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Those who were there

George Beatty
Geoff,Chris & Paul Cowap
Colin & Yvonne Elms
Simon & Cathy Farrow
Peter & Ronnie Follenfant
Brian & Kay Friend
Bob Frost & Chris Taylor
Tony & Pauline Griffiths
Graham & Jenny Holden
David & Marion Holland
David & Joanna Ingram
Mark & Sandra Leese
John & Roz Lowe
lain & Liz Mackenzie
Robin & Jill McMillan
David Moore
Richard & Kath Peters
Alan & Mary Ross
John & Sue Stannard
lan & Mary Verran
Richard & Jan Webb

Guest of honour
Canon Bob Evans

Other guests
Terry & Shirley Beggs (52-54)
lan Hopkinson (54-56)
David & Brenda Nutman (50-51)
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HMS CONWAY REUNION - JUNE 2006

This is an attempt to bring together the (after) thoughts of those who attended the above function, held in Beaumaris in North Wales.

It was unique, both in the making and in its execution. It is unlikely that as many Conway cadets of the same Term have ever gathered (or will ever gather) together before to celebrate a 50th anniversary as we have just done.

Several years ago those who had maintained contact, agreed that it would be a great idea to set up a search for those who qualified as December 1956 QB’s. The process took several years and culminated in a “dry run” taking place in Beaumaris in June 2004.

Those that attended felt it so worthwhile that a full-scale effort was then made to find the rest of those still missing and hold a special anniversary celebration in June 2006 – almost 50 years from December 1956.

This is what then took place – and special it was.

Of the 39 cadets who “qualified”, we traced no less than 30 of whom 3 are known to have died. Of the remaining 36, 22 turned up for the reunion, 5 couldn’t make it, while only 9 remain unaccounted for (editor’s note – now 8, with Hilton C R raising his head at last).

The following reminiscences were made afterwards. Everyone was asked to jot down some memories about the get-together and what it brought back to them in terms of thoughts on life as it was all those years ago.

Interesting reading indeed, and a chronicle of sorts reflecting just how we were influenced by those years together at HMS Conway.

Bob Frost, October 2006

 

Memories OF GEORGE BEATTY (Senior Hand):
  

Not regretting that Mark and Robin asked me to join them in the "walk" up Snowdon adventure.
 

Meeting Peter and Richard on the top of Snowdon for the first time in fifty years.
 

Meeting up again with Tony Griffiths, Iain Mackenzie, David (DSP), and John Lowe and being able to recognize them from their QB photo!!
 

How little the rest of us who had met two years ago had changed!
 

How relaxed Brian was at this reunion...must have been the therapeutic effect of cuddling the Yorkie.
 

That we all did not get to see Margaret........
 

The wonderful weather that kept us all in good spirits...the puffins on Puffin island.
 

The seamless organization put in place by Geoff that allowed us all to just enjoy each other’s company and the ambiance of the area.
 

That Robin and Jill could learn to sing and hum in Welsh. 
 

The ears on the pig at Seppy's house.
 

That Pauline could sing so sweetly, and never said a word about it all weekend, and had the courage to perform without rehearsal when encouraged and persuaded to do so by Robin.
 

The overwhelming natural beauty of Plas Newydd and what lucky lads we were to spend those formative years in such a location.
 

How by listening to others at the Reunion ......I discovered that by being a rugby machine I now believe I missed out on a lot of fun and extra activities during my Conway days.  However, it did keep me out of trouble!
 

Still got those vibes I felt on the Mess deck, which seemed much smaller, when I remembered us singing "For those in peril on the sea".
 

Was genuinely impressed how many had found another way to earn a living that was not connected to the sea.
 

Admired the sheer guts of those who stuck it out and spent decades as Masters at sea......Hewitt and Drake would have been proud.
 

Amazed at the patience and understanding of the Conway wives! Never spoke to and kissed so many ladies in a long time......
 

The flavor of an English breakfast......The sound of the seagulls........feeling like a kid again.......The generous spirit of everybody involved when I pestered them to sign my book........
 Whoops......in giving you a speedy reply I forgot to mention meeting again with Alan Ross after 43 years.
 

When we last saw each other we were passengers on the SS Chusan from UK to India. I was headed for Bombay with my wife Karen, having just got married three weeks earlier, and Alan was off to Penang to be a Banker!
 

Memories of GEOFF COWAP:

 

1. How amazingly lucky we were with the weather
2. Astounded that everyone turned up
3. That all the ladies got on so well. Just as if they too were reuniting after 50 years
4. Despite an almost identical agenda two years ago, it all seemed remarkably fresh and new
5. Despite the extra day, there still wasn't enough time to share our life history.
6. So many others, not of our term, wanted to join us ...   and my embarrassment in letting them down gently 

7. The realisation that our term had some rare quality that no other term has been able to find
8. Richard Webb had to remove 6000 tons of solid rock to build a second mansion within the grounds of his first mansion
9. The frivolity of the small children in the courtyard of the Nelson block.  50 years ago, they would have had 6 cuts and two days slack party 
10.  The Dock at Plas Newydd.  Not one stone out of place.  Nothing had changed in 50 years
11.  The incredible amount of talent within our group
12. The Bulkeley Hotel is in need of refurbishment
 

The organization was fun. The general consensus is that we meet again in two years time.  The planning starts tomorrow!
 

730 days to go and counting.
Thoughts from COLIN ELMS:

The guide to HMS Conway men is their conscience.
The shield to their memory is the sincerity of their actions.
Just because there's snow on the roof,
Doesn’t mean the boiler's gone out.
Memories of SIMON FARROW:

Here are my remembrances of the gathering and the “olden days”:

I remember why Bob Frost, George Beatty and Geoff Cowap were very special friends.

I remember wondering how come Iain Mackenzie had grown so much when most of us other lads hadn’t.

I noticed that the smokers among us had a few more wrinkles that the nons.

I was aware of the marvelous camaraderie between us.

I wondered how come so many of us managed to get by without being able to spell.

I remembered the ghastly jellyfish that used to hang around the dock. The little ones could get through the filter to the pool.  I do recall one, which was so large that it would not fit into a bucket when hoisted on a boat hook.

I remembered when the pinnace (or was another boat?) slipped off the dock at Port D and capsized.

I remember smoking a cigar on one of the powerboats just before breaking up in our last term.

I remember Robin Mac’s bizarre and wonderful sense of humor. (Just look at him in the QB photos.)

I remembered the wonderful BBQ we had at the Webbs 2 years ago, which couldn’t be topped, but was.


Memories of PETER FOLLENFANT:

It should really be in two parts, memories of the re-union which most chums
seem to have recollected and memories of 55-56, which for me were more important.


 More so because I seem to have forgotten more about my two years than
everyone else.


The re-unions - The first stirred more recollection for me than the second


The fantastic organization of Geoff and support from Richard (packed lunches
and a coach which went wrong, the only blip but provided a laugh)


Realising that I nearly missed out a supernumerary cadet on the Orcades - a compensation for missing the Tall Ships race, two weeks Mediterranean cruise.   I think I had a say in the fact the Mac came too - I could have marketed him giving
concerts to passengers with side benefits from the girls we chased.   We
spent a great deal of time on that cruise trying to avoid the two twits from Worcester.


Amazed that the old songs came back after 50 years.  I'd completely forgotten them.


As two years ago amazed that the girls got on so well.  Ronnie was dreading the first one, which she enjoyed as much as this year.


We were not lucky with the weather!


Seeing the currents in the Swellies. We went through those in MSOD's to race in Beaumaris, being happily towed by the pinnace, no thought of a tow rope break or engine breakdown.

 
Seeing Maintop dorm (did we call them that?) in the Kelvin block 2 years ago.  As it was with bunks in situ, but no ronuked floors, brass work not brassed etc.  I was there in my 1st. year and as junior cadet captain in my 5th term.


Seeing kids go out from the dock in canoes etc. in life jackets and hard hats.   Not belittling this at all, great for kids from Cheshire to get the opportunity.   But a reminder that we used to take the Pinnace, No.1 or No.2 motor launches out in all weathers, day and sometimes in darkness to P.D. Single engine launches with no communications, did we have life jackets, we did have an anchor as I recall.


I have always remembered vaguely Bill Jeffrey and I on a highly illegal boat.


At both re-unions, Bob Frost marching hither and thither always with a file,
book (punishment or QB book) or papers to hand.

Memories of BRIAN FRIEND:

1. The magical weather.

2. George Beatty’s beaming smile of welcome on Bangor Station and his, and David Moore’s, relief as I guided them and their enormous suitcases to the lift, which had not been there 50 years ago.

3. Memories whilst waiting on, a now pristine, Bangor Station of dirty steam trains when returning to the Ship.

4. The sheer beauty of the countryside, the Menai Bridge and the Straits on the drive to Beaumaris. 

5. The butchers shop in Menai Bridge still a butchers shop after 50 years.

6. Richard and Jan’s hospitality, and I am now guilty of plagiarism, “that you did not think could possibly get better but did.”

7. Seeing our Yorkshire Terrier Charlie and Richard and Jan’s Bertie gazing, rabbits in headlights like, at the very pretty girl carving the pigs.  (Kay says it was me staring a the pretty girl they were just interested in the pig)

8. The compliments in spades about Charlie.

9. The Bulkeley Arms not seeming at all different from when I first went there 50 years ago with my parents, and 2 years ago for the “dry” run”, and being pleased that it wasn’t.

10. That the pleasure I remember from being in the same company 50 years ago was made    pleasanter by the presence of our Ladies.

11. The Rev. Bob Evans, a clear candidate for honorary term chum and Conway status.

12. That the same chums who would have WALKED up Snowdon 50 years ago did so again, and the one’s (which includes me) who would not have done it then, didn’t do it now.

13. Not remembering Snowdon, or the views, ever being as beautiful, majestic and serene 50 years ago.

14. The trip round Puffin Island and along the Straits, the magic of the Swellies, Port Dinorwic, all the old sites and then landing alongside the pool at Plas Newydd.

15. Finding a quite place near the Kelvin Block, by the now long gone “new” rugby fields, and reading a book until time for the coach.

16. The dinner, the songs, the jokes, the stories, and the memories that came flooding back and Colin’s dreadful socks.

17. The sheer joy of it all. 

18. The inspiration that is Marian and David Holland – Conway through and through.

Memories of BOB FROST:

· The fortitude of Marion Holland

· The fact that there had been a 2 year gap since seeing most of the attendees seemed to matter not at all

· The ease with which the “first timers” became a part of it all

· The way those meeting for the first time eyed each other up and down before saying much except perhaps –“Blimey Griff/Scouse/Pete/Mac/ Polly/ Bonce/Bonzo/ MacHairyLegs/Marilyn/Seppy/Turdy/Yank/Rabbits” etc

· The real pleasure of seeing so many of our past mates together again

· The uniqueness within Conway history of so many of one Term getting together again after as long as 50 years

· The constant laughter 

· Old memories brought to the surface again, added to, embellished, and laughed about

· The trouble and expense that so many must have gone to, to ensure they attended

· The wonderful atmosphere throughout the entire Reunion

· One of life’s true “unforgettable experiences”

Memories of TONY GRIFFITHS

 The Open Championship starts on Thursday, so a combination
of fine Malt whisky and Gordons Gin might have an adverse effect on the
limited amount of brain cells I have left in the 'Memory' section of my
head.
However, I am sure that my lady wife will be able to assist in due course, so
please be patient Bob. (Not reading all the emails I probably missed the
fact that you were writing a book). Ian Mackenzie made an observation, which
I had totally forgotten. Tony, he said, I remember you from the scar you
had on your face after the QB run when we where Chums. I do remember getting clouted across the face, and there were some noises made, but like all Conways, we bloody well got on with it.

Happy memories being in the 'Colts Rugby team', and
of the culmination of my pride, was when 'Humph' gave me the Captaincy of
the cricket team, and Frank Jones and I bowled out our Fathers team for 49 runs!
I will never, I am afraid forgive 'Hewitt' for comments he made one term, when I must have had a particularly bad report. He refused to enter me for the RNR, as he felt “I was not the proper material, and would never make it at
Sea”. I never touched his daughter. Honest, that was Bob Frost! However, he
may now regret his comments, as I am STILL one of the oldest serving British
Masters in the Merchant Navy. (1st Command 1974 and still going strong). 

Memories of GRAHAM HOLDEN: 

Ian Mackenzie's remarkable stamina and perseverance in keeping us enthralled with singing about 43 verses of Ilkeley Moor around midnight in the Yacht Club bar.

Marion and David showing us all what a real partnership is all about. 

All our chums from overseas who made such an effort in coming so far to join in the fun.

The seagulls of Beaumaris who singled out Geoff's parked car on which to target practise with 100% accuracy.

The bus it was due at 5.15, we looked and we searched but none could be seen, Robin phoned the driver at the hotel, who in his heavy Welsh accent replied "Oh bloody Hell".

Richard Webb in warm sunshine, in Panama hat, doling out the pack lunches from the back of his car at the Snowdon railway.

Geoff, going the rounds in his Dutch bargee's cap, collecting money, paying out money, ticking his lists and always making sure we were all in the right places at the right times.

The Conway ladies joining in our reminiscing and tall tales as if they were with us 50 years ago.

The staircase at the Nelson Block ("House") going up to the dorms looking, smelling and feeling just as it did in our day except it was deserted.

Going up on to the roof of the Nelson Block with Alan Ross (we found a key hanging up and it opened the hatch!) and standing on the spot where we kept watch as semaphore signalmen.

Walking up the drive to the Kelvin Block and noting that it was not swept as clean as it was when Richard Peters and I cleaned it every morning back in 1955.

The companionship, camaraderie and general fun time we all had.

Being chased by Bob for memories when he forgot I had sent them before and forgetting the ones I had sent him.

Further note from Graham re spellcheckers:

I have a spell chequer,

I ewes it every day,

It makes shore awl the words I right,

Are correct in every weigh.

Computers are fantastic,

One clique is all you knead,

Then everything you wright,

Is the same as watt you reed.

Memories of DAVID HOLLAND:

1 - So pleased that we had both managed to get to the Bulkeley hotel. (This was the first time Marion had been away from our house in almost 3 years -except for hospitals of course)

2 - Anxious that I would not recognise anybody. 1st. Person I met was Mark Leese. I got the surname right so that was a good start and boosted to my ego.

3 - So difficult to remember all the new faces and names, even worse when the wives arrived. Oh Geoff Why didn't you give us all nametags! (Editor’s note: better late than never, albeit it the next day!)

4 - Wonderful to see and feel all the old comradeship which we had not been lost after all these years.

5 - Great to hear all the stories of what happen to each person after they left Conway.

6 - By the time I went to bed on the first night my head was so dizzy I had a job to sleep.

7 - So very proud of Marion making the Snowdon trip, it was a great shame that we had so little time on the top. Left my glasses in the disabled loo helping Marion and by the time we got out it was almost time to get back in the carriage! PS. Got glasses back 10 days later when a train managed to get back up to the top. (Bad weather conditions)

8 - What can one say that hasn't already been said about Jan and Richard’s night to remember. Fantastic!!  Even the entertainment wasn't bad!

9 - Took a look at the steps down to the boat - My God how will Marion Make it down there? Suddenly two burley men had whisked her off leaving me gob smacked! Everybody was asking could they help me with bits and pieces that I ended up with nothing to carry down to the boat!! (Good planning on my part)

10 - Saw Marion smiling and happy face sitting on the boat, She had made it safely on board.

11 - The boat trip  - What a wonderful experience we both had savouring the salt air and hair blowing in the wind. I have never made it out to Puffin Island before in fact I have never sailed down the Menai straights under the 2 bridges before!  Everybody seemed to be enjoying themselves we never stopped talking and were very glad of the refreshments on hand.

12 - A pang of sadness when we went past the 'Grounding and Last Resting place of Conway'. Sad to see her go in such a way also that we had not been part of her, our up bringing my have been a lot different if we had of been!

13 - Plas Newydd, hadn't really changed much, a little older, like us all! Gardens not quiet as clean and tidy, our beloved swimming pool looked so shabby and uninviting as did the whole of the dock area!

14 - The new block was impressive but had little character about it, felt cold and uninviting, so glad we had our wooden huts after all!

15 -Great shame that all signs of the camp area had gone, it would have been nice to have seen some reminder, even a plaque on the canteen wall would have done!

16 - It brought back all the old memories of running down to the showers on my own, Waking everybody up, Sending you all to breakfast, standing at the flag pole playing the ensign up and down in all weathers.  I seemed to be almost the only watch keeping bugler available or so it seemed! (A lot of extra watches)

17 - I was glad when the coach arrived to take us back to the hotel; I felt that My Memories held a lot more warmth and happiness than those that Plas Newydd now showed me!

18 - It was only when I was sitting down to my meal at the R.A.Y.C. that I read the menu and the names of the guests attending, that I suddenly realised that a 56QB who I was under the impression was not attending the reunion was in fact there!  After shouting across the room to Geoff  "Which person is Ian Verran"?  I realised that Yes he was there in the flesh, and that I had been speaking to him for the past 3 days, and I even stood next to him on the photo and hadn't even recognized him!! I felt such a fool, I so much wanted to see him and catch up with the last 50years news. I think that was why he a little later had a wobbler and fell out of his chair? (Our mothers first met when we came up for the entrance exams and test and stayed friends for a good number of years until the letter suddenly stopped from Ian’s mother).

19 - To sum up - I was overwhelmed by the way everybody got on so well together, I am very grateful for all the help and encouragement that was shown towards Marion especially from Jan and Richard, Kath and Brian and of course Charlie, Rosa and John and your truly!

I could have done with a couple more days with you all because there was not enough time for me to get round everybody, as I would have liked!

20 - There are so many memories that have laid dormant for 50 years that it is difficult to place any priority on them, but probably the one for me that summed up the whole event was, Sailing down the Menai Straights and looking across to Richards flag pole with the Conway Ensign flying in the breeze and saying to myself " Yes I am a Conway lad and so very proud of it” and little tear did come rolling down my cheek.

 

The Reunion has meant a lot more to me than I had ever dreamed it would have, to meet so many of my old term 50 years on has been incredible, we really must all get together again in the not too distant future, perhaps by then the missing AWOL members will all be accounted for?

 

Keep taking the tablets see you again soon

 

PS.  One thing that nobody ever mentioned was - That it is 50 years in a few days time when 3 of the Xmas ’56 QBs took part in the first ever "Tall Ships Sailing Race" and a good time was had by all I might add!

 

Tick Tock!

 
Memories of DAVID INGRAM:

Meeting everyone again, some after 2 years and also the “newcomers”.  Thanks to Geoff & Bob for all the hard work.

Pigs can fly, and is was a lovely bit of pork.

Thanks to the wife who found me an empty chair when I needed it.

Seeing Richard’s marvellous collection of paintings again.

Being able to leave the island so easily.

The very clear and sunny day to go up Snowdon.  Just a pity I couldn’t make it to the very top.

The tide was even lower on Saturday than it was two years ago, but it made for an easy landing in the dock.

Not much has changed in 50 years, just a bit hazy about where exactly the Huts, Quarter Decks and the figurehead used to be.

The different use of the mess Deck today, and remembering scrubbing it on hands and knees.

We went to church on Sunday morning, and found the service in half in English and half in Welsh – and you can’t sing Welsh phonetically.

Memories of MARK LEESE:

1. Finding out what diverse careers many of our term had after leaving
the Conway,
2.   Discovering that two out of three guys who went straight into RNR
training onboard HMS Ark Royal never went to sea again and the third
came ashore after obtaining his 2nd Mates Ticket.  Namely Simon Farrow and Iain Mackenzie, both of whom settled in Canada, plus Robin McMillan,
3.   Enjoying hiking up Snowdon with George Beatty and Robin McMillan,
together with Alister Johnson who grew up with our son, and learning
that Robin and Alister will probably be working together on future
property deals,
4.   Meeting Peter Woodhead, together with everyone else attending the re-union on top of Snowdon, but unable to find Sandra, my wife for at least ten minutes,
5.   Enjoying Richard and Jan's very generous hospitality once again and being able to talk to so many new faces at their buffet dinner,
6.   Hearing how Richard Peters fell overboard on his first voyage in
the shark infested waters of the Caribbean, but was picked up 45 mins
later quite calm and collected,
7.   Speaking to Shirley Beggs and discovering she was Terry's dancing
partner on the Conway, Finding out that at least four other ex
cadets married dancing partners
8.   Having Erik Hewitt's house pointed out to me by Ian Hopkinson as we returned from Puffin Island toward Beaumaris.
9.   Being able look around the ground and first floors of the Marquis
of Anglesey's House for the first time and seeing the fine paintings and
rooms
10.   Finally enjoying the splendid weather and the beautiful views of
the Menai Straits and Snowdonia that we surely did not appreciate to the fullest when we were on the Conway.

11.  Passing through Llanberis and recalling the times I went there with 
The Conway Snowdon Scout Group when we used to have to physically examine the Rev. Williams as part of our "training".
12.   Arriving at the top of Snowdon and remembering the Haigh Trophy when we had ascertained the boiling point of water at 3,560ft above sea level.
13.    Having the unforgettable experience and privilege of meeting so 
many Conway class mates from 50 years ago thanks to the dedication and organization of Bob Frost, Simon Farrow and Geoff Cowap.

Memories of JOHN LOWE:

An appreciation (even if not an understanding) of the wonders of this age (Internet) without which would this reunion ever have been possible?

     My amazement at actually meeting everyone for the first time in 50 years!

     The realisation that, for most that did not stay at sea the time you spent at Conway had still stood you in good stead in your other endeavours.

     For all the passing of time, that bond was still there.

     Walking in the grounds at Plas Newydd brought back a flood of memories of our time there.

     To appreciate the sheer beauty of the surrounds that we so casually took for granted, oh what callow youth?

     To have actually gone up Snowdon for the first time!

     Although saddened that Conway is no more grateful that a parallel use has been found for the benefit of future children, which has still perpetuated the memory of 
"HMS Conway"

To be ever grateful to Bob and Geoff for making it all possible.
Memories of IAIN MACKENZIE:


Discovering that Griffiths was Tony, Mac was Robin, Rabs was Simon and Pete
was Richard.

Finding that all (most?) old chums were respectable.

Amazed that wee Richard Webb was rich.

Disappointed that Rodney wasn't there.

Amazed at how young most chums looked. I said MOST.

Amazed at the weather which I had expected to be wall to wall rain, but
which was almost as good as Canada (we were in Wales after all).

Surprised at how small you all were (except for John Stannard who was quite
a bit bigger).

Frustrated in trying to recognise the grounds. Trees were there which never
had been, distorting the scene for me so much that I couldn't see the
original plan in my mind's eye.

I still can't remember where the classrooms were.

The pleasure I felt in meeting and talking to so many old chums.

Writing and singing our 50th anniversary song with Bob

Disappointed in the condition of our dorm in the main building which had
been split in two and was a wreck.

Thankful to Graham who collared me as I was about to leave and showed me
where the dorm was as I couldn't find it.

I will never forget an absolutely excellent three days, thanks to Geoff, who
should have gone into business.

Memories of ROBIN MACMILLAN:
 

Meeting Iain Mackenzie after 50 years and seeing he had grown ten feet taller.
 

Walking up and down the streets in Beaumaris on Thursday night looking for somewhere to eat, as everywhere was full with Conway lads and their lassies?
 

Wondering what it was Polly and Ronnie were up to that fused the lights in their room?
 

Looking forward to breakfast on Friday morning only to be told I had missed it and had to get moving for the Snowdon climb?
 

Walking up Snowdon with Mark and George on one of the most beautiful days nature can provide. Also, not forgetting our Sherpa Alistair who obviously thought he had three old men to look after. He guided and looked after us like a mother hen - he was great!

 

Arriving at the top of Snowdon, tired and out of breath, and meeting a doctor from Great Ormond Street children's hospital who had been up Ben Nevis in Scotland, a similar peak in the Lake District and was going to Ireland to walk a peak there, all in three days and all for the hospital charity?
 

The donation we all gave to him for the charity?
 

Being reminded by my knees and toes that going down is harder than going up?
 

Learning more about George and Mark in a few hours walking up and down Snowdon than in all the time at Conway
 

Getting a speeding ticket going through Menai Bridge at 35mph instead of 30?
 

The photographer, whose name should have been Gerry, looking after The Pacemakers, boy, was he patient?
 

The coach negotiating the driveway to Crag y Don.
 

Richard and Jan's unstinting hospitality and a piggy in two halves.
 

The chocolate profiteroles
 

Being in the bar at the end of the evening with Geoff after everyone else had gone to bed?
 

A large breakfast on Saturday morning to make up for the one I missed on Friday?
 

The packed lunch that I never seemed to finish.
 

At the end of the visit to Plas Newydd, the coach driver who, when I called the Bulkeley Arms to find out where he was said "Oh bloody hell, I'm here, should I be there"?
 

The lady I met, whilst out for a run on Sunday morning, who insisted in telling me her life story, and was arrested by two policemen just after I left her. Apparently there is a mental home near Beaumaris
 

The Rev Bob Evans thumping his book and saying "Its only a fiver"
 

Bob's speech at the dinner and how he dispensed with a heckler.
 

My car which was red on Thursday and seagull white on Sunday morning
 

Saying goodbye and hoping we will all meet again.
 

And well done Geoff for organising the event, which supplied these memories.
Memories of DAVID MOORE:
 

Being driven across the Menai Bridge by Brian Friend after he met George Beatty and me at Bangor Station on our arrival from London and took us to Beaumaris, reminded me of the first time that I visited Anglesey and saw the ship - moored between Bangor and Glyn Garth - in the summer of 1948, when I was nine years old and with my family, on our way to spend a holiday somewhere on the east coast of Anglesey – I think Red Wharf Bay. 
 

Can’t say that the sight of the ship inspired me to go to the “Conway”. In fact, that was much more by accident than design and everything - interview, etc. - happened less than three months before the start of our first term.
 

The trip on the Snowdon Mountain Railway is one that I have wanted to make for years – a stroke of genius on your part, Geoff. The views, from the top of Snowdon and from the railway, of the lakes on the west side of the mountain brought back memories of Mizzen Top's abortive Hobson Cup - not sure if that’s the right name - effort during the Summer Term 1955, when we attempted to lift a boulder off a dummy in a wood at the foot of Snowdon, climbed the mountain and calculated the boiling point of mercury up at the top, and then went down the mountain to an old railway station beside a lake where we were supposed to carry out another task.  
 

No one was at the station and we thought they must have gone for lunch; it was a beautiful hot sunny day and we were all very hot so we stripped off and went for a swim in the lake, then lay in the sun to dry off. When we were dry and no one had appeared by then we decided to go and look for them. We found that we had gone to the wrong lake and the wrong railway station and were disqualified for our efforts!
 

The trip to Puffin Island and through the Straits brought back memories of the one-time that I crewed in the Fife, coxed by Andrew (I don't remember his Christian name - Editor’s note – Michael Noel)) that day, off Beaumaris during our fifth term.  It was a miserable, foggy day and absolutely flat calm. He insisted that the other crew member and I sit below the level of the main deck so that we would not add to wind resistance and slow the boat down, which was not going anywhere very fast and was just drifting around. Of course we could not see anything from under there. A wonderful day!
 

Continuing with the trip through the Straits and past Port Dinorwic, the sight of Llanedwyn Church, brought back memories of the monthly march to Sunday morning service there and of "boogie-woogie Annie" playing the organ.  It also reminded me of the slap-up tea that we persuaded Pug Bayliss to arrange for us in the pub past Llanedwyn just before the end of our QB term.
 

Disappointment that the National Trust (NT) has not given any indication of the "Conway's" presence at Plas Newydd for twenty five years.  Perhaps we should add our weight to David Nutman's efforts to establish some sort of exhibition relating to its years there and all write to the NT asking it to do something about acknowledging the “Conway’s” presence at Plas Newydd.
 

Completely unimpressed at the way in which the NT is maintaining the dock and failing to maintain the swimming pool, allowing it to deteriorate so badly and has simply exhibited a notice stating "Dangerous Structure" on it instead of doing anything about rectifying its condition.
 

I have always remembered what a beautiful place Plas Newydd is and how lucky I was to spend my last two years of school there. (I must add that those two years were the happiest of my school career!) I have also always remembered the magnificent view across the Strait to Snowdon and the surrounding mountains, but did not remember just how beautiful that was. 
 

Writing about the view of Snowdon and the mountains, I remember one day - in May, but do not remember which year, think it was 1955 - when there was snow on Snowdon and the tops of other mountains.  It was a beautiful sunny day and the snow was glistening in the sunlight – a wonderful sight.
 

Greatly impressed by the beauty and quietness of the grounds at Plas Newydd.
 

I found the exterior of the College very uninspiring, rather what I think of as "1960s ugly" and was very unimpressed by the little that we saw of the interior.
 

Impressed at how much more prosperous the area looks now in comparison with when we were there and, indeed, when I visited Plas Newydd to watch the “Old Conway” matches in 1961 and 1963. (I suppose that this applies to much of the UK, but it is very obvious in the little of the area that I saw during our weekend there.)
 

It was great to meet so many of our term once again, at one go, as I have not met too many since we left:  Bob Frost 3 times, more than anyone – once in Sydney and twice at OC AGMs and dinners; Bill Jeffrey in the Cellar Bar in Singapore in 1962 – always a regular call on one’s way ashore from the Eastern Anchorage where it was “the Cellar Bar for orders”, unfortunately, it no longer exists; George Beatty in a fleeting meeting in Portsmouth when we were both doing our RNR "P" Courses - different ones - there; Ian Mackenzie and his wife aboard the “Carinthia” where we were passengers emigrating to Canada, he stayed but I did not – much to my regret – and I ended-up back in the UK via two years in New York because of family problems – then wife unable to cope with life there; Ian Verran twice - the first time in Labuan when I did a towage approval survey of his ship, a VLCC, coming out of lay-up and going for re-activation and dry-docking in Singapore, where I was based then, and a few days later in Singapore when he came home to my flat there to have dinner with my present wife and me; Geoff Cowap, Richard Webb and Val at the 2003 OC AGM and dinner, and Geoff again at the Nautical Institute's AGM in Liverpool last year, when he met me at Lime Street Station and piloted me around Liverpool - almost the first time that I was there since we went there for our ship visit in, I think, our fourth term. Thank you, Geoff!
 

I don't think that I managed to speak to everybody during the reunion and apologise to any that I missed.
 

Thank you for the fantastic party at Craig y Don and for your hospitality, Val and Richard. Will not forget the pig!
 

The very successful and enjoyable dinner and evening at the Royal Anglesey Yacht Club.
 

Thank you David Nutman for taking me to see the "Conway" Chapel before dropping me at Lime Street Station for the train to Newcastle upon Tyne. I was most impressed by the chapel and think that the Friends of Conway have done a wonderful job with it.
 

Finally, thank you Geoff, Val and Richard for all of the work you must have done to organise such a successful weekend.
 

Best regards to all, it was great to see you again and I look forward to seeing everybody in Liverpool for the 150th Anniversary celebrations in 2009! (Hope that my wife will be with me then.)
Memories of RICHARD PETERS:

 That I could recollect nearly everybody– some instantly recognised (like Robin, Mark and Iain, each looking just about the same as 1956) and others recalled to mind as soon as they spoke.
        the awesome Snowdon trip.  I met George there for the first time in 50 years, and Peter Woodhead.   
        Finding out about such a great variety of interesting and successful lives
        The courage of Marion Holland in completing the entire programme  
        Richard and Jan’s friendly hospitality, their beautiful home and amazing art collection
        Puffins whizzing about, and sunbathing seals
        Britannia Bridge; memories of gig & cutter racing and aching wrists.
        The beauty of Plas Newydd particularly from the Straits.
        Sadness at the dilapidation of our swimming pool – and the dock that used to look so smart, even under the care of an inferior ‘Top’.
        The excellent yacht-club dinner; Bob’s classic treatment of a habitual attention-seeker.
 

Well, I haven’t forgotten Geoff’s brilliant and seamless organisation.
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Memories of Alan Ross

 

 

At the end of the RAYC dinner evening with Ian Mackenzie in full voice and 

the staff politely indicating it was time to leave, I did draw his attention to 

their efforts and the show wound down.

 

 

 

 

The next morning after breakfast I 

said how much

 

I had enjoyed his 

rendering.

 

 His reply was "Once I get started I just can't stop!".

 

 

(Editor’s note: Story of his life probably!)

 

 

 

 

  
 Memories of JOHN STANNARD:

1    For me, our spectacular drive through the Snowdonia National Park on our way down on such a perfect day. 
 

2    Arriving at the Bulkeley Hotel, which had not changed in 50 years (I think) and not being able to find a parking space yet again. 
 

3    The magical triple aspect stunning view of the Menai Straits and Snowdon from our suite, which also had 24/7 electricity, but not much hot water. 
 

4    Meeting Ian Mackenzie on the stairway and recognising him.  He hadn't changed in 50 years (I think) and although he had had no contact with Conway or Conways          since leaving had travelled thousands of miles to meet us all and was obviously so very delighted to be there. 
 

5    Meeting Griffiths (DAG) and not recognising him, he had changed in 50 years (I think).
 

6    The quaint old Welsh custom of re-painting all our cars seagull white. 
 

7    That wonderful view from the top of Snowdon, which hadn't changed in 50 years (I think).
 

8    Realising that, like Geoff, our year has something very special in our reunions, which no one else can even approach. 
 

9    Geoff's countdown!
 

10   Realising, like George, the spectacular location of Plas Newydd and how lucky we all were to spend 2 or 3 years there, although we didn't know it at the time. 
 

11   Seeing again the wonderful Whistler mural in Plas Newydd (Neptune's wet foot marks are still following me!)
 

12   Disappointment that Geoff hadn't booked a first class carriage with a buffet car for the ascent 'steerage only'.
           
Memories of J E RICHARD WEBB
 

 I first saw The Conway moored off Bangor when I was five--a weekly boarder at Sheen Gate Prep; overlooking The Straits and Craig-y-Don --on the opposite shore

At the time of our entrance exam we all went down to the dock--the Cadet showing us around answered the dock phone (in the Bosun's locker)"shut up"--Brookie was on the other end of the phone!  He was not amused.

Upon entrance to Nelson Block, first night it was established that The Sailors Home had issued me with the wrong number, according to Mr.Lawrence, I ended up 525--with stiff collars that cut into my neck

I remember that first morning on the mess deck- breakfast with flies in the fried eggs--repulsive!!

 
Memories of learning to sail in a 30ft. gaff rigged cutter, which went sideways.

Cutter crew was just as bad, luckily I could row, well, I thought I could until I was placed in the Bow smallest in the boat, placed in the highest point of the cutter--with a 15foot ash oar, 2.5 times my height!

In the summer of 1956 I was assigned to crew with Capt. Hewitt on the Fife -Thelma-no.5. 

Up on the foredeck, bending the jib on, I can't undo the shackle with my little fingers---knife, knife, where's my… knife? As I turn to another crew member and quietly ask, “got your knife?” a voice booms out –“Webb where's your knife?”

Trembling with fear and trepidation, I meekly reply --sorry sir- left it in my chest. “Good God don't you know that a Sailor without a knife is like a woman without a fanny!! " says the man. 

I will never forget his words. In the world we live in today one can get slung into jail for even carrying a knife.

  
Oh happy days- I did enjoy Conway and I am proud of all she did for me.
And so it went on, happy, strong memories and always a challenge.  Honestly, Conway gave me the lift- off   to challenge- to think --to make decisions--without going to Conway I really don't know what I would have achieved in life. 
 

Our Reunion: -
Did somebody say Geoff was immigrating to Australia?  I enjoyed the weekly- daily- hourly conversations, just 30mins.before the coach squeezed down our drive I was still cutting the lawns.

We--Jan and myself enjoyed every minute--yes a great deal went on behind the scenes but the most important item was the weather and as I look out of my study window --The Snowdon Range is wonderfully clear, the leaves on the trees are drooping badly for the lack of water--it's really hot.  Weren't we lucky the trip up Snowdon so clear and the hard arsed seats on the train--it was a long journey coming back down.

Yes, we really enjoyed the Pig Roast; it was great fun and a very happy occasion.  I think Colin enjoyed himself with the crackling going down a treat!!
We enjoyed the little voyage on the Queen of the Seas. It was all over too quickly

Now Emrys--The Pilot, who owns the vessel is the son of the Pilot who refused to take the ship--we are 30 mins late and you don't take the Swellies against the tide!!!!

I don't remember very much about the dinner as Geoff and I finished off a bottle of Port---If you still have got the script of your speech Bob it might help.

Bone of contention
Why did the Book go to somebody not in our year 54-56?

  

CONWAY-- our term 54--56, I come back to that word STRONG, even though I was very small at that time, we were and still are today a very resourceful strong term.

I almost forgot --you know that I am still working; we have just finished laying 32tons of sand/cement for the first floor screed.
 

Jan and I would like to say a very big thank you to you all for the beautiful flowers, The Figure Head which stands in place of pride on my desk and for the framed photograph of us all on the lawn at Craig-y-Don--very kind and very much appreciated, thank you all so much
 
 Memories of PETER WOODHEAD:

I don't feel qualified to comment having only been there for such a small part of the weekend.

 It was good to see our term still united after 50 years and still full of energy. I was particularly excited to see George and Bob again; George sadly for too short a time and I'll try work wise to get out to San Diego soon. 

There were a few who'd changed so much over the years they were barely recognisable!

Thank God for sport and Pug Bayliss in particular. It kept me going and gave me a goal to strive for!

AND THEN THERE WERE THE HONORARY MEMBERS:

 
Memories of IAN HOPKINSON:

Getting the book was the highlight for me, I was sat at the other end of the table from Terry and when I saw it I would have placed an instant order, it was therefore a double pleasure to be presented with it, something I was not for a minute expecting.
Memories of DAVID NUTMAN:

One has to try and think of superlatives to describe the reunion in Beaumaris.
 

You asked for 'one liners' but I think single words would suffice, such as friendship, conviviality, nostalgia, laughter, and harmony would be appropriate, certainly for Brenda and I because we are outside the group but felt very much at home with you all.   
 

The venue, cruise and trip up Snowdon were memorable as was the hospitality of Richard and Jan.    All the credit for this goes to you and Geoff for without your efforts none of this would have taken place.  Geoff now tells us that you made a small profit for the RAYC, which is excellent.
 

 

There is one small postscript as far I'm concerned, quite a co-incidence.     

We are currently advertising in Church publications for a new Chaplain Superintendent for the Mersey Mission (yes - this is for your ears!!) with applications being sent to me. Would you believe I've received an application from the niece of one of those attending the reunion?    She recognised my name, mentioned, when she was having dinner with them before they returned to Canada.
Memories of TERRY BEGGS:

 

1. Firstly, happy anticipation of the Reunion and now valuable and happy memories in its wake.
2. The calmness and confidence of the participants, reflecting their 50 years of real experience based upon a solid Conway foundation.
3. Loads of good humour and friendship.  Very entertaining.                                                                 
4. How very fortunate that our parents had the vision, judgement and ability to send us to Conway.
5. What a privilege to spend two of our formative years in such a wholesome and spectacular part of the world.
6. From the Dock to the House, from Nelson Block to the Camp, a whole store of memories re-awakened.
7. The Grand Reunion Dinner - a splendid occasion, unobtrusively displaying our standards.
8. Our womenfolk who, as ever, added charm, support and civility to the occasion.
9. The Video Projectionist and the Coach Driver would have benefited from a Conway training!!
10. Unbelievably good weather.

Diary made by IAN HOPKINSON

Following the "Friends of Conway" luncheon I spend a little time wandering around Beaumaris and looking for gifts to take back home. This occupies most of the afternoon but I find time to walk out on the pier and take in the very fine view and fresh air from its end. On the way back I have a chat with the person who happens to be manning the R.N.L.I. lifeboat station that day and look at the tide charts and weather forecasts that are published in the window of that establishment.

Whilst still in Canada I had purchased a sextant on Ebay. I had it shipped to David Nutmans and I picked it up when I stayed there with him and Brenda. As the afternoon gradually turns into evening I take it down to the verandah on the south side of the hotel, for the mountains of Snowdonia are visible from here and far enough away to use to make a perfect sextant adjustment. Who should I meet but my old friend Michael Rushforth sitting at our table quaffing a glass of wine. I join him. This is perfect, a beautiful summers evening, sitting at a table close to the beach with an old friend, sipping wine and adjusting the sextant which of course lets my conscience write the whole thing off to an exercise in science.
I had thought that we would all re-gather at the hotel for the evening meal but this was not to be. It must be something in the Conway training that enables its graduates to recognise the best hostelry in town and this turned out to be the case. We ended up at the something "Arms" a little way up the main street where the conversation continued to flow and the publican did a roaring trade. The place was packed.
It is now Friday the 16th June, another fine day here in North Wales.
 

After breakfast I am able to get a lift with Geoff, Chris and Paul Cowap to Llanberis where we are to take the train up Snowdon.
 

A few of the more stalwart members of our group left earlier with the intention of hiking up the mountain which of course due to the limited seating on the train means that they will have to hike down again.
 

At the station some new faces show up amongst them Peter Shepherd and Peter Woodhead. Richard Webb arrives in good time with our packed lunches. This is the first time I have been up Snowdon, what I did with my time on Conway I cannot imagine, and I study the trains and the railway with great interest.
 

There are steam locomotives sure enough and still in service but the backbone of the motive power now seems to have been taken over by Perkins diesels assembled into locomotive form by Hunslett. Everybody seated we are finally off and we climb out of the village of Llanberis through a wooded area and commence our climb up the mountain. The journey takes about an hour and we stop every so often to allow a Llanberis bound train to pass, the higher we go the more spectacular the view. 

 

From the upper station we scramble up the last few yards to the cairn on the very top of the mountain where we stand and have our photographs taken and look around, you can see almost forever from here. It is a bright sunny day and you can see Chester to the northeast and the Irish Sea to the west. A squadron of seagulls fly by, we are surprised to see them up here but on reflection realise that this is a perfect spot to consume the packed lunch, which is something the seagulls are well aware of. Some more photographs are taken and those who arrived at the peak on foot then join us.
 

The return journey is uneventful and we are back at the Llanberis station by 3 p.m. and the hotel by 4 where we prepare ourselves for a very special evening.

Following our Snowdon adventure we return to the Bulkley Hotel and disappear into our respective rooms to clean up and get changed for what promises to be a wonderful evening.
At 1830 we meet in the bar and the conversation continues to flow as it has all day, in fact as it has since this whole re-union started.
At 1900 the bus shows up almost blocking Castle Street outside the hotel, we pile aboard and head out on the road leading towards Menai Bridge. The road is narrow but the bus driver knows his stuff and a couple of miles along the road we enter a driveway leading down to the strait. The driveway gets narrower and narrower, the bus driver really knows his stuff and we emerge from the tree-lined driveway into the garden surrounding Richard and Jan Webbs magnificent house overlooking the Menai Strait.
There had been considerable discussion by email prior to this event, in particular the type of gift we could present to Richard and Jan as a small thankyou for hosting this evening. After all sorts of suggestions from all over the world a group photograph was decided upon and once off the bus we line up and our presence is recorded for posterity.
Inside the house we quickly find the bar and a few of us now armed with a glass of wine walk down the pathway to the sea. A very beautiful piece of property.
Back in the house we enjoy a very nice buffet dinner and as the evening wears on and we burst into song, a couple of verses of "Brooke-Smith knows my Father" and of course an abridged version of "The Conways the Pride of the Blue Funnel Fleet".
But then the real singing starts and we all enjoy very much the singing of Robin and Jill McMillan, lots of talent there.
Finally the bus returns and we reboard and are driven back to the hotel. A very gracious evening, which I am sure everyone enjoyed. Thank you to our hosts.
Saturday the 17th of June, like all days during this expedition dawned bright and clear. I was up early and went down to the pier to witness the goings on, the tide was flooding.
At 1000 hours the local tour vessel "Queen of the Sea" hove into view and made fast starboard side to the end of the Beaumaris Pier.
At 1030 we all started to board and the packed lunches followed us shortly thereafter.

The Skipper set his course to the North East and we bucked the flood tide for an hour or so as we made our way out towards Puffin Island. I had never been in these waters before and I was amazed to learn that had Conway successfully navigated the Swellies her course would have taken her between Puffin Island and the lighthouse off Penmon. Up to this time I had imagined that she could have passed to the north of Puffin Island.
At the north east point of Puffin Island we pause to see some seals sunbathing on the rocks, there are lots of birds but we didn't see any puffins.
At Puffin Island we retrace our steps and I am able with certainty to point out Ty Gwyn, Eric Hewitt’s home to those around me on the foredeck.
As we journey down the strait I am fortunate to have amongst my companions Terry and Shirley Beggs, both of whom have intimate knowledge of this stretch of water and who point out all kinds of landmarks that I never before really knew existed.
For example: Nelson’s statue and the Platters, the place where the Conway ended her days.
I remember going to a Captain's Tea Party and trying to make polite conversation and I asked him a stupid question. Something like "Well Sir, do you think the Conway is now better off now, the ship no longer being here? I cannot remember the answer but I realised with absolute certainty how much Eric Hewitt regretted the events that lead to the loss of the ship.
We pass Richard and Jan Webbs house, this time from seaward and admire the Conway ensign flying from the flagstaff by the waters edge. 

I was going to complete the Menai Straits in this segment but there is much more to say and I shall continue later. 

 

As The Queen of the Sea re-enters the Strait and we proceed in a southwesterly direction I encounter Bob Frost standing on the aft deck. Way off to port we can see Penmaenmawr and I remark to Bob "Say, an awful lot of slate came out of there." Bob's retort is that it was not slate but limestone and I don't believe him for I know perfectly well that they have quarried slate there since time immemorial. Bob was the first to put his money where his mouth is and ses "Betcha a fiver!” "You're on Mate" and we agree that Richard Webb shall be the umpire. It was limestone and I dig into my starboard pocket to find as much small change as I can to settle the account. I must say however that Bob was noble in victory and offered to buy me a coffee and half a bag of crisps with a portion of his winnings.

(Editor’s note: It turns out we were both wrong. It is neither slate nor limestone but granite according to our inbuilt geologist Terry Beggs. I have had to return the Fiver to Hoppy.)
 

We are now passing under the suspension bridge and the tidal stream is now much more developed.

To port are "The Platters and someone points out where Conway lay, broke her back and eventually was consumed by fire.
 

And then we pass Ynys Gored Gosh to starboard and watch the tide flowing over the fish weir. I wonder what they do with all those fish and if there is any way to release them.
 

The Britannia Bridge looks altogether different from what I remember when viewed from this angle.
 

Once through it though we enter more tranquil waters and in the distance Plas Newydd starts to grow larger. We pause when we reach it, but we are ahead of schedule and so we continue on almost as far as Caernarfon passing a sailboat race and encountering a small coaster coming in the other direction.
 

For the past few years my skin and particularly my lips have become very sensitive to ultra violet light and I need to take precautions when out boating or driving the M.G. I realise now that I should have applied some protection before venturing out on this magnificent day but it is too late now and all I can do is enjoy the rest of it.
 

Finally we disembark at Plas Newydd and step on to the west wall of the swimming pool. We used to swim in that!
 

In the house I make a beeline for Rawalapindi, which looks much the same except the bunks and the lockers are no longer there.
 

We pass Bert's galley and the small office near the main entrance where Margaret Jones used to show off her legs. Then up to the mess deck and I remember the trouble we got into when we tried to scrub and barbarise it ship style. It took two weeks to go flat again.
 

Up to the camp area, the cafeteria is still there and one can almost hear Taffy Walters calling for "One cup of cawfee and a beans on toast"
 

The bus was late to take us back to Beaumaris but no matter, we sit in the sun and wait and contemplate another wonderful day.   

Saturday the 17th. June 2006 was a memorable day and even though the bus to take us back to The Bulkeley Hotel was late we were still all in time to get cleaned up before the final event in this wonderful Conway Interlude.
 

I find my one remaining clean shirt, which I had been saving for this event. On trips like this I carry a suitcase on wheels and a small leather grip, which commences the voyage completely empty. As the trip progresses all dirty laundry gets transferred to the grip.
The grip is now bursting at the seams and I gave up trying to zip it up several nights ago.
Once dressed and prepared for the evening ahead I see I still have a few minutes in hand and turn my attention to packing for tomorrow. One of the ship's clocks I bought ends up in the grip completely enveloped in dirty underwear. That should deter any nosey Customs Officer quite nicely.
The other ship's clock, a half model of a Cornish Gig and the sextant now fit into the suitcase, again suitably protected with a fine selection of aromatic clothes in need of a wash.
I leave out sufficient casual clean clothes for the morrow.
 

The bar on the ground floor of the Royal Anglesey Yacht Club is really humming when I arrive. Again I have a load of Vancouver 2007 publicity with me, which I hope people will be interested in. It is a curious thing, you put a group of Old Conways in a room together and it is a bit like a beehive, there is a constant buzz of conversation and tonight is no exception.
 

We climb the stairs to the first floor at a little after 8.15 and find our seats at the tables, which have been laid out in preparation for this, the last night's dinner. I can't quite remember what I ordered off the menu by e-mail, was it only 3 weeks before? But I am carnivorous and I know with certainty that I would have chosen the roast beef. I am sitting at the end of a table and opposite me; at the other end is Terry Beggs who gave me such a wonderful description of the Menai Strait earlier in the day.
 

Once dinner is over the speeches begin and Geoff thoughtfully gives me a "heads up" that I shall be the first with the Vancouver 2007 promotion.
 

I tell the people there that I need to say three things.
 

The first is the fact that I am acutely aware that I am not quite of the term represented here tonight and I consider it a great privilege, for whatever reason, to be invited.
 

The second is to say how much I have enjoyed myself during these few days and the organizers are to be congratulated on a job well done and a wonderful event.
 

The third thing is to swing once again into my Vancouver 2007 presentation and since I did it only a few days ago, in the same room at the Friends of Conway gathering this needs no referral to notes and is very easy for me.
 

The guest of honour Canon Bob Evans, gives a very amusing and down to earth presentation, how are we going to top that in Vancouver?
 

Finally Bob Frost, one of the ringleaders, hiding behind a pair of horned rimmed spectacles gets to his hind feet and commences a summary of the recent events. Somewhere through this dissertation Terry Beggs reaches down with his left hand and comes up with a book that he lays on the table. I can see the title from where I am sitting that it's to do with Menai Straits. A series of thoughts run through my head at that instant. For some reason I instinctively know that Terry had a hand in writing the book. I reach out to look at it but my arms aren't long enough to reach to the other end of the table. I shall have to talk to Terry later and see if I can buy a copy. Bob's remarks all of a sudden come round to me and I am given the book. Thank you, thank you, thank you, what a wonderful gift, I am so happy.
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At the end of the RAYC dinner evening with Ian Mackenzie in full voice and the staff politely indicating it was time to leave, I did draw his attention to their efforts and the show wound down.  


The next morning after breakfast I said how much I had enjoyed his rendering.  His reply was "Once I get started I just can't stop!".


(Editor’s note: Story of his life probably!)

 



