
Eulogy for William (Bill) John Harvey PPrJGW  

Born in Teignmouth, to a Cornish Mother and a Devonian Father, I suppose there 
would never be any doubt that Grandad would grow up loving cream teas and 
pasties!! 

He grew up in Commercial Road and then Chelsea Place, the youngest of 4, and so I 
am told, being the only boy and the apple of his Mother’s eye, he was allowed far 
more freedom than his sisters, Eva, Phyllis and Muriel.  Even throwing a golf ball 
into the copper boiler and the total mayhem it caused around the kitchen as the 
rubber strands expanded couldn’t raise more than a mock telling off!!  He learnt all 
his hijinks from his Dad, known by all to have a wicked sense of humour!   

‘Scrumping’ was an activity Grandad took for granted and which stayed with him the 
whole of his life, believe me,  be it for apples or whatever,  being fast of foot and the 
ability to jump a five bar gate obviously had its advantages from a very young age! 

Schooled at Brook Hill and then West Lawn, it was here where he was introduced to 
sports which seems to have shaped most of his life, the focus, the discipline and the 
challenge it offered were to become a driving force for him. 

In his mid-teens, Grandad was offered an engineering apprenticeship at County 
Garage and that training was to become more important than he could ever have 
imagined, opening unexpected doors.   

When he wasn’t working he was always either playing rugby for Teignmouth, his 
speed and try scoring became legendary in the West Country, or taking part in 
Athletic events, he was a member of the Exeter Harriers, he ran every distance up to 
440yards, did long jump and also high jump! How he found the time to do so much 
training is remarkable.   

War broke out on his 20th birthday, Grandad signed up as soon as he could, joining 
the Navy as a marine engineer.  He was posted to Portland Naval base servicing the 
trawlers, mine sweepers etc. that were used for cross channel raids and the clearing 
of mines.  Portland was also the first hospital port for those injured out in the 
channel and so it was that he met (Nanny), Audrey, a VAD nurse, it seems it truly 
was love at first sight and they married at Portland Naval Chapel on 30th November 
1943. 

All through the war and in spite of the massive work load of keeping the various ships 
seaworthy, he continued to train and compete successfully in athletic events 
including when he was posted to Piraeus, Greece in early 1944 when he ran on 
several occasions in the Olympic Stadium in Athens. 

Returning home to Teignmouth in 1945, it was an evening stroll along the seafront 
listening to the church bells that drew both of them in for an evening service and so a 
lifelong commitment to St Michaels Church began, they were both involved in 
running the Church youth club, the badminton Club and over the decades supported 
the Church in many different ways, Grandad spent quite a few months painting the 
inside of the Church in memory of his Brother-in -Law Ray and was responsible for 
putting up the flag until his mid 80’s.  Many of the clergy and congregation over 
those decades became good friends.  



After the war, rugby and athletics were still playing a major part in Grandads life, the 
canteens of cutlery, clocks, mirrors and numerous other artefacts still dotted round 
his home bear testament to his athletic prowess, he was even offered a trial at the 
White City to run for the GB team, but a broken collar bone sustained while playing  
rugby put paid to that, but then Rugby was the winner, but a job offer at Morgan 
Giles was to change all that. 

He took up the position of Marine Engineer and sailing suddenly came into his life!  
At great expense, Grandad bought a National 12 complete with new cotton sails for 
£75, Nanny crewed, she knew nothing about sailing either.  After a couple of pretty 
appalling seasons getting nowhere, Tommy Finson the accountant at Morgan Giles 
and apparently a respected South African yachtsman,  suggested he sell the National 
12 and sail with him in the  class of Teign Dart boats which were designed and built 
at the shipyard,  Tommy taught Grandad everything.  Grandad was rewarded not 
only by becoming a very good yachtsman but also accompanied his boss to occasional 
design meetings with the likes of Sir Charles Nicholson, the Moody brothers and Uffa 
Fox, they were the great yacht designers of their time, what an experience! 

 1948 saw him crewing in a 6 metre yacht in the Olympic Trials in Torbay, he first 
real taste of quality competition and his passion for sailing, for that’s what it was, 
grew from there and remained with him throughout the rest of his life, his joy was to 
be able pass on that knowledge to many others, something Mum and I are very 
grateful for! 

In the mid 50’s he had the opportunity to buy a plot of land in Churchill Drive off 
Woodway Road, most people got a local builder to build their bungalow, not him, he 
decided that he and Nanny would not only design it, but he would build it himself in 
his spare time with help from some skilled friends when needed!  It took 18 months 
but they both loved it!! 

They had plenty of assistance (or hindrance) from Mum, who must have been about 
3 at the time, she would accompany him to the site, with her bucket and putty, 
dressed in dungarees and wellies to help him!! 

Work at the shipyard was busy, with Naval contracts, RNLI work and even building 
the 2 naval pinnaces for the Royal Yacht Britannia, but it was the Monaco cruiser 
range that was designed and built at the yard that truly captured his imagination. 

The Monaco Cruisers were the leaders of what are today the luxury motor yachts like 
Princess and Sunseeker. European Royalty, International business men, well known 
stars and celebrities were among the many that purchased these stunning yachts.  
Most deliveries were to the South of France or Italy and so it was Grandad who 
undertook that delivery with a couple of crew, RYA Coastal Skipper or Yachtmaster 
didn’t exist in those days, it was a chart, a radio and common sense. Across to Paris, 
down the French canals and into the Med, he loved it and returned to do the 
servicing of the engines annually. He even took part in the Cowes to Torquay 
powerboat race on more than one occasion. 

Grandad  worked hard but enjoyed it and felt he had a great life, in 1947 he had 
joined TCYC and was immediately undertaking the Bosuns duties of laying courses 
etc., but after a few years was asked by his boss,  to go across the river to see what he 
could do to revitalise Shaldon Sailing Club and to encourage those in the village to 



support it, he was Commodore for over 14 years and eventually President, by the late 
60’s early 70’s it was not uncommon to have upwards of 30 dinghies racing on a 
regular weekend, testament again to his drive and enthusiasm.  He regularly raced 
his beloved Teign Dart One Design and attended the various regattas along the coast, 
enjoying all the friendly rivalry that went with it. 

The late 50’s, saw him join Benevolent Lodge in Teignmouth, he embraced their 
ethos of honour, fellowship and charitable support and was an active member for 
well over 50 years making many long term friendships along the way.  

In the late 60’s Morgan Giles hit difficult times and changes were coming, Grandad 
left to run the West End Garage Ford dealership for a while for a friend, then came 
the chance to run a shipyard on the Dart at Galampton which included the running of 
the Western Ladies ferry service which still runs from Brixham to Torquay.  One time 
Audrey (Nanny)received a frantic phone call, could she get down to Torquay as soon 
as possible, the new barman on the ferry had drunk himself stupid and did she think 
she could she run the bar!  Never fainthearted off she went and thoroughly enjoyed 
herself.  The barman was sacked immediately and thereafter Nanny was often called 
upon to help out. 

In the early seventies came the biggest career challenge, Grandad and Nanny decided 
to buy the Pier hotel on the seafront.  Having always cooked the Christmas lunch 
each year, he felt he was more than qualified to take on the catering aspect of the 
hotel and in fact, he was right!   The guests would book time and time again, 
requesting their favourite meals!  Of course, the bonus, Nanny in particular would 
say, was the great venue they had in the winter months for holding parties!  I am 
told, there are some here today who will recall those parties and doing the Conga 
through Teignmouth Police station! 

After many happy but hard working years at the Pier Hotel, Grandad felt a downsize 
in the amount of cooking and other work was called for and so they moved to Ships 
Hotel, many of their guests moved with them!!  It gave them both more leisure time 
– which equated in Grandads eyes to more time being in one of his boats, be it 
sailing, rowing or motoring!  

Nanny became very adept at packing up a quick picnic for them and grabbing the 
swimming bag which was always packed ready and off they’d go! 

Just 3 years on, Mum and Dad moved back from London and a year later I arrived!  
A little later, circumstances dictated that there was soon a chance for Grandad and 
Nanny to move in next door to us at Beacon Court, they would help Mum and Dad 
with the business, I had 2 grandparents to share my toys with – perfect ! …and 
Grandad had a new helpmate, just as he had when building the bungalow all those 
years ago! 

Retirement as such didn’t really seem to feature in Grandads life, he and Nanny ran 
the Wednesday evening racing at TCYC for over 15 years, loving the involvement 
especially as Mum and Dad were real racing fanatics.  They were both in the Choir 
here at St Michaels, in fact Grandad was just always …busy!  Even heading a small 
team of volunteers to prepare the rear of the church here for the building of the 
Narthex that you see behind you now and making repairs to the flag pole at the top of 
the church tower, no mean feat! 



He was certainly kept busy in the early years at Beacon Court too, helping out with 
whatever he could…. Dad always had a plan! 

And he became even more busy after my Dad passed away in ’94. 

Losing Nanny in 2006 created a huge hole for Grandad but with the love and support 
of his family and friends he adapted to his new life. 

As Grandad grew older he may have given up his boating but never lost his passion 
for it, and until very recently he would still enjoy a trip up the river and a picnic 
whenever it was offered!  

By now, his sight was poor but it didn’t stop him enjoying life, he was 92 when 
Rowanne and I married, he of course came to our wedding and had a whale of a time 
dancing the evening away, he was quite incredible and totally defied his years!  

He always relished every moment he was able to share with his great 
granddaughters, Mila and Harper, balloons and bubbles featured quite often!  

He was still swimming until just a couple of years ago, a family holiday in North 
Devon saw Grandad and Mila in the hotel pool every morning before breakfast and 
his last swim was in the sea, the summer before last, he was a bit wobbly so with 
Peter and Mum each holding an arm, in he went, diving into the water as he always 
had done and loving it!! 

….What did age have to do with anything? 

Latterly life became a bit more difficult for him,  but he dealt with it as he had dealt 
with everything in his life, with focus and determination but most of all he was 
content. 

Grandads life was lived over a period of history that embraced huge change, some for 
the good, some not so good, but no matter what changes occurred, he lived his life as 
he faced his challenges, with confidence, determination, love for his family and 
friends and with faith. 

(He was)…a man of all seasons…! 


