hell are you supposed to fold a fitted sheet? 

6. Was learning cursive really necessary? 

 
7. Map Quest or Google Maps really need to start their directions on #5. I'm  
pretty sure I know how to get out of my neighborhood. 

 
8. I can't remember the last time I wasn't at least kind of tired. 

 
9. Bad decisions make good stories. 

 
10. You never know when it will strike, but there comes a moment when you 
know that you just aren't going to do anything productive for the rest of the 
day. 

 
11. Can we all just agree to ignore whatever comes after Blu-Ray?  I don't 
want to have to restart my collection... again. 
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Three old guys are out walking. First one says, 'Windy, isn't it?'  Second one  
says, 'No, it's Thursday!'  
Third one says, 'So am I. Let's go get a beer.'  
**  
 

I've sure gotten old!    
I've had two bypass surgeries, a hip replacement,  
new knees, fought prostate cancer and diabetes.  
I'm half blind,  
can't hear anything quieter than a jet engine,  
take 40 different medications that  
make me dizzy, winded, and subject to blackouts.  
Have bouts with dementia.  
Have poor circulation;  
hardly feel my hands and feet anymore.  
Can't remember if I'm 85 or 92.  
Have lost all my friends.  
But thank God, I still have my driver's license.  
 
 
I feel like my body has gotten totally out of shape,  
so I got my doctor's permission to  
join a fitness club and start exercising.  
I decided to take an aerobics class for seniors.  
I bent, twisted, gyrated, jumped up and down, and perspired for an hour.  
But, by the time I got my leotards on,  
the class was over.  
** 
An elderly woman decided to prepare her will and  
told her preacher she had two final requests.  
First, she wanted to be cremated, and second,  
she wanted her ashes scattered over Wal-Mart.  
'Wal-Mart?' the preacher exclaimed.  
'Why Wal-Mart?'  
'Then I'll be sure my daughters visit me twice a week.'  
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           From all at HMS Penelope Association 
God Bless, Take Care & Stay COVID 19 Safe 

 
Slops:- 
We have Ships Plaques at £13.00 - Association Ties at £7.00 - 
Metal Lapel Badges for only £3.00, - Blazer Badges at £13.00 - 
(although we only keep a small number of blazer badges in stock 
due to the price of them).  
 
Email & Websites:- 
The membership Secretaries email address is  
Ann-louise@hms penelope.com  
If there are any members who are online and we haven't got your 
email address can you let me have it please? Also, PLEASE let 
us know of any changes to your address, telephone number or 
email address. 
 
 

We really need your help on material for the shadow 
 
Please tell us about your time on the Penny any funny dits/stories 
or anything you would like to be added in any edition of the 
shadow  
 
                   More information and lots more photos online 

www.hms-penelope.com 
 
 

Editor – Shipmate Lewie Armstrong 

THE SHADOW is published by the Penelope Association. The views 
expressed are those of the Editor and contributors, and unless stated, are not 

necessarily those of the Association. 


