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LOWESTOFT CRUISING CLUB 

2019/20 COMMITTEE MEMBERS 

Commodore  

Col in Coe Home:- 01493 369406  Mobi le:- 07887 502063    

Emai l:-  commodore@lowestoftcruisingclub.co.uk  

Vice Commodore  

Greg Tripp Home:- 01502 730187  Mobi le:- 07508 863197  

Emai l:-  vice-commodore@lowestoftcruisingclub.co.uk  
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James Hutcheson Home:- 01908 666210  Mobi le:- 07546 072772  

Emai l:-  rear-commodore@lowestoftcruisingclub.co.uk  

Honorary Secretary  

Currently vacant  

Emai l:-  secretary@lowestoftcruisingclub.co.uk  

Honorary Treasurer  

Peter Reeve Home:- 01603 456050  

Emai l:-  treasurer@lowestoftcruisingclub.co.uk  

Honorary Moorings Officer  

Peter Hytch Home:- 01502 732970  Mobi le:- 07810 522515 

Emai l:-  moorings-officer@lowestoftcruisingclub.co.uk 

Honorary Social Secretary 

Helen Hutcheson Home:  - 01908 666210  Mobi le:  - 07709 777978 

Emai l: - social-secretary@lowestoftcruisingclub.co.uk 

 

 

Committee Members (alphabetical order)  

Paul  Gray  Home:- 01502 564739  Mobi le:- 07836 625018   

Emai l:- paulgray20@hotmail.com  

Jeremy Rake Home:-01508 548060  Mobi le:- 07708 042046  

Emai l:- jez.rake@icloud.com 

Ian Seath  Mobile:- 07474  741293  

Emai l:- divert from - secretary@lowestoftcruisingclub.co.uk 

David Sherwood  Home:- 01502 730352  Mobi le:- 07522 702247 

Michael Sparrow  Home:- 01508 520692  Mobi le:- 07514 323647 

Emai l:- michael.sparrow100@btinternet.com  
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EDITORIAL 

This edition’s ‘Under Way’ challenge.  Guess the average age of the membership of our 

Cruising Club. What? 

No, I reckon you’re way out.  Could add at least ten years to that number. You see, while the 

boats are wrapped up in the compound for the winter, the editor, Peter and Don will all be 

celebrating (or not) significant birthdays totalling about a quarter of a millennium. I mention 

these things because, as editor, I don’t want ‘Under Way’ to become a maritime version of 

‘The Oldies’ Magazine’. 

So, younger members who have not started contemplating early retirement or applied for their bus pass , put 

pen to paper, fingers to keyboards, voice to recorder and overwhelm me for the Spring edition. 

Having said that… we all recall the excitement of our very first boat and those early adventures .  We’ve had 

accounts of sparkling voyages over the years with many more to come.  But what has been interesting me is 

the experience of saying goodbye to the boat that’s had your care and attention over the years, that’s looked 

after you when the weather has turned nasty and you are now handing over to, perhaps, a complete stranger.  

What’s it like giving up the boat? Perhaps the parting is due to competing interests, ill health, just Anno Domini 

for you and the boat or the crew can’t (or won’t) cope any more or you want to stop worrying about antifouling,  

engine compression, insurance and rigging or the state of the cradle. 

A couple of editions ago I suggested that members might like to submit photographs of their boat, especially if 

the boat was sailing.  So many of us have snaps of the boat at lift –in or on the compound or anchored in some 

quiet creek, but so few of us have pictures of our pride and joy doing what comes naturally. I have one precious 

photograph of ‘Carina’ in a gentle breeze off Pakefield taken by Bill Clark. I’ve come across a piece of video 

taken by a friend of Paul Gray, using a smart phone on the end of a selfie stick  reaching out and panning 

round the boat whilst under sail. What I haven’t come across yet is anyone flying a drone  from the cockpit to 

take film. 

I’m still asking for members’ photographs and you will find one of ‘April Girl’ and one of the Commodore’s boats 

in this edition, but I’ve upped the ante and asking for a description of your lovely boat  - characteristics, sailing 

qualities, accommodation, equipment and what made you choose the craft. 

In good ‘Blue Peter’ style, here’s one paragraph to get you going. 

Linda and I had spent several hours at Levington.  We had driven down from Norwich for the Open Day.  We 

had consumed several biscuits and cups of the broker’s coffee, collected brochures and handouts about the 

boats for sale before taking keys, climbing on board, exploring, proddi ng and poking, looking and sniffing, then 

making notes about possibilities. It was getting late and we wandered onto the last pontoon and Linda spotted 

another ‘For Sale’ notice.  “That’s got nice lines.” 

And there it was.  Sometime later we became the proud owners of ‘Carina’ a 1979 Hallberg Rassy ‘Monson’. 

In this edition we welcome new members, go land yachting, get into trouble with John Cooper, wax lyrical with 

sea poems, enjoy some slapstick in Tobermory Bay, catch up with the Officers’ reports and ac cess members  

Chris and Lorraine’s sailblog, among other things. 

In next Spring’s edition I’m desperately trying to get the opinions from youngsters sailing with mum and dad or 

possibly nana and grandad.  What do they really think of this sailing lark? On returning from a bit of a lumpy 

couple of hours with grandchildren, Alice (12) and Sam (10); one pale and the other a shade of green, Sam 

declared, in the safety of the harbour, “Well, Grandad, that was fairly chaotic!” 

Colin Arnold 
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WORDS AND PHRASES  

  
Still Waters Run Deep’ Now used to mean however calm someone may seem on the surface, do not be deceived, 

there is probably great depth of knowledge, personality or temper lurking below.  

  

The phrase came from a Middle English work around 1300 C.E. 

“There the flode is deppist the water standist stillist” 

Ed.  
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COMMODORE’S REPORT  

What a lovely summer.  I hope you all managed to get in some excellent sailing. 

Reports from members who attended the Club’s trips were positive.  Chris and I 

haven’t used Notre Reve as much as we had hoped due to executor and other 

personal commitments, but the time spent down at LCC networking and socialising 

with members and visitors alike was enjoyable.  We did spend 10 days down on 

S25 at Southwold hanging on in there with 60 mph winds howling around us.  Benji, 

our West Highland Terrier, was far from amused and where we normally hear 

nothing out of him for 10 hours once he’s asleep, he was disturbed, unlike Chris 

who sleeps through anything when on-board.  Southwold is one of our favourite 

places, the walks, chatting to summer visitors, bantering with Peter and Jerry the Harbour Masters all makes for 

a relaxing time.  As soon as we arrive, we are inundated with requests from family and friends to visit us for 

Mrs. T’s fish and chips, breakfast or lunch down at The Pit Stop and this year we visited to find a barbecue 

taking place along with a jazz band playing.  What a bonus and with the first drink included all for the princely  

sum of £10 each. 

We’ve had lots of visitors to the moorings this season and some love it so much they come back again.  We are 

very fortunate to have a Moorings Officer who is just as happy as we are being on-board his boat on the 

moorings.  Pete and Av put so much effort into ensuring that our visitors enjoy LCC and go far beyond what is 

expected of them to help them enjoy their stay in every way possible.  One such group was The Northern 

Rivers Sailing Club who stayed the night before their two-week East Coast Cruise.  Chris and I hosted 

Prosecco and Canapés in the marquee then fired up the club barbecue for them to cook their dinner.  A great 

fun evening was had by the skippers and crew of seven visiting boats.  Chatting to them all we were told how 

lucky we are to have such a lovely friendly club with fantastic facilities adding, “Please could they come back 

next year?” 

I’ve also struck up a friendship with Kessingland Sea Sailing Club and the Commodore James Parnell who 

made contact when I took office and the club has been invited to several joint functions.  After their AGM (which 

lasted all of 25minutes – I wish!) Chris and I were invited for dinner followed by an excellent after dinner 

speaker which was hosted by our friends at The Royal Norfolk and Suffolk Yacht Club.   They are a great  

friendly bunch of people (well, let’s face it most yachties are).  If anyone is interested, KSSC have a Bavaria 40 

based in Turkey and weeks are available to book if that takes your fancy (details on their website). 

Our CCTV cameras have been utilised with good feedback.  A member informed me that he’d had his panniers 

stolen from his bicycle parked outside the blockhouse.  His bike was locked but the thief took the frame and 

panniers.  The member could pinpoint the date and time he was away sailing so a quick look at the footage in 

the Clubroom and the culprit was seen in the act.  A still was taken on my telephone, posted on LCC Facebook 

and 15 hours later I was provided with two positive identities of this person.  It was reported to the police who 

came to the club, took a statement and retrieved the evidence they needed from our security system. 

Another Club Member posted details of a trip to Ostend on the blackboard in the Gatehouse.  He was most 

annoyed to find his telephone number had been tampered with.   Again, we looked at the CCTV footage and 

identified the culprits to be children from a visiting boat playing around in the Gatehouse.   No harm done but  

little did they know they were on camera. 

Our security system is very good, but we still need to be vigilant .  We were on-board recently, witnessed a 

member drive in the compound, park his car, leaving the gates open as he left,  run to his boat (obviously had 

left it late to catch his bridge lift) and never gave a second thought  that his car, along with others and valuable 

Club equipment, was there for the picking.  There are two cameras in the compound, but it is the responsibility 

of us all to lock workshops and close the compound gate as you leave. 

The Club Marquee has again been put to good use, but it is beginning to show signs of wear and has needed a 

few repairs.  It has served us well since it was purchased in 2015.  Despite heavy rain and howling winds we 

managed to clean the inside and dismantle it as planned after the wind subsided the day after the MacM illan 

Coffee Morning.  The team again decided to position it at the front of the Club House mainly for the reasons of 

health and safety for our less mobile members, security due to the position of the CCTV and the work that 

would be required to access the Club House.  It has proved to be more stable with the ratchet strap fixing.  We 

are currently looking at flooring options. 
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I have decided not to include the proposed Third Crossing here but will include it in my AGM report .  The final 

decision will have been made by the Secretary of State by the end of 2019.  My thanks must go to David 

Bennett for his continued vigilance of the activity and his input on behalf of the Club. 

I did send out an email to you all about the refurbishment of the slip trolley which will be out of action after Lift 

Out for approximately 6-8 weeks.  The preparation work will be completed by the members then the trolley will 

be transported to Ellough Industrial Estate for refurbishment. 

At the time of writing this report the skipper’s duties and responsibilities have been circulated to the 35 boats 

being lifted.  Lift Out is only three weeks away, so I look forward to another successful day.  My thanks to the 

Lift Planning team for all their efforts. 

Since I joined this Club I have witnessed on so many occasions that when help is needed someone will come 

forward to give it.  If someone is in trouble whether it be at sea or on land other members will rally round.  This  

includes visitors who are temporary members who recently rescued our ma rquee during the August high winds 

and members who assisted other members on a recent club trip.  Well, I need your help now.  Our Committee 

has diminished and at AGM we will need a Rear Commodore, an Honorary Secretary, a Social Secretary and a 

regular Committee Member and there may be more.  Committee members and others work tirelessly giving of 

their time and energy but it is a commitment.  If these positions are not filled then perhaps we as a Club need to 

look at the structure of the committee such as reducing the numbers on committee and the number of meetings 

one is expected to attend.  During the summer some of our meetings were not quorate but the agendas were 

still covered with a productive outcome.  It’s not an ideal situation but if anyone has any ideas how we can 

address the shortfall please speak to me. 

At the time of finishing this report we are taking off masts, sails and removing equipment in preparation for Lift 

Out so if I don’t see you then I will look forward to seeing as many of you as possible at our Annual Dinner and 

Prize Giving on November 23rd at the Masonic Hall.  Failing that please have a peaceful Christmas and can I 

take the opportunity to wish you fair winds in 2020. 

Colin Coe 

Commodore 

VICE COMMODORE’S REPORT 

Jeremy Harrison handed over to me lots of information and details to enable me to 

maintain tasks necessary to keep the facilities up to standard. 

Alan and Donny had completed a few projects earlier in the year.  They replaced 

the mast crane key heading which was in a poor state.  The wood facing was 

splitting away and some of the nails were sticking through.  A good job well done,  

thank you. 

The spare pontoon has been relocated next to Petans.  It was set on the end of the other two existing 

pontoons, which has given us another mooring. We needed a pile at the end to secure the job along with a 

centralising retainer with new deck covers and a bright shiny skid plate to finish the job off at the bottom of the 

bridge.  The pile has now been filed with concrete, but we never got round to painting it. 

Fergie the digger was desperate for new doors.  Perspex seemed the obvious answer.  It was a difficult, but 

interesting job, thanks to Paul Sheader only assisted by myself to complete the tricky little, but essential, job. 

The summer was of course quiet, with most members off on their boats and holidays, so not many people were 

available for work parties.  However we did manage to keep the facilities in good service. 

Imminent tasks are of course for the lift out.  Post lift out the following jobs need to be completed. 

The Slip trolley will be stripped down and be removed from site for blasting and painting.  This may take several 

weeks, so please get your boats bottoms cleaned prior to this. 

The three containers have leaking roofs; remedial works on them need to take place to ensure they are water 

proofed. 
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The concrete pontoons by the main bridge are under scrutiny .  To remain serviceable, they require a survey by 

a knowledgeable person, to then allow the committee to make a decision w hether and when to replace them. 

Their replacement will be a difficult task as they are the main structure of the entire pontoon arrangement.  

Jeremy Harrison has made this comment previously and I believe him to be the most knowledgeable on this  

subject.  I am not a structural engineer and I require the support of those with experience of pontoon structure 

and safety. 

In respect to the main pontoon piles: some of centralising retainer rubbing strakes have worn severely and 

need replacing, to me it appears the pontoons or the piles may have moved.  Once again, I would appreciate 

interested constructive comments as to how to rectify this condition. 

The Southwold pontoon needs some repair work, the pontoon itself needs some looking at as the central 

section has deteriorated and may require replacement.  Also the bridge gate and fencing is in need of either 

securing or replacing.  

So, it’s been a funny sort of year for sailing, we haven’t been far I know, and we have done more motoring than 

sailing which disappoints me, but hey-hoe, there’s always next year. 

I would like to thank all who have helped me out this year so far, but as you can see there is a lot more to get 

on with in the coming months and next year. 

Greg Tripp  

REAR COMMODORE’S REPORT  

The shakedown cruise to Southwold went well.  There was a good turnout for the 

Chinese takeaway in Southwold Sailing Club with Jed Stone’s Shadows in the 

Shade entertaining us with sea shanties and folk song. Next day only four dinghies 

went to the White Hart and they broke a long LCC tradition with no-one breaking 

down or having to be towed back. 

It was a shame that the trip to the Broads didn’t come off – Thank you to Michael Sparrow for all his planning 

work – sadly it was never used. 

The Deben trip was cancelled due to lack of interest, Helen & I went anyway and had good weather there and 

back. 

Chatham Cruise – Day 1 went to Shotley without much wind and had a nice meal in the Shipwreck.  Next day 

we went to Bradwell with very little wind but had a nice trip.  We spent three nights here eating in the clubhouse 

every night, as the food was excellent.  What a lovely place! 

Unfortunately Roanmar & Roslein had to head back from there and Oddjob went back to Walton leaving only 

three boats to head on.  We also had some sad news whilst there – Apache Warrior’s diesel tank was empty for 

the first time in years. Robin was distraught and couldn’t understand it.   We helped him round to the diesel 

pontoon trying to console him, Sue didn’t know whether to laugh or cry !  He had to use a cold chisel to undo the 

cap.  HOW MANY YEARS!?! 

Day 5 - Jala, Apache Warrior & Pequod set off to Chatham, again not much wind but a lovely trip.  Spent two 

days visiting the sights and were about to leave when yours truly tried to pull his finger off – but that’s another 

story – resulting in two more days at Chatham for hospital visits.  A big THANK YOU! to Jala & Apache Warrior 

for staying with us – Robin still hadn’t gotten over the empty diesel tank!  Eventually left for Burnham with again 

no wind until we got about 5NM from the Crouch when the wind picked up to 15 knots and we sailed all the way 

to Burnham.  Luckily Roanmar was there to meet us and help moor up.   After two good days there we set off for 

Levington and had a great sail into the Orwell.  We headed back to Lowestoft the next day with once again 

NOT MUCH WIND! 

Thank you to the RN&SYC for looking after us when we went down river in our di nghies – back to LCC tradition 

one dinghy was towed home – nice lunch and good fun with two very young prospective members!  

The Titchmarsh trip started on Friday at Shotley.  Bill on Oddjob had engine trouble and was towed in by Jala.  

Eric was very happy to have an engine to repair! 
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Saturday afternoon we set off for Titchmarsh with very little wind but had a nice t rip.  All together there were 12 

boats and a camper van from LCC.  On Sunday morning we all got together for Bowls & Boules – Great Fun!  

28 people sat down for a carvery lunch which everyone enjoyed.  Monday most of us went home, again very  

little wind, lovely cruise. 

Thank you to all the members who have supported me over the last two years and I hope the new Rear 

Commodore will get the same, if not more. 

Jim 

TREASURER’S REPORT 

The expenditure so far has been considerably less than previous years and 

particularly last year when several capital projects were progressing all at the 

same time.  I am constantly reminding the management committee to plan the 

timing of projects to avoid overloading volunteer helpers and to spread the 

expenditure over a longer period rather than concentrated into one year.   This 

makes for sensible financial planning when I can accurately determine the income 

we need to run our club and keep our fees to a minimum. 

As far as capital expenditure this year is concerned we have spent a further £285.
00

 on completing the 

gatehouse making the total value of this project £4655.
00

.  The existing waiting pontoon adjacent Petans 

boundary has been extended with the unused spare concrete pontoon and piled at a cost of £760.
00

 and a new 

CD player has been purchased for £90.
00

. 

Expenditure on maintenance has been low, but it appears the slip trolley is in need of sand blasting and a 

special protective coating which cannot be done on site.  To include the cost of transport this exercise is 

estimated to be in the region of £4500.
00

. 

By far the most lucrative income has come from visitors.  Peter Hytch, our Moorings Officer, manages to attract 

a lively trade and many of our visitors are now enticed back again year after year.  So far this has already 

earned us £5159.
00

 with no expenses which is the Club’s main source of income other than that from ourselves.  

We do of course receive income from Under Way adverts, thanks to Lynda Ramsden our Advertising Manager,  

but this is set against and currently provides 75% of the printing and circulation costs which is a considerable 

contribution. 

If you wish to make payments direct into the Club’s bank account, please use your surname as reference 

together with the payment code numbers indicated on the invoice – for example, if my invoice includes payment 

for IN02 Annual Subscription, IN03 Allocated Mooring, IN07 Harbour Users Premium, IN11 Crane Fee and 

IN16 Harbour Dues, I would identify this as Reeve0203071116. 

Membership numbers have fallen having lost 10 members this year with only three new membership 

applications.  This leaves the total membership number at 120 when this is normally aro und 130, but we remain 

solvent. 

With best wishes to you all for Christmas and the New Year. 

Peter 
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MOORING OFFICER’S REPORT 

Well hi everyone, I hope you had fair winds & good sailing this year. 

Getting down to work, first of all we now have the extension in place on the Petans 

and I know it will help a lot particularly at lift out as well as the rest of the year. 

In Underway Oct 2013 no. 116, the Moorings Officer (the lovely John Cooper, boat 

Yo-Yo) said, “Boats are getting bigger in the beam and we may have to move 

some boats about and it could be the making of World War III” 

Well, maybe six years ago but members now realise that what John said is coming home to roost. 

However I have to say a big thank you to the people who have moved (David Sherwood, David Bullen) and 

many more.  There will have to be other boats moved it’s just a matter of time.  We must not forget that we 

don’t own a number but any moves will be because we have to.  On the same subject if anyone can show me 

how to get two boats of 3.6 m into a space of 7.25 m which we have three on the south side please come and 

show me. 

At the last AGM I said that work to build and store pontoons to replace the concrete type was being looked at .  

What with other things, it has been put on a back burner. 

Now, it’s above my pay grade, but I think we have the money so I hope it can be looked at again an d make a 

start in 2020 C.Y.A. 

As you may know the slip will be out of commission for major repai rs after li ft out for some time.  I said it would 

cost about £2000.
00

 but prices have increased a lot and it will now be about £4500.
00

, but work on it away from 

the club will be guaranteed for 15 years I have been told. 

As far as visitors are concerned what with Brexit looming I had no idea how many of our repeat friends would 

visit us.  The numbers have been down a little but not too bad.  We did have eleven visitors one day and seven 

on another.  Phew!  It’s a good job Paul G. gave me 15 electronic pass cards plus lanyards for visitors.  At 

going to print we have no long-stay winter visitors yet which is disappointing, but let’s hope. 

Once again many thanks to the people who let me know when and for how long they will be away from the club.  

It is always the same people - so please TEXT me if you are away for more than a few days. 

Well all I can wish you now is a good Christmas & a Happy New Year.  All the best. 

Pete & Ave 
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SOCIAL SECRETARY’S REPORT  

I need to start by saying a big THANK YOU to everyone who has helped me 

through the year in many ways – decorating the marquee, preparing food and 

washing up and tidying after the events. 

The fitting out supper was a good eveni ng and I don’t think too many people 

noticed my lack of shoes – I had picked up two shoes which turned out not to 

match and were both for the same foot! 

Unfortunately due to bad weather the marquee erection was delayed to the Sunday so our Bring Your Own 

party was cancelled. 

The Cheese & Wine evening was a success with lots of tipsy people and dancing into the early hours.  The 

model plane flying competition was taken very seriously , but the model making was somewhat marred by the 

cheap modelling clay! 

Perhaps a Christmas Party in August wasn’t such a good idea as only 19 people were willing to listen to 

Christmas songs and eat mince pies in the summer, but we had fun! 

The Big Space Do was well attended with Obi Wan Kenobi, Princess Leia, a Storm Trooper and three 

Holograms making an appearance along with aliens and the night sky.  The roast pork and salads were 

excellent thanks to Robert the chef at the Masonic Hall. 

Well done to the quiz winners - I said they would get a mention in Underway in lieu of a prize if only I could 

remember all their names.  A special mention must go to Mark Wiltshire who named every dog in the “famous 

film and cartoon dog” round at the cheese & wine evening. 

The laying up supper was a great evening with lots of lovely food and everyone chatting and catching up on 

news. 

I am starting to plan for the Annual Dinner with the help of Jim, who has certainly come up with some good 

ideas over the year and look forward to seeing you all there in your glad rags! 

As you will probably know by now I have decided not to stand next year and want to say to anyone considering 

standing for the job that I’ve had lots of fun and enjoyed the last two years. 

Thanks again to everyone who has helped and supported me 

Helen 
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EAST ANGLIAN ART 

DISASTER MID VOYAGE? 

A seventy-year-old Christmas memory.  Under a white sheet on the floor at the end of this nine-year-old’s bed was 

a model sailing yacht.  A beautiful yacht. Crisp white sails, brass hooks holding the standing and running rigging, a 

working adjustable rudder and a shimmering varnished hull with lead keel weight.   The book, tangerine and model 

car were forgotten in the contemplation of this amazing Christmas gift. 

That following year, at every opportunity, I would lower my boat’s mast, tuck 

the boat under my arm and cycle the two and a half miles to Southchurch 

Park’s boating lake where I would rig and launch my pride and joy.  As she 

sailed across the lake responding to each change in the breeze I would walk 

round to the other side to catch her by the bowsprit so that the varnish 

wouldn’t get scuffed. 

Then towards the end of the school summer holidays disaster struck.  The 

park was due to close in ten minutes and I thought I could make one last 

crossing then bike home clutching my damp but beautiful yacht.  About half way across on a particularly fast 

reach the mast dipped forward and she came to an abrupt halt.  Her sails were still pulling but she was 

obviously trapped, possibly by weed.  What to do!  Mounting panic in this little boy. 

“You’ll ‘ave to leave it, son.  I’m lockin’ up now.”  I turned to face the park keeper with his jangly keys.  I didn’t 

say anything I was too choked up.  I assume he saw the anguish on my face for he walked off to return with a 

coil of rope with a nine-inch piece of wood tied to it.  His first heave missed the boat by a foot.  I began to worry  

about the safety of the mast and the gleaming varnish.  The second wet throw was way off.  “I really have to 

lock up.  One last try, eh?”  The wet rope snaked through the air, the attached wood fell in the water just 

beyond the boat and slowly, slowly my saviour drew the stranded craft towards the shore. 

“You’re really late” said my Mum, “and how have you got all that weed on your jumper?  Have you been 

crying?”  I said nothing.  I couldn’t explain the difference between tears of sadness and tears of joy. 
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Ed. 
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TRIBUTE TO BARBARA HOOD 

What a lovely, kind and generous lady Barbara was.  Susan and I first met  

Barbara and George in the late 70s at one of the social events when we were 

considering joining the Cruising Club.  At the time she was the Social Secretary  

and went out of her way to make us very welcome.  They had just sold their 

Westerly Centaur and had bought a bare hull to fit out in their garden in Higher 

Drive.  The plan was to do blue water sailing, but this was not to be and 

“Monique” was of course destined to remain a garden feature for the next 37 

years.  But more about that later. 

She was very much involved with the Cruising Club, not only being the Social Secretary in the early days, but 

George was the Treasurer for 18 years with Barbara working avidly in the background, on the helm and 

keeping him on the right course.  She was our longest serving member having joined in July 1971.  Whilst her 

actual sailing was curtailed by the land locked boat, she enthusiastically embraced the social scene and 

attended most of the functions. 

Barbara really loved sailing but unfortunately owing to their boat (christened “Aqualess” by one of the Club’s 

wags) being firmly anchored in the garden, she had only limited opportunity.  They did sail with friends Colin 

and Jean in Cojeia across the North Sea several times where she would inevitably be found up on deck 

enthusiastically helming, wrestling with errant cruising chutes or navigating whilst George would be down below 

redesigning the boat or re-inventing the wheel. 

One of our family’s favourite Barbara saying is “George, when their eyes glaze over, it’s time to stop talking”.  If 

talking was an Olympic sport he would be in the UK team.   

Her love of sailing extended to getting involved with her brother in law Edward’s trust fund and promoting 

Sailability.  Funds for two boats was donated, the Edward Hood and the Ivy Rose Hood.  She was so 

impressed that she then provided funds for a third boat which is now called the George and Barbara Hood.   

This was delivered during  the week of her funeral and of course unfortunately she wasn’t able to formally 

present it.  

Barbara also loved gardening and whilst she was denied the use of her own, she enthusiastically took over the 

garden in George’s three-bedroom semi-detached storage shed located next door.  There she had a 

greenhouse, a variety of vegetables and flowers and a summerhouse where she could while away the time with 

her friends.  

Barbara nursed George throughout his illness until he died in 2015.  Sometime afterwards I got a phone call, 

could I go round and see her?  She asked if I could arrange to remove the maritime back garden ornament and 

take it down to the Club where it could be completed and sold.  She presented me with several elephant sized 

drawings where George had indicated various dead eyes, pulling points, finite angles , etc. in which to remove 

“Monique” from her nearly four decade slumber.  Our Club team being typical yachtsmen who obviously seldom 

read the detailed instructions, dismissed these.  With enthusiasm got to work and slid the boat out into the drive 

where we craned it onto a low loader and transported it to the Club’s compound.  Much to the delight of 

neighbours Brian and Beverley who at last got sun into their conservatory.  Barbara didn’t want to see the 

removal so went out for the day with her girls and celebrated with a few glasses when she got the text that “The 

eagle had landed”. 

The boat was eventually sold and Barbara started her “garden fund” with the proceeds.  We held garden sales, 

got intimate with Gumtree and EBay where we were able to sell a vast variety of maritime and engineering 

paraphernalia which George had amassed over the years.  All this went into the “Garden Fund”. 

At last she reclaimed her own garden and set about redesigning it to her ideal attractive, labour saving haven of 

peace.  The concrete drive and paths all disappeared, as well as the grass and borders.  New walls built, water 

features appeared, AstroTurf and colourful resin drives laid.  Also a new splendid summer house was built  

complete with TV and mod cons where she could watch her favourite tennis and rugby matches.  Unfortunately  

she wasn’t destined to enjoy it for very long before she was taken ill. 

I asked several friends to describe Barbara in one or two words.  One of the first was “ extremely tolerant ” but 

this was very much said with tongue in cheek over George’s continued passion for buying wholesale all manner 

of things he didn’t have a use for.  She could also be feisty and I have it on good authority that if she got angry  

at work, everyone hid under their desks.  But most of the descriptions were: “f ull of laughter, loved li fe,  

compassionate, kind, optimistic, empathetic and generous”. 

Thank you Barbara for being in our lives and a friend, we will miss you. Paul Gray 
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NEW MEMBERS  

Hi we are Martha and Tom; we’re both very excited to be 

joining LCC this year.  We moved to Haddiscoe three years  

ago and agreed that we would make an effort to utilise the 

nearby waterways. 

Martha used to sail with her Dad in her teens at Hunts Sailing 

Club in Cambridgeshire.  This prompted us to join Beccles  

Amateur Sailing Club, where we currently race an Enterprise 

dinghy together.  We also decided to buy a small, unpowered 

bilge keel cruising sloop – a Dodnor Star Trekka named 

‘Ostara’, for exploring the broads. 

Our cruising expeditions on Ostara have been a string of 

calamities, mostly resulting from our gross inexperience !  

These include seriously leaky keel bolts (water up to our 

shins!), being suspended by mooring lines too short for the 

tide, ripped sails, the occasional tow out of reed beds from 

passing motor cruisers and a lot of paddling!  However this  

has been interspersed with moments of complete bliss, such 

as watching the sunset on Surlingham Broad with only  

waterfowl for company or racing across Braydon Water and 

Hickling Broad in Easter gales. 
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Tom is from the Norfolk coast so naturally, with our shared propensity for a bit of adventure, we began 

dreaming of taking to the seas!  Therefore we completed our RYA Day Skipper qualifications last November in 

a Sigma 38 on the Solent.  It became apparent that we were going to need a bigger boat ! We also saw the 

importance of learning from experienced sailors; our search leading to LCC.  We’d be most grateful for any help 

and advice you can offer us. Also we are keen to crew for others, so if you ever find yourself short please do 

get in contact. 

As we are writing this, we have just had an o ffer accepted on a Mirage 28 ‘Mystique’, so hopefully we will be on 

the water in the very near future!  Thank you for accepting us into your club and we greatly look forward to 

meeting you all soon. 

****************************************************************************** 

 

BOATS AT SEA 

 

A while back I asked for photographs of 

members’ boats at sea.  I had an immediate 

response from Judy and Jonathan Towns. 

Many thanks. 

The picture is of April Girl on her way back 

from Great Yarmouth taken by Jeff Glass. 

More please.  Usual address. 

Ed. 
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EARLY RECOLLECTIONS OF LOWESTOFT CRUISING CLUB 

The use of the slipway for any work on the hull seems so easy and convenient nowadays.  A job 47 years ago 

was not quite so easy or convenient.  I refer to the fitting of an echo sounder transducer to Vic Churchill’s new 

Westerly Pageant.  This was one of the first jobs undertaken after the boat’s delivery.  At that time the only way 

to access the boat’s hull below the waterline was to take the ground. 

Tides were checked and as usual none were one hundred percent suitable.  Taking everything into 

consideration, work, etc. we found ourselves floating the boat over to the area of the scrubbing posts at about 

8.30 pm.  Vic nudged the boat gently to the hard until the keels touched.  Then it was a waiting game for the 

tide to drop sufficiently to hop over the side and start the work.  At this time there was still 12 to 18 inches of 

water therefore paddling and waterproof clothing was required.  This was not the most comfortable as the work  

took place in between the keels, so bending down resulted in wet bottoms. 

The usual measuring, marking and careful drilling commenced at this time by torchlight, continuing in wet and 

muddy conditions inside and outside of ‘Snowbird’ unti l completion at around 2.30 am, when we cleaned 

ourselves up as best we could and climbed back aboard the boat.  Feeling quite cold and tired, though happy 

that the job was complete, we made a hot drink and slipped into our sleeping bags.  I remember it taking a long 

time to get warm and go to sleep, but it was a job well done in difficult circumstances and the only way to  

achieve this job at that time. 

Once floating once more we returned to the pontoon (another story!) and secured Snowbird onto her berth. 

I am pleased to say that this job has never had to be repeated under the same 

circumstances, since 47 years on our mobility and flexibil ity has been in steady decline. 

In view of the above I consider how lucky we are to have the superb facilities that are 

now available to all of us, which reflects the hard work and dedication by the Officers and 

Members of the Club, past and present, for our benefit. 

Roger Shaw  

 

 

HERITAGE 
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WHAT NO WATER! WHEELS NOT KEELS?  

Maggi bought me a land yachting experience session for my birthday last September.  I was not going “sailing” 

in the winter (being a southern Cornishman!), so in May we took our motorhome down to Kent and East Sussex 

and visited several old houses and gardens.  The land yachting was in a field alongside Lydd Airport on 

Dungeness (fishyslandyachts.co.uk).  Aviators could arrive by plane (Dick on Panache to note!).  Sailing used 

to be on a beach at Dungeness but problems with the public getting in the way, beach erosion and sand in your 

face resulted in the move to the large grass field. 

 

 

 

Andy our coach set out a triangular course with an up wind leg, a gybe mark to a short downwind leg and then 

a fast close reach to the tacking mark.  My trip was postponed by two days through lack of wind, but on the 

Sunday we had a good breeze that was not too strong, such that the small 3 m
2
 sail would have been required.   

Andy gave us a good briefing.  Some of us had sailing experience (not always useful according to Andy!), while 

others were new to sailing.  We were issued with safety helmets and told that to stop just let go of the main 

sheet - there were no brakes! 

I set off gently and managed to get into “irons” first time at the tacking mark.  I was ignominiously lifted into the 

wind!  I soon realised you had to attack the tack with gusto and bear away a bit to get up speed before 

tightening the main sheet to sail close hauled to the gybe mark.  I was a bit apprehensive having to gybe but  

the widely spaced rear wheels gives you stability.  Going onto the close reach was the most exhilarating leg 

getting up to what seemed a fast pace when you are sitting just inches off the ground.   I managed once in a 

gust to get the windward rear wheel well off the ground, but a quick release of the main sheet averted a 

capsize. 

I have to admit my competitive spirit, honed racing Fowey River clinker dinghies in Cornwall and wayfarers and 

squibs at Burnham on Crouch came to the fore.  I was soon doing my best to get ahead of everyone.  Andy told 

us to overtake on the outside, we were going around clockwise.  The problem with that is you are taking a 

longer course.  I found myself moving to the inside once I was clear ahead! 

After an hour and a half of our two hour session my hand grip was giving up holding the main sheet (no cleat), 

my legs were aching bracing myself and steering and my bottom and back were feeling the hard seat and the 

occasional bumps in the field.  So reluctantly I came to the “shore” and carefully parked the yacht in front of my 

admiring wife.  I have to say it was great fun and I would enthusiastically recommend t rying land yachting to 

broaden your sailing experiences. 

 David Bennett (Tambora) 
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REPORT ON THE CLUB QUIZ  

With the marquee full of laughter and a good atmosphere the quiz was once again a great success thank s to all 

who turned up, you are all winners in my book that’s what makes it a success .  It was very close finish with only  

three points separating the teams, but somebody has to win and with a first prize of your name in capital letters  

you can hold your head up high well above your shoulders. 

The winners - Septet. 

SHEILA BIRD 

LYNDA MORGAN 

MONICA GLASS 

TONY MEACOCK 

DAVID BIRD 

ANDY MORGAN 

JEFF GLASS 

 

Runners up (the winners Mk 2) 

Peter George 

Alex Lancashire 

Val Buck 

Bish Cooper 

John Cooper 

Moo Carter 

Phil Carter 
 

And last but not least (The grey matter) 

Paul Grey 

Susan Grey 

Sarah Plummer 

Chris Coe 

April Hytch 

Patrick and Sally (Prospective members) 

 

David Sherwood. 

IT MAKES YOU SMILE  

I have a mate who, at the drop of a hat, will come out with an appropriate (or sometimes inappropriate) joke that 

fits in with the subject of the conversation.  I have asked him in the past whether he mugs up on the “Les 

Dawson Book of Funnies” every night.  He assures me that it’s not the case; it’s just that he’s good at  

remembering these things. 

I, on the other hand, remember one single joke - and that’s on a good day.  I will add it at the end.  What I’m 

after for the Spring Edition of Under Way is any nautical/maritime/seaside/boatbound/cruising joke/pun/story.  

I’m sure if two or three of you are gathered together at li ft-in/li ft-out/workparty/around the BBQ the humour 

would flow. 

Usual address please. 

My only effort has nothing to do with anything.  However… 

Two four-year-old girls talk ing in the school playground and one says to the other, “I found a 

condom on the veranda last night.”  The other says, “What’s a veranda?” 

Ed. 
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ME AND MY BOATS 

My first dinghy was lug-sail rigged, dredged up from the bed of the River Yare by Reedcraft of 

Reedham.  In 1970 I hooked it on the car and towed it to Lake Windermere and, whilst camping 

there, learnt some basic sailing by trial and error. 

Then a dilapidated Enterprise and a Lark before moving to my first yacht, a Hunter 490.  She was 

heaven.  Drop keel with a cabin and tiny gas burner.  Then came a Ridgeway marine Prelude 

built by the firm when it was based in Kessingland. 

Until then, apart from occasionally sailing the enterprise on the sea from Kessingland S.S.  Club, 

my sailing had been on the Broads. 

On 1st October 1988 I joined the L.C.C. and was lucky enough to be allocated a mooring on the 

north side near the bridge.  The Prelude part-exchanged for fin-keeled Leisure 23. 

I spent more time removing and re-fitting the problematic diesel engine than I did sailing and one 

year was presented with The Roving Seas trophy - always wondered about that!  Then Hustler 

30’ and my first trip to Belgium. 

Finally I was lucky enough to buy YOYO, a Grampian 34 from my late hero Martin Weeks and his 

wife. 

I’ve sailed her to Holland and Belgium but always with a crew. 

However for some years now I have mostly sailed single handed to and around the Suffolk and 

Essex rivers. 

John Cooper  

 

Editor’s Note: I have separated the account of John’s boat ownership from the dramatic account 

that follows.  It seemed appropriate that his experiences off Orfordness should be a piece of 
stand-alone reading.  You will see that the courage in the face of being in dire straits and no end 
of good fortune eventually should be a salutary lesson to us all. 

 

PAN-PAN (June, 2019) 

I had planned to have a fortnight’s sailing early June but the fitting of a new 

chartplotter took a bit longer than expected and YOYO wasn’t ready until Monday 

17th June.  Boat prepared for sea and an early night on board. 

I left harbour in company with Delphyn by the 0500 bridge.  Very little wind and a flat  

sea. 

My destination was Harwich and the forecast W / NW winds later in the week would be ideal to sail further down 

the coast. 

About 0800 I settled down in the cockpit to finish reading John Steinbeck’s ‘Of Mice and Men.’ 

Blissful.  Engine purring, warm, no visible crab pots and the occasional glance to see me steadily disappearing 

SE towards Ramsgate. 

At 0900 I realised the pages were a little blurred and I thought I might be a little tired having been up since 0400 

but within seconds the boat appeared to be tilting to port.  I knew that couldn’t be the case and attempted to 

stand up to check.  But I had lost my sense of balance and immediately felt nauseous.   I was just south of the 

Orford light on a heading for the top of the Sledway.  It was only a few minutes past nine.  I couldn’t stand 

without pulling myself up by the mainsheet (no wind so the main was ready for use but not up) but I could 

clearly see the coast and lighthouse.  My vision wasn’t blurred then. 
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I was wearing my life jacket / harness and because I was losing control, attached the tether to an anchor point.  

I’m not sure of the timings after that but within a few minutes of becoming ill I realise I was quickly becoming 

incapacitated so unhooked and after swallowing an Aspirin, sat at the nav. table to make a Pan-Pan. 

We’ve all read about it and about other people making such calls and thinking how we would be so clear and 

professional.  Smug perhaps? 

Luckily the radio was already tuned to 16 because I found it difficult just to get hold of the mike and talk.  After 

making the call the coastguard asked for my position.  As I was in the process of giving the lat & long the radios  

and both plotters died.  That didn’t help. 

I knew exactly where my hand held was but it was difficult walking the couple of feet to get it and then negotiate 

the companionway steps.  My vertigo (Ipswich hospital’s assumption of the problem) and vomiting were a real 

problem now.  I could hear the coastguard calling m e but clearly with such a stubby little aerial they couldn’t  

hear me. 

My new chart plotter has AIS and from about 0800 I had noticed from the screen several yachts making 8+ 

knots and steadily overhauling YOYO making about 7. 

One of the yachts took over as a Pan-Pan relay and tried talking to me. 

Before they arrived alongside, one yacht advised me I was heading for one of the banks.  By then I wasn’t sure 

of my exact position and quite honestly wouldn’t have cared if I’d been heading for a brick wall but as ked them 

which way I should turn.  They advised “to port” and I was able to prod the -10 twice.  At this stage I couldn’t  

raise my head and just sat in the cockpit vomiting.  A Dutch boat came alongside, made fast to YOYO and two 

of their four crew came aboard.  I remember them turning off my engine.  

You’ve all read about the welcome site of the bow wave from an approaching lifeboat?  

Although I felt really ill by now when one of the Dutch crew told me it was close by I did manage to look.  

Aldeburgh lifeboat came alongside and several crewmembers came on-board.  

They were polite, reassuringly quiet and methodical.   Expected questions: had 

I been drinking?  “No.” Medication?  Had I been sailing for long?  Seasick?  

etc.  Their ticklist is no doubt a good aid for them. 

I could understand all the questions and believe I gave succinct replies.   Then 

I was told that the coast guard helicopter had been called because in their 

opinion I needed hospital treatment. I hate heights and flying. 

I was moved to the lifeboat which moved away from YOYO and the gathering Dutch yachts.  Then a briefing 

about the lift. 

I believe it was a paramedic who was winched onto the lifeboat and after checking me, agreed I needed to be 

flown off. 

The li feboat accelerated to maximum speed which, with the wind and spray was exhilarating.  My automatic life 

jacket was removed because the helicopter pilot did not want it in the cabin and the sling / harness attached.  

The winch up and into the helicopter wasn’t at all disconcerting, perhaps 

because I just didn’t care.  What I can clearly remember was the awful feeling 

of loss and of being impotent as I watched YOYO disappear below and then 

behind.  To be honest I enjoyed the view of the rivers from the helicopter.  

As we descended to the hospital the co pilot was giving constant observation 

reports such as aerials on chimneys and likely loose objects and grass which 

could be disturbed by the rotor wash. 

Several hospital staff were waiting together with a buggy rather like a golf cart but fitted with a bed. 

There followed some intravenous fluids, mostly to stop and prevent sickness and then ECG and blood tests. 

The doctor also spent some time carrying out walking and standing tests both with my eyes open and closed. 

They could not find the cause of the problem and were satisfied it wasn’t a stroke.  A nurse suggested vertigo 

and the doc agreed that could be the answer.  Apparently that can strike very quickly without warning.  After a 

few hours in hospital my wife took me home. 

The Dutch crew kindly motored YOYO to Halfpenny Pier and then continued their holiday to Ipswich Haven 

Marina.  Later in the week I managed to contact them to give my sincere thanks.   They clearly enjoyed the 

whole exciting event.  The Halfpenny Pier harbour master and the coxswain of the Aldeburgh lifeboat ‘phoned 
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later in the week to ask how I was.  At the time I thanked all concerned but now I shall be making another round 

of thanks.  

LCC MEMBER ALAN GAY 

Alan joined Lowestoft Cruising Club in September 2005.  He and his wife 

Margaret had retired from Cheshire to live in Gorleston after a career in 

Engineering. 

Boats and yachting were a big passion of Alan’s.  He built a GP14 sailing 

dinghy at night school.  Alan was a founder member of Errwood Sailing 

Club in the Goyt Valley, Derbyshire where he spent many years as a 

member carrying out various roles including Club Secretary and 

Commodore.  In later years Alan bought a yacht which he moored at Wray 

Castle and he also sailed off the west coast of Scotland.  After the move to 

Gorleston the yacht was moved to Pegasus Yachts on Oulton Broad before 

coming to the Cruising Club. 

Alan was also a keen golfer and took the opportunity to play whenever he 

could.  He was a member of Mirrlees, Hazel Grove and Gorleston Golf 

Clubs. 

Alan had a love for cars, in particular classic cars, especially Jaguars and at various times owned a Mk1, Mk2, 

Mk7, XJ6, V12 and S type.  On moving to Gorleston the icing on the cake was finding a classic car garage just 

around the corner from the Cruising Club where he spent many a happy hour. 

Alan also had a passion for singing and was a choir boy and he continued to sing for most of his life.  He was a 

member of two Male Voice Choirs, a Barber Shop Choir and Manchester Cathedral Choir.  When he moved to 

Gorleston he joined the Lantern Singers and The Lowestoft Choral Society.  

He was an accomplished pianist and organist and played the organ for the Masonic Lodges where he was a 

member.  Alan, I discovered was a very talented man who enjoyed making plastic and balsa wood models and 

later model railways.  He had a passion for cycling and bicycles and owned bikes such as the Claude Butler,  

Carlton, L H Brookes, Holdsworth and Hetching. 

My friendship and deep respect for Alan began when I was Vice Commodore.  Alan could often be found doing 

the gardens outside the Clubroom.  When Chris and I were at LCC I’d often find the two of them chatting as he 

tended the gardens.  He loved his wife Margaret and was her carer in later life, his three children, grandchildren 

and great grandchildren.  His tales of his life were never boring and each time we talked I would discover more 

about this talented man.  Alan and I shared some of the same hobbies namely golf, gardening, Freemasonry, 

cycling, music and sailing to name a few.  During the course of one of our conversations I discovered we 

shared the same birthday, Alan being 23 years my senior.  

Last year Alan was diagnosed with a lung condition which prevented him from using his boat. We would talk on 

the telephone often but on the afternoon of our Annual Dinner last year Alan asked me to go and see him as he 

had a raffle prize he wished to donate. He dearly wanted to attend the function just to see the awards 

presented but could not leave Margaret. 

I was saddened to see just how frail he had become.  Chris and I visited again during the spring and the walls 

of the lounge were full of watercolours that he had painted.  Was there nothing this man couldn’t turn his hand 

to?  Alan asked me for help to sell Misty as he could no longer look after her and he thought the time was right  

to put his house in order.  I am happy to say that Misty was bought by a Club member and is still on the 

moorings at LCC. 

Alan Gay died on June 3rd peacefully at home.  I was privileged to get to know him as one of li fe’s true 

gentlemen who will be sadly missed. 

Colin Coe  
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FRUSTRATED CREW ASHORE  

Midsummer madness - that's what you get when your chance to sail or cruise is thwarted by a combination of 

money, time and distance. 

I've been a member of LCC for years, fondly paying my subs and joining working parties when I was local then 

getting work away for six months, which lasted two years.  Since then my time in Lowestoft has been limited.   

The usual catalogue of higher priorities - growing children and latterly a girlfriend who loves horseboarding. 

So, it's gone midsummer and I'm still not back at LCC.  I managed a brief visit to a boat jumble but otherwise 

haven't been around for so long I'll be surprised if anyone remembers me, I do feel infamous though… as the 

clueless crewman on a broads adventure.  Going up to Beccles on one yacht and snagging a trip back on Red 

Rose, demonstrating on both just how little I remembered from the RYA Competent Crew I'd achieved decades 

earlier.  No-one died, nothing got bent but I'm forever grateful to both skippers who didn't make me walk the 

plank. 

And then there's my yacht.  Mystery has been intermittently worked on at IBTC for nearly a decade waiting for a 

combination of cash, time and energy to get her completed.  She's a wonderful meteor broads cruiser, built in 

Acle, but hasn't seen water for decades.  Colin at IBTC suggests there are several more thousand pounds 

worth of work to do beyond the keel, ribs, planks, deck and cabin which have already been done.  A 1950's  

yacht with a proud history but uncertain future. 

My ex wife called Mystery expensive firewood - its even more expensive to try and prove her wrong.  So my 

boat’s ashore and so am I.  Both of us getting old, tired and sad, but we're still here, stubborn and occasionally 

optimistic.  I'll see Mystery float one day. Maybe next summer.  

Tony Tibbenham 

 

TIPS FROM BISCAY 

Here’s another little tip I have picked up from others during our time in France. 

Some may of course already be doing this, but as ones who have lost or nearly lost a fender or two due to 

constant rubbing on a pontoon. 

A simple solution is to tie a half hitch to the end of the lanyard, so if your clove hitch does work loose, the knot 

should stop it pulling through. 

 

 

 

Dick Jordan 
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FROM THE POSTBAG 

I had this lovely email from Roger Shaw in early August in response to a request in Under Way.  It was 

originally Dick  Houghton’s idea to include readers ’ favourite pieces of poetry or prose with a maritime theme.   

This is the third offering so thank you and I look forward to members’ recollections of past English lessons 

when things were learned by heart or from personal reading when you’ve discovered a unique piece of writing 

that resonates with all your feelings about the sea and boats. 

I have a female relative of mature years who at the drop of a hat will decry Portia’s speech from The Merchant 

of Venice.  She sometimes forgets where she’s left her glasses, but after sixty-odd years she is word perfect 

when it comes to Shakespeare Ed. 

 

As my copy of Under Way was placed in the cockpit of my boat I have only managed to read it very recently.  

I note you are requesting poetry for publication so I am submitting two of my favourite poems from many 

years ago - these were pieces I had to learn for my elocution lessons… not that they did me a lot of good!  

R.S. 

‘SAM’ by WALTER DE LA MARE 
 

When Sam goes back in memory, 

  It is to where the sea 

Breaks on the shingle, emerald-green, 

  In white foam, endlessly; 

He says - with small brown eye on mine - 

  "I used to keep awake, 

And lean from my window in the moon, 

  Watching those billows break. 

And half a million tiny hands, 

  And eyes, like sparks of frost, 

Would dance and come tumbling into the moon 

  On every breaker tossed. 

And all across from star to star, 

  I've seen the watery sea, 

With not a single ship in sight, 

  Just ocean there, and me; 

And heard my father snore. And once, 

  As sure as I'm alive, 

Out of those wallowing, moon-flecked waves 

 I saw a mermaid dive; 

Head and shoulders above the wave, 

  Plain as I now see you,  

Combing her hair, now back, now front, 

  two eyes peeping through;  

Calling me, 'Sam!' - quietlike - 'Sam!’... 

  But me ... I never went,  

Making believe I kind of  

  'Twas someone else she meant... 

Wonderful lovely there she sat, 

  Singing the night away, 

All in the solitudinous sea  

  Of that there lonely bay." 

 

"P'raps," and he'd smooth his hairless mouth 

  "P'raps, if 'twere now, my son,  

P'raps, if I heard a voice say, 'Sam!' 

  Morning would find me gone."  

  



 

 30  

ROGER’S SECOND POEM 

‘THE SHELL’ by James Stephens 

And then I pressed the shell  

Close to my ear  

And listened well,  

And straightway like a bell  

 

Came low and clear     
The slow, sad murmur of the distant seas,                           
Whipped by an icy breeze   
Upon a shore   
Wind - swept and desolate.   
It was a sunless strand that never bore     
The footprint of a man,   
Nor felt the weight   
Since time began   
Of any human quality or stir   
Save what the dreary winds and waves incur.     
And in the hush of waters was the sound   
Of pebbles rolling round,   
For ever rolling with a hollow sound.   
And bubbling sea - weeds as the waters go   
Swish to and fro   
Their long, cold tentacles of slimy grey.   
There was no day,   
Nor ever came a night   
Setting the stars alight   
To wonder at the moon:     
Was twilight only and the frightened croon,   
Smitten to whimpers, of the dreary wind   

And waves that journeyed blind -                                       
And then I loosed my ear ... O, it was sweet                       
To hear a cart go jolting down the street.     

  

  

  

  

  * Competitive brokerage rates and storage packages    

* Experienced staff specialising in marine brokerage, both power  

and sail.   

* Modern, professional sales office situated at    

* Tidemill Yacht Harbour, Woodbridge.   

* Extensive advertising on leading brokerage websites   

* Discounted brokerage rate for Cruising Club Members    

Howard Ford Marine Sales will be pleased to discuss your requirements.  We cover the whole of the East  

Coast specialising in the Lowestoft to Woodbridge areas and offer a percentage reduction on our published  

rates for Lowestoft Cruising Club Members.   
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A seal’s lazy time on the Orwell (observed by Tambora’s crew) 

 

  

Just heading up the  

mast. Quite unaware of  

the seal in my dinghy!   

It ’ s great these sailors letting  

me sleep out of the water.   

I ’ m hungry, time to go bass fish- 

ing. Opps! Nearly capsized.   

Help! My dinghy is sinking. The  

Seagull outboard stayed dry.   
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YOU’D BETTER BELIEVE IT! 

We were on a buoy in the bay at Tobermory.  Next to us was a modern French made yacht flying a red duster 

and an unusual pennant.  We were discussing this when a scene developed.  An altercation, a domestic, call it 

what you like, it was hotting up. 

A rather rotund woman, a bit like Mrs. Buckett, was pontificating over the merits of her partner.  He was larger 

than THE ‘Mr. Buckett’, probably 60 plus, difficult to tell from our position, as was the gist of the conversation.   

He certainly had offended and was apparently useless generally  and of questionable parentage. 

Mr Buckett took to his inflatable dinghy.  It was rather old, with slatted floor and a battered Seagull for power.  

Unusual, since it was tender to a much smarter yacht.  He started the engine and the dinghy bumped the sugar 

scoop, but he could not reach the painter tied to the pushpit .  He begged his partner to do the honours.  Now in 

a rage because the skipper had failed to stay and endure the assault, she untied the painter and hurled it 

venomously at him. 

Unfortunately the painter was longer than the dinghy - and the end - dropped into the water - by the outboard - 

and slowly but surely sank.  Now these Seagulls are tenacious little engines, as you may know and fairly  

quickly the propeller came into contact with the painter and wound it in.  

Tenacious is an understatement, this outboard was absolutely determined and continued to wind, folding the 

dinghy bow to stern.  Our friend the skipper of this vessel resolutely resisted but to no avail.  The bow and stern 

were now one with the dinghy closed liked an oyster round him, outboard still running, tensioning the painter to 

about E flat.  

There was a bang like an explosion.  The faithful Seagull had broken the painter and the inflatable returned to 

its original shape with such force that it threw the skipper high into the air.  Unfortunately, with the Seagull still 

running and the dinghy being lightened of its load it shot off in the general direction of Ardnamurchan 

lighthouse.  The skipper was by this time on his way down but not fast enough to catch the dinghy and so, 

landed in the water.  Now you probably all know that powered dinghies without occupants always set their own 

course of a perfect circle.  Why this is I do not know, but on this occasion it was in the affirmative. 

It took our Mr. Buckett, the ex-skipper of this craft, a few seconds to realise he was on the circumference of said 

circle with the dinghy fast approaching.  He swam in panic towards the sugar scoop. – “Quick the boarding 

ladder” he bawled.  Now Mrs. Buckett seemed to contemplate as to whether death was appropriate for her 

partner’s misdemeanours but chose the compassionate path.  Down went the ladder.  Up went Mr. Buckett. 

MEMBER’S BOATS UNDER SAIL 

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

Thanks to Colin and Chris Coe for sending in this photograph of their boat  ‘ Notre Reve ’  taken off Shotley by Bill Clark.   
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Now in this case the dinghy did not exactly subscribe a perfect circle.  Not exactly.  Oh, no.  Out by a few feet.  

The dinghy crashed into the sugar scoop of the yacht exploding, deflating and sinking, taking the unst oppable 

Seagull down with it.  Meanwhile, Mr. Buckett, our skipper, launched himself into the cockpit, throwing Mrs. 

Buckett to the floor in the process.  There was A LONG ALMOST DEAFENING SILENCE.  The only thing we 

could see was Mrs Buckett’s legs in the air, then a gentle moan.  Were they injured?  Or was Mrs. Buckett 

speechless?  Or did Mr. Buckett assert himself for the first time in probably 30 years?  We will never know the 

answer, but the legs did stay in the air for some time. 

The pennant?  Looked like it had two balls on it.  We consulted the almanac.  It seems that some clubs deface 

the Vice Commodore’s flag with two balls and the Rear Commodore’s with one.  Our Mr . Bucket was a club 

officer, but not Commodore.  Their flag has no balls at all. 

Mike Kippin  

Norfolkngood@gmail.com  

 
  

NOT A CAPTION COMPETITION 

 

This lovely photograph was taken at Tichmarsh by David Benett 
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CHRIS & LORRAINE’S BLOG 

I had an email from Chris and Lorraine Marchant telling me that if I wanted copy for Under Way I  was very welcome 

to raid their blog and also to let members know how to access accounts of their adventures afloat. 

The report below is dated 2
nd

 September, 2019. Please go to www.sailblogs.com/member/jobiska for more. 

Ed. 

 

Since entering the baixa (lower) rias at Corcubion in Finisterra the surrounding landscape is getting lower and 

gentler as we go.  Ria Arousa is rugged in a different way with pale granite rock piles, islets and outcrops 

punctuating the waters in irregular fashion. 

The ria is vast, long and wide, deep in parts but with lots of shallows.  It is well buoyed; some of the buoys 

standing like small sail-less windmills on chunks of rock.  Fishing boats do well amongst the rocky areas so one 
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has to keep a very careful eye out for the many fishing floats which are low and often mud coloured, easy to 

miss. 

Illa Arousa lies centrally along the eastern side providing two big sheltering bays but this enormous ria is full of 

marinas and anchorages, many beaches for day anchoring and more sheltered spots for overnighters. 

We wanted to visit the top of the ria, but as we started sailing north, thick fog descended and we were on AIS, 

radar and Navionics again for our guidance, as in common parlance, this was a bit of a pea-souper.  We 

escaped into the yacht club marina at Puerto Villagarcia which is not the loveliest part of the ria with its 

commercial port straddling the harbour in front of the town, but it was safer than sailing around in thick fog.  We 

don't enjoy that.  The fog wisped away and we did enjoy an excellent meal at the yacht club restaurant and the 

evening turned golden. 

Getting out of the ria took over 2 hours sailing as it was 14 miles from Villagarcia t o the SE corner where we 

sailed 

SE through the wider passes along the coast among the islets and outcrops around Penninsula del Grove, past 

Illa Ons to the SW and on to Punta Cabicastro at the start of Ria de Pontevedra.   Here we turned WNW into the 

ria and had a wonderful sail up to Combarro near the top. 

Dolphins were racing us, chasing us and pacing us in their usual enthusiastic fashion, always a joy to have 

those guys for company.  First we anchored off Illa Tambo with its small lighthouse at Punta Tenlo Chico and 

it's attractive beach just around the corner on the north side.  Not allowed to land here as it belongs to the 

Navy.  Not sure what they do there, but it is said to be rarely visited and remains untouched.  It was obviously 

tempting because some did land, a navy boat appeared just before two girls were ferried off, but others landed 

later.  We left early evening because the wind forecast was for a change from SW to NE so we motored over to 

Combarro and found an anchorage for the night. 

 

Chris & Lorraine Marchant 
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HOW TO MAKE A GROWN MAN SCREAM 

At Combarro, we anchored outside the harbour just off its end wall which gave good protection as the wind was 

increasing.  We were off a small beach and the hook bit deeply into sand making us very secure and with a 

short dinghy ride to get ashore to visit the town next morning.  An hour or so later a French yacht arrived, quite 

a smart Dufour 44, it also anchored securely but further out than us.   The wind was getting quite lively so we 

decided to stay on-board. 

Sometime later Chris called, “Oh no, some plonker has anchored directly in front of us and I think his anchor is 

dragging.”  By this time the sun was not high so he must have missed the sand and anchored on thick weed 

which wouldn’t hold.  In the few minutes it took for me to get to the cockpit the wind had pushed them back and 

their stern was about 6 feet from our bow, the skipper was completely unaware of what was happening as he 

fussed about something on deck.  Chris gave his fiercest piercing whistle, loud at the best of times, and the 

large French skipper shouted to his small madame to motor fast away from us, which she did, he waved in 

apology. She motored straight over their anchor as he was winding it in.  They also had an anchor ball to mark  

where the anchor was and that disappeared.  We thought its rope might have tangled in their propeller, in which 

case it would be out of control and come down on us, but mercifully that hadn’t happened. 

However, as they wound in the chain the rope of the anchor ball became entwined in it and when the anchor 

appeared dangling over the bow, it had a mountainous bouquet of weed attached.  Large skipper now took the 

wheel and small madame was sent to sort out the mess at the bow whilst they motored round and round 

between us and the other French boat, whose skipper was now out watching all this too.  Unfortunately small 

madame was just too small to reach down to disrobe the anchor of its bouquet, although she managed to grab 

some and throw it off, nor could she untangle the anchor buoy rope from the chain.   So at this stage, leaving 

the cockpit with the engine still in gear, large skipper joins small madame on the foredeck whilst heading 

straight for the port side of the other French boat, but not seeming to notice it. 

 

That was when the screaming started. 

 

We don’t know what the skipper of the Dufour yacht was screaming, it was in French, but think it was probably 

“reverse, reverse, reverse, reverse, reverse.” They were just a couple of feet apart when large skipper 

floundered back to his cockpit and slammed his engine hard into reverse whilst shouting at his small madame!  

They motored off behind us into shallower water shedding a little of the bouquet as they went , then turned back 

and started coming toward us.  Was he coming for another go we wondered?  We stood on the aft deck staring 

hard, they decided to anchor there in the shallower water and thankfully their hook held.  

Our secure anchorage had been turned into mayhem and it was very stressful for all concerned, in particular for 

poor small madame I think and it’s probably as close to a ramming as the French skipper of the Dufour yacht 

would ever wish to be.  We did wonder if large skipper had been drinking, one thing is for sure that i f he had 

been driving a car like that he would be well and truly banned. 

Lorraine Marchant, 

Ria de Pontevedra, Galicia, Spain. 

S/Y Jobiska,  

02 September 2019 
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WORDS AND PHRASES  

 

I had been fitting a new water filter.  The front edge of the locker had been pushing into my midriff as I hung 

over trying to screw the self tapper into the pilot hole at right angles. After a grazed knuckle and one or two 

expletives I got myself into an upright position and  decided  to stretch my limbs by walking along the pontoons.  

“Hi Colin.  If only the time spent on maintenance was matched by the time sailing the boat.”  My fellow member 

had a row of spanners laid out in the cockpit and his face showed signs of grease, sweat and raised blood 

pressure the result of spending time headfirst in the engine compartment .  “Used the boat much this season?” 

I thought of the blocked water filter, the annoying deck leak, the marine toilet that had given up the ghost.   I 

thought too of the prevarications that get in the way of time spent on the boat  – minor family crises, unexpected 

visitors, routine but inconvenient appointments, the crew going AWOL. 

“Sweet Fanny Adams,” I replied and wandered back to the boat and put the kettle on.  Sitting in the cockpit in 

the weak sunshine with my mug of tea I tried to remember the last time I had used the phrase, “Sweet Fanny 

Adams”.  I knew that it meant ’nothing’ or less than nothing’ I had a vague recollection that the initials of ‘Fanny 

Adams’ - F.A. stood for F**k All (My tuition in language that I didn’t learn at my mother’s knee was completed 

when I worked for two months in Lowestoft Docks).  But why should it be “Sweet F.A.?  What was sweet about  

it?  I would have said, ‘crude’ or ‘coarse’.  Who was Fanny Adams? 

Apparently the phrase is a euphemism (a good or favourable interpretation of 

a bad word) and Fanny Adams was an eight year old murdered in 1867 by 

Frederick Baker, a Solicitor’s Clerk.  The case was the source of enormous 

public concern and newspaper reports concentrated of the youth and 

innocence of the victim. Everyone in England at the time would have known 

the name of sweet Fanny Adams. 

It until much later that “Sweet Fanny Adams” came to mean nothing.  It was 

an Australian soldier, Walter Downing who fought in the First World War that 

wrote a collection of soldiers slang in 1919.  It was the first record of the link  

between F.A (F**k All) and Fanny Adams. 

Ed. 

 

EAST ANGLIAN MARINE ARTISTS 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 Kenneth Denton John Shave 
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COFFEE BREAK 

If you happen to be half way between Lowestoft and Felixstowe - not travelling at 5kn off 

Orfordness but at 40mph on the A12.  About a mile before the Darsham Railway 

Crossing on the left is the Two Magpies Café and Bakery. 

Can’t recommend it highly enough.  The coffee’s fine but it’s the bread, cakes and 

pastries, all made on the premises, all mouth-wateringly wonderful and served by polite,  

friendly, sociable staff. 

Share a cheese straw with a companion… mmm. 

Ed. 

BOOK REVIEW  

TIDE. (The science and lore of the greatest force on earth) 

By Hugh Aldersey-Williams.  (Penguin 2017) 

 

For a recent birthday I was given a book which I assumed was yet another mildly diverting volume about the 

sea to go on the bedside table for dipping into now and then - how wrong I was.  I took Tide along for company 

on an eight-hour round trip train journey and found I couldn’t put it down. 

Tide is nearly 400 pages of science, history and nature which Hugh Aldersey -Williams seamlessly blends 

together into a compelling narrative of this great controlling force of the sea.  It maybe long but there’s no 

padding or subjective reflexions on about man’s influence on the planet.  He is a scientist and simply gives us 

information delivered without jargon, equations or formulae, but with the natural style of a good novelist that 

makes complex ideas easy to follow - and believe me, tide is a very complicated and surprising phenomenon! 

Hugh Aldersey-Williams lives in north Norfolk and many of his observations are taken from our familiar 

coastline but he takes us all over the world in his search into understanding this amazing force of nature.  

Peter George  

 

  



 

 42  

MACMILLAN COFFEE MORNING 

 

 

  

  

Thank you to all who turned up to support our charity coffee morning.  Despite the chill in the air it was a fun 

morning with great attendance from members, family and friends.  We made £420+ for this very worthwhile 

cause.  I’ve said + as donations are still coming in but I wanted to ensure that this report was included in 

UnderWay. 

A very special thank you must go to the following members - Michael Sparrow for cleaning the marquee tables 

and Daniel Moriarty for ensuring the chairs were clean for the event.  Marilyn Rowley and Yvonne Hoodless 

who helped me with serving drinks and cakes and clearing the Clubroom up afterwards.   A mention must go too 

to all the LCC cake makers and homemade sweet makers who provided all the lovely treats to sell.   Each year 

the choice gets bigger.  Jenny Sherwood with her fantastic needlework crafts is always a welcome treat and 

this year Jeff and Monica Glass joined us with their Anahata Naturally Organic Oils.  

Stallholders are very welcome and contribute 10% of their takings to MacMillan.  The morning finished with 

Colin auctioning off boat items no longer needed and all proceeds from this were donated to MacMillan.   

Another very successful event. 

 

With my love and thanks for your support. 

 

Chris Coe 
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