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LOWESTOFT CRUISING CLUB COMMITTEE MEMBERS 2020/21 

 

Commodore 

Colin Coe   Home: 01493 369406 Mobile: 07887 502063   
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Peter Reeve   Home: 01603 456050 
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Andrew Morgan Mobile: 07582 599506 
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Email:  jez.rake@icloud.com                 
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Co-opted Member  

Greg Newton Mobile: 07962 012433 

Email: greg@lowestoftcruisingclub.co.uk 
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* 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. 

Tidemill Yacht Harbour ▪ Tidemill Way ▪ Woodbridge ▪ Suffolk ▪ IP12 1BP  

Tel: 01394 385577 ▪ Email: howard@howardfordmarinesales.co  
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EDITORIAL     

 

Welcome to the Spring edition of Under Way. Probably 2020 will be the strangest year in the 

history of the Club. 

The coronavirus pandemic is changing  the normal way of life for everyone. I hope all members 

are taking heed of the Government’s instructions and keeping safe. 

There are thirty five sparkling boats in the compound itching to get going and the rest of the Club boats on the 

pontoons under strict instructions to make no unnecessary journeys. There is a total air of unreality to our lives. 

Nobody is sure what normal is anymore. Prior to the pandemic it was normal to pop down to the boat, shake 

hands and joke with fellow members. It was normal to look forward to the new season and Club events and we 

would be loading the boat stuff that had spent the winter in the garage or loft. But all this normality fades into in-

significance when one considers the very real dangers for everyone. Stay safe. 

 

So here we are with the Spring edition of Under Way. You may well be reading this on line. The printers are still 

working with a reduced staff so there may be delays in production and delivery. 

The AGM was held just before lock down so we have the full minutes and an introduction to the new Officers and 

Committee members. We have tales of adventures from those who escaped Covid 19 by sailing the Atlantic and 

blog addresses to keep you in touch with Chris and Lorraine Marchant and single hander Richard Bennett. Plus 

tributes, poems, history in photographs, technical tips and the Boy Mike takes us on the Three Rivers Race  

 

The Commodore suggested that we should have a letters page in the magazine. A forum for comments, thoughts  

suggestions, current Club issues. So get your letters rolling in to the usual address. We kick off the new page 

with two serious letters and one that the editor has got his mischievous hands on. 

 

Looking forward to the Autumn edition, I think there might be difficulties. Following a season of lock down-no sail-

ing not even a cup of tea on the moorings, we, dear contributors, will, by necessity, have to be creative. 

Acceptable article titles for Autumn publication could be: The three month view from my window. Learning to knit 

a winter mast cosy. Techniques on making a water feature complete with light house. How to be inventively eco-

nomical with a toilet roll. How my back garden went from an overgrown tip to a miniature Versailles. Watching 

paint dry on the third colour change in the bathroom. How to simulate the motion of a boat at sea using a tin tray 

and three large potatoes. Inventive intimacy at two meters. The benefits of agoraphobia in an age of lock down. 

And for the mathematicians among us : The number of hours I have spent washing my hands with soap and hot 

water in twenty second bursts between March and June. 

 

Colin Arnold 
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MESSAGE FROM THE LIFT PLANNER   (March 23rd.2020) 

 

You will not be surprised to hear that the WSSC members have, in the light of the present restrictions, made the 

unanimous decision to cancel this year’s Lift-In. 

In view of the projected duration of the present emergency it is extremely unlikely that there will be a further lift 

planned for later this year. 

Thanks 

Paul. 

 

Messages and comments. 

• Well done Paul and the others who made the correct decision. 

• Who knows what may transpire much later in the year. 

• I, and other members who have boats on the hard must remember the thought you had already put into 

the Lift-In prior to the virus issue. 

• Well done all concerned. A difficult but essential announcement. Thank you for all the ‘prior to non-Lift-In’ 

work put in by so many. It is greatly appreciated. 
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Colin Bale 
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TRIBUTE TO AUDREY WEEKS ~ 1930 to 2019 

 

For over 40 Years we were friends  

 

 

In 1979 when I was Moorings Officer Martin and Audrey (already members) sailed to the club by boat via Kings 

Lynn and I was able to offer them a permanent mooring. When Martin retired they moved house from Hitchin to 

Oulton Broad to spend more time at the club and boat. 

 

When I was Commodore, Audrey was on the committee as social secretary for five years, a great help to me. 

We arranged cricket matches against the RN&SYC on Scroby Sands Gt. Yarmouth, and the children ’s corner 

at Lowestoft. Sometimes we had to finish early as the tide made. Some will remember both Martin and Audrey 

providing wonderful fish dishes for our fitting out and laying up suppers. 

 

For many years we sailed together in company on our own boats, to Holland and Belgium. On a trip to the Fri-

sian Islands Audrey and Martin’s daughter Joanna and son- in- law Rick sailed with them. We were with them 

having dinner in a restaurant in Texel when Audrey suffered cramp in her leg. Rick quickly began massaging 

her leg and got some strange looks from the restaurant staff. 

 

They sailed to the Baltic in Yo-Yo many times and twice I crewed with them, first time to Denmark (Jean was 

with us, we were planning to visit our friends in Norway but the weather was against us.) second time I sailed 

with them to East Germany as far as Rostock. On this trip the voyage to Den Helder we had some bad weather 

a lot of water over the boat my quarter berth got soaked, so we were sharing berths on our watches all the way 

to Kiel. Martin being rather impatient had started the voyage too early. The auto-pilot broke down so we had to 

hand steer to Heiligenhafen where we were met by Audrey and Martin’s German friends Frank and Crystal 

who arranged a repair or replacement. They sailed in company with them for the rest of this holiday, as they 

had done previously. 

At that time Audrey confided in me that this would be her last long voyage, and it was. 

 

I cannot believe it is now 16 years since I gave a tribute at the passing of Martin. 

Audrey enjoyed Yo-Yo and sailing but was pleased when there was no antifouling to do! 

 

She was a very kind and thoughtful friend. She always sent us cards on our birthdays, and during the time we 

knew her we always enjoyed her company. 

 

 

Colin Bale.  (Cojeia)     
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A REMINDER 

 

I received the following email and article taken from the RYA on-line Cruising News sent in by Tony Meacock. 

“Colin I wondered if you could use this in ‘Under Way’.” 

 

The UK Coastguard has called for the skippers of commercial and pleasure craft to keep a vessel ’s registration 

details up to date following the sinking of a sailing yacht off the Indonesian coast 

 

The incident that prompted the plea occurred Friday 22nd November, 2019. The Australian maritime authority 

(JRCC Australia) received a HF DCS Distress alert from what appeared to be the UK registered vessel  ‘Asia’ 

HM Coastguard in the UK were duly informed and investigations commenced, searching relevant databases for 

the vessel’s contact details. Non were found on the UK register. However,  the UK Coastguard, which can moni-

tor beacon alerts globally, had noticed that a US registered EPIRB had been activated in a similar area as the HF 

DSC Distress. 

 

Identification 

Making contact with the skipper’s wife, the HM Coastguard used the identification number of the beacon to con-

firm that it was the one carried on board the distressed vessel Asia. It was also confirmed that the yacht was reg-

istered  in Malaysia and was on passage to Thailand with four people on board, including two British citizens. 

Contact was then made with the Malaysian authorities to coordinate assistance to the striken vessel. 

 

The following morning, after extensive investigation work by the UK Coastguard, the skipper was contacted and 

confirmed that the vessel had sunk after hitting an object in the water. All four crew got onboard the RHIB tender, 

discovered they were 55 nautical miles north of an Indonesian island and headed towards the nearest point of 

land. He crew are now safe and well and receiving assistance having been met by the Marine Police at Bima. 

 

Keeping details up to date 

If the registry details of the vessel had been kept up to date it would have helped determine the location of the 

vessel and enabled a more rapid rescue response. 

In this instance, no harm was done and HM Coastguard Controller David Jones, who coordinated the overnight 

investigation in the National Maritime Operations Centre, says, “We are relieved to hear that the crew are now 

safely ashore. This incident demonstrated good international working between the UK Maritime Rescue Coordi-

nation Centre, JRCC Australia, JRCC Jakarta, USA Mission Control Centre and the UK Foreign and Common-

wealth Office.” 

 

If any of a vessel’s registry details change, both the new country of registry and the old need to be informed. To 

seek advice, contact the UK Beacon Register via gov.uk/406beacon or email ukbeacon@mcga.gov.uk. 

 

Tony Meacock 
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WORDS AND PHRASES 

 

We all know the phrase about walking the plank. Victims were blindfolded and hands bound then made to walk 

along a plank suspended over the ship’s side. Result : drowned or eaten by sharks. It was the pirates’ custom of 

dispensing with prisoners in the seventeenth century. 

The practice is probably more familiar in fiction than in fact and prisoners would be more likely to have been 

sold as slaves or held for ransom. 

 

R.L.Stevenson “The Master of Ballantrae” 1889. 

J.M.Barrie  “Peter Pan  1912 

 

Colin Arnold 

 

 

 

 

 

WRACKING MY BRAIN 

 

 

I found this gem of a picture sent to me by a friend and I couldn’t, for the life of me, remember  where I’d seen 

this character before. 

 

Was it on the pontoon? Outside the Clubhouse? Any help with the identification would be appreciated. Usual 

address. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                          

 

 

Colin Arnold 
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LETTERS PAGE 

 

A couple of months ago the Commodore suggested  that we included a Letters Page in Under Way. So if you have a 

burning issue you want to air, an appreciation  or something you feel the membership should be aware, then pen to 

paper, fingers to keyboard, pencil to the back of an envelope and get writing. 

We have three to kick off with. Two quite genuine and the third………..well. 

 

BEXFIELD CUP 

Dear Colin (Editor) 

It was such a lovely surprise to receive the above at the Annual Dinner although I was unable to attend. Health and 

work problems thwarted my efforts to collect it until Andrew Rowley kindly picked it up for me recently. I was getting 

concerned that you would think I wasn't bothered about it. 

Nothing could be further from the truth. I was so pleased to receive it considering that I have had virtually no contact 

with the club for some time. 

This wonderful club has given me some fantastic experiences and memories over the years and some lasting friend-

ships. Health problems have restricted mobility which meant the I had to turn down invitations to crew. 

I keep in touch with the club through Under Way of course. I so enjoyed editing it for 20 years or so but gradually ran 

out of steam. I think you have taken it to higher standards and refreshed it in every way. You do a wonderful job Colin 

and I am so pleased you took it on and improved it so much. 

So thank you Colin. 

Best wishes 

Richard  (Reeve) 

 

 

 

 

                                      

Hi Colin and Chris, (Coe) 

Thank you so much for sending mum and me the Autumn edition of 'Under Way'. Thank you Colin for the 
piece you wrote about my dad, a lovely tribute from someone who knew him well, I shall scan it and send 
to my brothers. I know I have said it before but when dad wasn't able to sail any more he really enjoyed 
just going to the club to socialise and do his bit for the garden. I'd like to thank yourselves and club mem-
bers for being such a friendly bunch which really comes across in your magazine and as you wrote 'most 
yachties are'!  I would like to come and see the brass plaque sometime and take a photo of it, may be 
when the weather is better next year and my brother Chris is over here. I'll be in touch if that is ok? Mum 
continues in her usual routines and seems content in herself. Sadly she has recently been diagnosed with 
another life threatening condition of a brain aneurysm. Fortunately she is now unaware of this, the only 
blessing that memory loss brings. I do wish the club a happy and successful future with much good sailing 
to come.  

With grateful thanks again,  

Sandra x  
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CREATIVE EDITING 

 

In these days of Fake News, Spin and Misinformation I thought, as editor, I should move with the times and to that 
end enrolled on a short course of creative editing. The four lectures were: 1. Objective and subjective reporting. 2. 
How to get away with non-PC and all the ‘isms’. 3. Political bias 4. Total control and downright lies. 

To illustrate my newly acquired skills I have taken a fairly standard letter of appreciation from one of our newer 
members. 

  

 

Dear Editor, 

First of all I would like to congratulate the Officers and Committee who are excellent and have guided this Lowes-
toft Cruising Club through thick and thin.  I well remember my first visit to the Club when I was told that the facili-
ties of the Club were all down to the efforts of fellow members. The club house, winch, mast crane etc. are all sec-
ond to none and there’s always someone on hand to offer help or advice. Whether you are just sailing the East 
Coast or further afield and you want to avoid the costs of commercial marinas then LCC’s the place for you. Since 
being a member of the Club I have been offered nothing but friendship and kindness, in fact unfriendliness is un-
heard of here. 

I would like to commend the Editor of ‘Under Way’ who I cannot praise too highly for his spell in post. The Editor is 
pledged to  providing a good quality  of articles. (perhaps more on this later). They make me think  and are in-
formative, entertaining and  occasionally throw up a controversial issue. 

  

Sincerely. 

Julia Reed 

  

 

Having received the above letter I set about editing creatively. 

  

 

Dear Editor, 

First of all I would like to congratulate THE OFFICERS AND COMMITTEE who AREexcellent and have guided 
this Lowestoft Cruising Club through THICK and thin.  I WELL REMEMBER MY FIRST VISIT TO THE CLUB 
WHEN I WAS TOLD that the facilities of the Club were all down TO the EFForts OF Fellow members. THE CLUB-
HOUSE, WINCH, MAST CRANE, ETC ARE ALL SECOND to none and there’s always someone on HAND to offer 
help or advice. WHETHER YOU ARE SAILING THE EAST COAST OR FURTHER AFIELD YOU WANT TO 
AVOID the costs of commercial marinas THEn LCC’s the PLACE for you. SINCE BEING A MEMBER OF THE 
CLUB I HAVE BEEN OFFERED NOTHING but friendship and kindness, IN FACT un FRIENDLINESS IS UN-
HEARD OF HERE.  

I would like to commend THE EDITOR OF UNDER WAY WHO  I CANNOT praise too highly for his SPELL in post. 
THE EDITOR IS pledged to  providing A good quality  of articles. (perhaps MORe ON this later). THEY MAKE ME 
think and are informative, entertaining and  occasionally THROW UP a controversial issue. 

  

Sincerely. 

JuLIA Reed 

  

                                                                                                  

 

 

 

 

Colin Arnold    
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NO, I DIDN’T KNOW EITHER 

 

Whenever the subject of famous or well known sailors crops up you think historically and come up with Columbus, 

Rayleigh, Nelson, Henry the Navigator and so on. Then the modern ones come to mind, Chichester, Knox-

Johnson, MacArthur, Francis, Ainsley. You could  add dozens to the list and the vast majority will be white Europe-

an men and women. 

 

It set me thinking whether there were black, Asian, mixed race men and women who had checked the tide tables 

and cast off for fame and fortune. 

 

That’s when I came across Abuakari  who in the 14th century ruled the richest, largest empire on earth, covering 

nearly all of West Africa. (Mr. Nicholson, my history teacher never said 

anything about this guy). 

 

Abubakari’s ambition was to explore whether the Atlantic Ocean, like the 

great River Niger that swept through Mali, had another ‘bank’. 

In 1311 he handed the throne over to his brother and set off on an expe-

dition into the unknown. It is thought that the craft were based on the 

Egyptian reed boat design. Researchers claim Abubakir’s fleet loaded with men, women, children livestock food 

and water and eventually landed on the coast of Brazil. There are reports by Columbus himself who said that black 

traders were already present in the Americas. They also site chemical analyses of the gold tips on spears found 

which shows the gold probably came from Africa. 

 

Colin Arnold 

 

 

 

NOW WE KNOW WHY ERIC’S BOAT IS CALLED “EASY GO” 
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 CROSSING THE ATLANTIC. FIRST HALF 

 

1/11/2019 
Sailing goose winged under our genoa and biggest jib started us off well particularly as the wind dropped later 
into the 10-12 knots band which is not much use for downwind sailing, 15-18 knots would be grand. Despite the 
drop in the wind the sea is even more rough and lumpy, perhaps a spin off from foul weather elsewhere or from 
previous days, we did have some strong winds in harbour. By nightfall the wind was steadily increasing and by 
midnight it started rounding up to 24 - 26 knots so we had to reduce sail. We dropped the jib and reefed in the 
genoa, this took the strain off the rig, gave a slightly better ride but still kept us going fast through the night in 
these really strong winds. Never keen to make this kind of sail change in the dark but needs must. With life jack-
ets, personal GPS transponder and a harness hooked onto deck safety lines under a good deck light it works 
pretty well. 
 
 
17/11/2019 
We had started out in the company of Dveke, a 13 metre Danish yacht and Moroia, Swiss 11 metres. They were 
both gybing down the wind as they were using their mainsails which doesn't work that well for downwind sailing 
as they keep pulling the boat round trying to turn up into the wind. We were with them for most of the last 24 
hours but they are further north than we want to be now and have disappeared from our AIS. The sea swell is 
really high with rushing white horses, we'd like it to calm down, it's quite wearing. 
 
The wind has dropped a bit and settled at 19 - 21 knots which is quite strong enough for us. We have the goose 
wing rig in operation again but with a smaller jib poled out on the main boom and the well reefed genoa on the 
spinnaker pole. This is working very nicely  as the boat is well balanced and giving us an average speed of 5.8 
knots. There has been some sun but more often cloud cover, not the trade wind puffy polls but great grey 
spreads moving with us and sending rain showers occasionally. Ah but it's warm.   
 
And here we are at the start of our Atlantic crossing. The Cape Verdes are at the elbow of our route line opposite 
Senegal. Our voyage to the Verdes from the Canary Islands was 804 miles, this current journey to Grenada is the 
whopper at 2180 miles. On the screen shot of the chart you can see a red circular marker which is Jobiska, the 
blue diamond markers are our waypoints showing quarter, half and three quarter distances to be achieved along 
the way, far to go at the moment.   
 
18/11/2019 
Well it seems that the wind is tending to speed up at night as we had another increase up to 24/25 knots last 
night and had to drop the small jib. Jobiska is still careering along at 6.5 sometimes 7 knots with a heavily reefed 
genoa on the spinnaker pole and nothing else. Our last day's run was 143 miles which is not bad for a 38ft yacht, 
average speed has crept up to 5.9 knots so we are making up for the slow patch we had  on day one. It's sunny 
today and the solar panels are making lots of power together with the towed generator which is working frantical-
ly at these speeds. 
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Unfortunately the Atlantic is not being too kindly. There are very big cross swells which one expects here but they 
are also very steep causing a good old jerk as the boat almost falls diagonally off the top of the wave instead of 
sliding sedately down. Thankfully apart from attending the rig there is not a great deal to do but every  task needs 
extra concentration because of the sea state. Hot meal preparation feels dangerous at times when the cooker has 
a wild swing on its gimbals. Foods such as pasta involving straining off boiling water have gone on the back burner 
(forgive the pun) until the sea settles down - soon hopefully. So it's keep calm and carry on, strap on the galley 
bum strap and stay alert. 
 
 

 
 
 
 
We've just had 30.5 knots dropping to 26 and now 25, it's not easy to move around and difficult to sleep when it's 
like this, normal necessities become a chore. A jar of mayonnaise becomes a lethal weapon hence at lunch times it 
is strapped to the mast support post which goes through the table. It is too rough and wet to eat outside, plenty     
of splash into the cockpit. 
 
19/11/2019 
Another sunny day. The wind has hardened off and we are getting it in 2 blocks of about equal amounts both of 
which are keeping the sea quite rough, lots of high swell and white horses still. The 20-23 knots we would like to 
drop down to 15-18 but it is still totally preferable to the 23-25+ knots that are very tiring. Of course, when running 
before the wind as we are the effects are much less dramatic than if we were on a reach or tacking which would be 
a very unpleasant kettle of fish. At least we're getting the speed although with less wind we would have smoother 
seas and could also get more sail out so it would probably make little difference to the speed. 
A Japanese fishing boat, 58 metres, showed up on AIS but too far away for us to to see it in the flesh as it were. 
Strange to see a Japanese fishing boat here, we think it is too small to be after whales, probably a tuna boat as 
they are having trouble with levels of mercury in tuna in home waters. Apart from the two yachts we left Mindelo 
with this is the only other vessel we have seen. 
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Our much travelled old ensign that we keep specially for ocean passages when it beats itself against the wind to 
fray its thinning edges. 
 
Chris did his round of inspections this morning, checking for chafe, making sure we haven't lost any split pins, 
checking pulley blocks and the rig in general. He took down the Cape Verdes courtesy flag as we are now coming 
out of the Cape Verdes basin. He found three flying fish on deck and a medium sized squid on the cockpit floor 
which must have been thrown in by a wave. He arranged burials at sea. At these speeds we don't want to do any 
fishing as the idea of dealing with a large thrashing fish and having to prepare it for the fridge in these conditions 
just doesn't appeal. Making cole slaw and hummus is difficult enough at the moment! 
 
We've had three pods of dolphin visit, racing at the stern, leaping and diving at the bow. One pod were small, 
brown with pinkish speckled bellies. The other two pods were the large almost black dolphins with big dorsal fins, 
more athletic than the little brown guys. We also passed through a school of tuna that were jumping high out of the 
water. Not sure what was after them, we don't think dolphin as we understand that dolphin and tuna often hunt to-
gether. Our other visitors are two shearwaters which are following in the vicinity of the boat and come in closer at 
night, another reason we don't want to fish as we know shearwaters will dive for the lure having accidentally 
caught one in the past - very upsetting for both parties. We've seen about 6 petrels which are such tiny birds look-
ing fragile in these big seas but they are supremely agile and fast, not at all phased by crashing waves. Beautiful 
creatures all. 
 
It is 02:30, 50 miles to our first quarter waypoint marker. That will leave 1635 miles to go. Must be time for a cup of 
tea. 
 
The morning has brought a bit of a wind change and at last we are getting the 15 to 19 knots we have been hoping 
for with the occasional spike up to 20/21. The sea is starting to calm down but it will take a while as the strong 
winds have been so sustained. Our shearwaters are still with us and petrels are still about but we have seen little  
else other than flying fish. 
 
21-23/11/2019 
The better wind continues, seas have slackened, white horses infrequent now and as predicted this has made little 
difference to our speed. It is starting to feel like proper trade wind sailing, altogether a more peaceful life on board, 
able to move about more easily and deck work such as sail changes and inspections much less intimidating.  We 
can haul water on board properly now so we're able to have full sea water baths and hair washes rinsed off in 
fresh with the deck shower which has been wonderful. No water maker on this boat so we can't afford to use up 
our valuable fresh water supply on cleaning out things like coffee pots but today we made some real coffee as 
we're now able to deal with the spent grounds easily, just the smell has been a treat let alone the drinking of it. 
 
Shearwaters are still with us but not sure if it is the same pair. We are nearing half way, should make that by morn-
ing. In the meantime, goodnight. 
 
 

Lorraine & Chris Marchant   (Jobska) 
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P.S.              

Hoping this short note finds you ready to enjoy 2020 

We completed our Atlantic crossing from Mindelo, Cape Verdes to Grenada on 3rd December having left Suffolk, 
UK in June to spend time in France, Spain and Portugal before making for the Cape Verdes.  

Hattie and Peter joined us in Grenada and they will sail to St. Lucia with us after spending Christmas in St Vin-
cent and the Grenadines. When they leave for home we will be joined by our New Zealand coursins for a month 
sailing mainly in the French Islands. 

We then make our way north via the Leewards including Cuba and on to Florida where we will leave our boat 
Jobiska far inland until October/November 2020. Then………………….. we shall be thinking about that whilst 
back in Suffolk.  

 

Stay well, stay happy and enjoy whatever you have planned. 

 

Love and greetings 

Lorraine and Chris. 
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BREAKFAST IS A BUMMER 

 

We was a doin the Three Rivers Race.  I spuse we’d dun the hard bit.  Ludum Bridge, Walsham Broad, Thun there 

and back to Hicklin – we did all rite – sept Ben were a lummox at Potter Bridge – he hulled the crutches in the 

drink.  Wonder skipper dint ding him over cos he was holey annoyed.  We dun 6 mile house and Acle there and 

back.  There were a loada mawthers  gawpin on the bridge, even in the dark.  Well that’s a rummin.  Ben dint git 

the crutches on the hur this time and we were now on a bootiful reach with the gret ole gib afillin fine. 

 

There were six on us aboard.  Andy the skipper, Barry the cook, Ben, Ian, Jim and me.  The dawn had brook, and 

Barry said, ‘Hold you hard I ain’t dun those breakfast sandwiches I promised’.  He dun well yisty – we had dinner 

for tea – beef stew and dumplings.  Andy said, ‘That’ll be right, I dusn’t let you lose, you’ll have to cook in two 

halves’.  Skipper had spoke.  ‘One half can manage the ole girl while the other half fill their fercis and vicky verky’.  

Barry said, ‘Do you keepa troshin bor and I’ll git on’. 

‘ 

We’ll have the wind dead ahind time we git to Thun Mouth’.  Jim was expert with the wind.  ‘Hev yer gotta loight 

bor’ he said arollin another fag.  Ian said, ‘Yur getting orn my wick with that apuffin’.  Andy had the sails zactly right.  

We were still ahind but blast me we were agorn suffun good.  My hat alive – Barry had done the first three sarnies 

and there were jolifications all round.  Barry was nowagorn to do the rest but had to help git shipshape.  Ben, Barry 

and me was in round two so I took the helm an main while Ben took the sheets. 

 

Barry was afryin and soon came up with two bootiful breakfasts.  I swopped the stick with Andy and took one while 

Barry was alayin into the other.  ‘I’ve left yours inside bor as it is a bit oggard aswoppin’.  ‘Righto’ Ben said to Barry 

and got a terl for his hands and went below.  ‘Where is it’ Ben hollered.  ‘Hold yer blarren, it’s on the bunk’ Barry 

replied.  ‘I hint aputtin on my parts, it’s nowhere’ said Ben backing out of the cabin. 

‘ 

Well  blast me bor – youll larf cus across his backside was spread a bootiful breakfast sandwich!  Two eggs, one 

on each cheek, bacon in the crack and squashed tomato, mushroom and bread abroad.  We all larfed so much that 

the ole gal finished up in the hedge, in irons.  ‘Whose agorn t tell im’.  ‘He’ll be suffin savage’.  We were all in high-

sterics but eventually Andy said in a calm ‘You’ve got your breakfast on your arse’.  More highsterics.  Barry larfed 

so much he felt queer and Ian was hapless on the cockpit floor. 

 

Jim realised the gravity of this here do, and gravity had taken over, the remains of  Ben’s breakfast was a horsin 

down his leg.  Away went  Andy to sort out the hedge in the bowsprit.  ‘I’m now agorn to help’ said Ian and me and 

Barry went afront together. 

 

Jim parsevered with the clean up and Ben got northin for breakfast, well thas suffin int it bor.  He was aputtin on his 

parts but calmed down when we got the ole gal afloat by jiffying the hedge.  Alls well that ends well.  We weren’t 

last, we finished 73rd  jist in time for Ben to miss the free breakfast in the Club at Hornin!   Go you steady. 

 

Mike Kippin 

 

(mike.norfolkngood@gmail.com)        
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ALMOST BEYOND LIVING MEMORY? 

 

The Club’s slipway was used by Brooke Marine during World War II to repair MTBs and MGBs based in the 

Hamilton Dock. 

And below  an MTB on the Excelsior Yard which was also taken over by Brooke Marine. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Paul Allerton 
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WORD SEARCH 

 

Here in the ‘Under Way’ office we know that before the current pandemic many of our retired members pretended 

they’ were busy, busy, busy. The reality was that after a leisurely breakfast and a light read of The Lowestoft 

Journal accompanied by the second cup of tea, they round up the plastic bags and headed off to Tescos for a 

hesitant, aisle-blocking discussion concerning the difference between Dundee marmalade and the store’s own 

brand. Back home and a light lunch and ‘Afternoon Theatre’ on the wireless (radio)  and by ten o’clock that night 

they’ve had two unbidden snoozes, the evening meal, made exhaustive plans for the morrow because they obvi-

ously had no time to do them today, watched the hour long drama on television that was totally confusing fol-

lowed by the News which was totally depressing. 

 

Our office junior (work experience) came up with the idea of a word search for those members who might have a 

few spare minutes during the day. We obviously let our junior have his head, showing this sort of initiative. Before 

you could say, “Smart Phone” he had produced a grid covered in letters of the alphabet. “And what does one 

search for?”  “Ah….I hadn’t thought that far.” 

So finally below is Lance’s finished Word Search. Forwards, backwards, up and down and diagonally are the 

names of Committee members past and present.  

The answers are not elsewhere in this edition because just before publication Lance admitted he’d lost them.                                                            

 

 

 

C O E L B N I L O C 

O P N G E R G O K I 

H E D O O W R E H S 

C V O A P P U N E T 

T E L P V A Y A F L 

Y E I N A I T G W U 

H R S Q K H D X Z A 

T E T E P R E T E P   

 

 

 
Colin Arnold    
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MESSAGE FROM CLUB MEMBER RICHARD BENNETT – CONTACT   NUM-
BER IS ON EMAIL 

  
I am planning to cross the Atlantic single handed to the West Indies in my 34 foot yacht, setting off early January. 
  
I am trying to raise money for the Norfolk and Norwich University Hospital where I received very good treatment 
last year. 
  
Details can be found on Just Giving and the event is found here: 
https://www.justgiving.com/fundraising/richard-bennett30 

My progress can be seen on the Winlink web site: 
https://winlink.org/userPositions 

To see my position enter my radio call sign MOEAZ (Mike, Zero, Echo, Alpha, Zulu) in the box top left of the 
chart. In the pop up window should be my marker but you may have to zoom out many times to see my position. 
  
Best regards 
 

Richard Bennett 
07788185932 

 

 

BOOKS 

 

If you have enjoyed the occasional confession in Under Way, I’m sure  

You will give an appreciative smile when you read Yachting Monthly’s 

‘Confessions’. For twenty five years yachtsmen and women have 

clamoured to tell the world about their embarrassing exploits and shameful 

blunders and the cream of the crop are gathered in ‘Confessions’.             

accompanied by cartoons from the inimitable Mike Peyton. 

Yachting Monthly’s ‘ Confessions’ Bloomsbury. Allard Coles Nautical. 

 

HOSES 

 

When cruising France it is essential to carry your own hose for fresh water and wash down as sensibly, they are 

not provided in marinas. Years ago they used to be disgusting and it is safer to have your own anyway. We use 

the small bore Hozelock reel as this is more convenient than the garden hose we used to use. 

Don’t buy cheap hoses like I did once, the higher water pressure in France blew the end off as soon as I turned 

the tap on! 

Connections are the usual threaded tap end but increasingly common is the bayonet type which require a special 

adapter. This can be cheaply made by connecting two male Hozelock connectors back to back. It’s a strange 

and wasteful arrangement as there is no tap to turn on or off or to regulate the flow. 

Dick Jordan   (Panache)go 

https://www.justgiving.com/fundraising/richard-bennett30
https://winlink.org/userPositions


 35 

 

TROPHY WINNERS PRESENTED AT THE ANNUAL CLUB DINNER ON 23rd 

NOVEMBER 2019  

 

AWARD TO RETIRING COMMITTEE MEMBER  

Jeremy Harrison – Vice Commodore 2017-2019 - Re engraving of Tankard. 

 

 Serenity Plate  

We award this to a person or couple for fulfilling a special cruising effort or achievement.  

The award this year goes to a couple who took their yacht to Chatham. I’m also informed that they came to the 

aid of another member on their trip to Shotley. The Serenity Plate this year goes to Mike and Janice Waters – 

Yacht Jala.  

Bexfield Award  

Awarded by the Editor of Underway for what he thinks has been a most worthy contribution to our club magazine 

Underway.  

Colin Arnold writes ......Some time before I became editor of Underway I was awarded the Bexfield Cup for my 

occasional contributions to the magazine. I felt honoured that my whimsical scribbles had been acknowledged 

and I gave the cup a polish with brasso every so often during my year of ownership. Having been Editor of Un-

derway for the past three years I realise the amount of editing, writing, manoeuvring of text and pictures that 

goes into producing our twice a year publication. I realise too, having gone through past editions, how many 

changes and innovations my predecessor introduced so successfully over a period of 20  years. So, very belat-

edly, for a long-term outstanding contribution to Underway, I have chosen to award the Bexfield Award to     

Richard Reeve.  

McArthur Trophy  

This Trophy is awarded by the Club for a Ladies achievement.  

The trophy this year is awarded to Sarah Plummer for her services to the Lift Planning Team.  

Roving Seas Rally Cup  

This cup is awarded for a Notable Sailing voyage. These members left in July for another of their trips, this time 

for the Caribbean. The Roving Seas Rally cup is awarded to Chris and Lorraine Marchant on yacht Jobiska. 

Challenge Cup 

 This cup is awarded for a small boat achievement. This year we have decided to award it to the couple who 

took their Jaguar 25 to Holland for the first time. This award is presented to Jeff and Monica Glass - skipper 

and crew of Yacht Rojan.  

Harbour Masters Trophy 

 This award is given for the best photograph submitted for the year.  

It was judged by the winners of 2018, Alex Lancashire and Val Buck. Val and Alex write…. It has been a pleas-

ure to “judge” and a bit of an eye opening education e.g. we all have some lovely sunset pictures worthy, we all 

think of prizes but of course as the photographer we know the atmosphere of the photo we took. When judging a 

set of sunset pictures taken by other people there is no “atmosphere/memories” so they become rather two di-

mensional – it was an interesting revelation, but they were nice sunsets. There were some excellent entries and 

the short list was:- 3 rd – “Yacht under Sail” taken by Ted Eyers 2 nd - “Rainbow” - Wow, taken by Dick Jordan 

almost the winner but pipped to the post by “East Barnard Race” The use of Black and White makes the image 

very atmospheric and surreal. A worthy winner but only just. The Harbour Masters Trophy goes to Ted Eyers.  

All entries can now be viewed on the Club website.  
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Commodores Cup  

Given by the Commodore, to a member or members, that have made a notable contribution to the running or well-

being of our Club.  

The award for this cup was a very easy choice for me to make. We have so many members including our Trustees 

who do so much behind the scenes often unseen, more often than not taken for granted. These jobs just get done. 

This year I have decided to award the Commodores Cup to a fellow Committee member. This member goes far 

beyond anything expected of him in his role, from the genuine welcome our visitors receive, so much so they keep 

coming back to spend more time at LCC. It should be noted that Peters negotiations with our repeat and casual 

visitors has netted nearly £6000 for Club funds this year. His cheerful disposition, despite all his health problems 

and those of his wife, makes for a very happy and welcoming Club to visit. That and his willingness to do anything 

to make my job easier and his diligence and complete transparency in all his dealings, my choice this year for the 

Commodores Cup is Peter Hytch our Moorings Officer and his wife Averil. Please would you come up Peter and 

Ave, as I’ve always said that behind every successful gentleman is his lady, I have a small thank you for you both 

as well as the Cup.  

 

Colin Coe   Commodore 2020  

 

 

2019 PHOTOGRAPHIC COMPETITION WINNER 

Congratulations to Ted Eyers for his submission of a glittering seascape. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Ted Eyers 
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CRUISING IN THE TIME OF A PANDEMIC 

 
We are currently in the Turks and Caicos having arrived here a week ago from The BVIs and the Caribbean 
islands further south. As many of you will know we left Lowestoft in July last year to follow the “milk run “ route 
across the Atlantic and have had a successful cruise of the Windward and Leeward Islands first with our son 
and daughter and then Lorraine’s New Zealand cousins. We have had a largely successful cruise so far visiting 
some very beautiful places although the weather does seem to be more unreliable than the 3 times we have 
been here before. 
 
Our plan was to continue to the USA and then lay the boat up in a marina in a canal in Florida for the hurricane 
season. However, our plans have had to have an abrupt change as borders have closed around us. As I write 
the Turks and Caicos are open to yachts arriving with certain exceptions. Cruise ships (described as floating 
petri dishes) have been banned from stopping and flights are to be cancelled shortly. We could if we wanted 
move on to the Bahamas which are also still open for yachts but the suspicion is that very shortly all yacht 
movements will be stopped whether they are in good marinas, bad anchorages or something in between. 
 
We are currently in a safe small 12 boat marina in Providencia, the largest town of the Caicos Islands, having 
arrived 2 days ago from Grand Turk via the Caicos bank. This is an area of shallow water 40 miles across stud-
ded with coral heads. We had a rapid if nerve racking sail in a strong easterly with water decreasing to 0.5 me-
tres under our keel for much of the trip. The sea is just a stunning shade  of aquamarine as, where there are no 
coral heads, the seafloor is made of the whitest possible limestone sand. 
 
So our plan is now to stay here with a few other US yachties and one German (in a rather magnificent alumini-
um Explorer 52 yacht). We have shore power, wifi, water 
showers and fuel all on hand and the ex Brit owner takes us to the local supermarket for free if needed. The 
downside is that the cost of food is just mind blowing eg a box of cornflakes is about £5! The marina is $1,000 
for the month which by comparison sounds reasonable …but at LCC would pay for a few years. However, we 
feel safe here and for the time we could hardly be better off, isolated by reason of our boat and the isolation of 
a small island. We will see if this continues to be the case and whether we need to start taking further precau-
tions. 
 
We heard a broadcast a few days ago by the Prime Minister here supported by the UK High Commissioner 
which was very impressive in the calm measured way she described how government were tackling the threat 
of coronavirus. She was clear about the government’s approach, specific about measures they were taking 
and truthful about what might happen next in contrast to the blusterer in charge of the UK who appears well out 
of his depth. 
 
Our plan now is to do nothing for the month and then take the boat to another marina to haul out and antifoul 
before heading off in mid May for the UK….a trip of 3600 miles. If we are unable to antifoul we are likely to end 
up in the UK dragging our own personal coral reef along as it is now 9 months since we last painted the bot-
tom. 
 
The logistics of such a long passage are a bit daunting. The Azores Islands are closed except for Horta which 
is allowing boats to take on water, fuel and possibly supplies under quarantine but not landing. Hopefully this 
will still be the case by the time we might get there in June but we cannot count on it. Our biggest issue will be 
to carry enough water as we have no watermaker. We shall almost certainly buy a number of those flagons 
used by water coolers to extend our supplies. Oddly I have been unable to buy any ordinary jerry cans here. 
We should be OK for fuel as we have 5 cans that we can carry on deck and our solar panels and towed gener-
ator work well as long as the sun shines. We are busy stocking up the boat with food as I guess panic buying 
may even come to this little corner of the world. At least we have a cast iron excuse for hoarding loo paper, 
beans and the like. We are both healthy touch wood so if nothing else changes we should be good to go in 6 or 
7 weeks when the seasons allow. 
We think we have been very lucky to have chanced on such a safe haven. Many long term cruisers are going 
to have serious problems. For instance our friends Sue and Andy (do a search for Little Green Boat, sailblogs) 
are currently en route from Mexico to the Gambier Islands in a far flung part of French Polynesia. If the reports 
are correct they will get there, find they cannot land, be directed to Tahiti  many  hundreds of miles further on 
and once there have to leave their boat and fly home….which they do not have as their house is rented out. 
Another couple we met who have an identical Moody38 (sailblogs Mirage) are currently in Guadeloupe and 
have to apply for permission to go ashore and then only for shopping. Yet they had planned to return to the UK 
as they need to work for a living still. There must be hundreds of other stories like these with people who had a 
vision of escaping and living the dream ending up with a nightmare. Needless to say the needs of yachtsmen 
and women are not high on the list of priorities for small nations dealing with an un-precedented situation. 
 
I understand too that the problems of a few thousand yachties are nothing compared to those of people all over 
the world whose lives have been put into turmoil and in some cases real danger, so feel sorry for us…but not 
too sorry and make sure you look after yourselves and your families at this challenging time. 
 
Chris and Lorraine Marchant   www.sailblog com/member/jobiska 
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  Lowestoft Cruising Club’s Work Party in the early days. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Getting ready for the 1115 Bridge Lift 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Lift-in Lift-out tea mug before the polystyrene took over. 

 

(Lowestoft Tankard. Decorated in blue with a Chinese lady seated holding a parasol. 1761) 

 

 

 

Colin Arnold 
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Sailing Memories  

Colin Bale 
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LOWESTOFT CRUISING CLUB   MARCH  1969       

 

Mooring Fees 

 

In addition to making a charge for the use of Club moorings, the Club also collects appropriate harbour dues 

from members using any part of the harbour or its facilities. 

These harbour dues are levied by The British Transport Docks Board, and because the Club takes the responsi-

bility for collecting them.   

 

 (1) Its members may pass freely through the bridge, without payment,  

       provided they fly the Club burgee, or can produce evidence of Club      

                   Membership. 

 (11)The dues payable by the Club on behalf of its members are subject to  

                   A discount. 

The harbour dues payable at present are 6d per ft per week, but a considerable saving may be made by paying 

instead what is termed a ‘Clearance Charge’. These ‘Clearance Charges’ are set out below. 

 

CLEARANCE CHARGES  L.O.A. up to 20ft.                          £5.0.0 

                   L.O.A. 20ft up to 30ft                    £8.0.0 

                                           L.O.A.30ftup to 40ft                    £13.0.0 

                                           L.O.A. 40ft up to 50ft                  £18.0.0 

 

The Club mooring charges are at the rate of 3d per ft per week, but a saving may be made if a berth is booked 

for the whole of the season. These charges are set out below. 

 

CLUB MOORING CHARGES  (Permanent berth) 

   In season (1st May—30th Sept.)         5/- per ft. 

                                      Off season( 1st Oct—30th.April )          2/6 per ft. 

 

Applications for permanent moorings should be made to the Hon Moorings Officer. Please make cheques, etc. 

payable to ‘The Lowestoft Cruising Club’. 

 

Paul Gray 
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 SO YOU THINK YOU KNOW EAST COAST RIVERS? 

 

Eight east coast rivers for you to identify. Answers elsewhere in the magazine. 
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                                                                                 4                 8                                                     Colin Arnold 
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I Could do That! 

A (relatively) short discourse on the plunge from boring sanity into the murky world of the salt-

water sailor. 

Like many others of you I suspect, my first love was not sailing. I grew up with a father who I realised later in life, 

actually quite enjoyed the 39-45 rematch with Germany because it allowed a chap from, to be fair, humble begin-

nings to rise by dint of diligence, hard work and a touch of good old fashioned ambition, rise in both senses of the 

word, to the challenge presented by the Fuhrer. He was a man who possessed a natural bent for flying, and he 

wasted little time in progressing rapidly through the ranks from A/C notalot to squadron leader Bill Stone, an expe-

rience which shaped the rest of his life and left him with a love of flying which he eagerly passed on to his off-

spring, me if you hadn’t already guessed. 

I followed him into the RAF, and quickly discovered that I too was a fairly good pilot, and although my training was 

as an engineer, I was fortunate enough to discover gliding at which I became in all modesty a bit of a pundit, be-

coming an instructor in fairly short order, and going on to fly powered aircraft, mainly in those far flung Halcyon 

days Tiger Moths and Chipmunks. 

After a few years, I grew tired of life as an airman, primarily because of the paradox of being considered incapable 

of logical and independent thought, but competent to keep safe an aircraft which was, should mishap occur, quite 

capable of wiping out Birmingham at a stroke, some would say of good fortune, and Mrs. Windsor and myself set-

tled on an amicable parting of the ways. Off I went to Norwich Airport flying club to see if my hobby could be fur-

thered in civilian life, and upon being told the cost in the real world of flying an aircraft which incidentally did little to 

inspire my spirit of adventure, decided flying and me must regretfully part company at least temporarily, and a new 

challenge be procured. 

My mother had long nurtured a love of the sea and indeed all things nautical, often saying that if she had had the 

chance she would have joined her brother in the Royal Navy, and it was she who was instrumental in assisting the 

purchase of my first boat. It all began in the mid 1970’s when, whilst on a family holiday in Wells Next the Sea, I 

found a boat that with a quantum leap of imagination and a loan from dear old mum I could just about afford, and 

what a boat it was. LOA 16’, beam as I recall of around 6’ and drawing I suppose about 1’6”, powered by that mas-

terpiece of marine engineering, a Parsons “Prawn” petrol inboard, which turned out to be a marinised, loosely 

speaking,  “A” series side valve  from a Ford  “Popular”  . When I say powered, I use the term advisedly as in truth 

it had difficulty powering its way out of a paper bag, but I didn’t care, it was mine and I loved it!  

That engine was singularly responsible for the next leg of my journey in the footsteps of Nelson, Chichester and 

Blyth, primarily as it seemed incapable of running for more than any one hour in, say, 24, and I would be faced 

with yet another long row and a wild, often futile attempt to beat the tide back to Wells.  

“What I need,” I protested to then wife, “is a mast and sails.”  

“Do you actually know anything about sailing?” 

“Not exactly, but Nelson didn’t when he started, and he turned out to be pretty good at it!”  I retorted. 

I embarked, if you’ll excuse the pun, on a mission of discovery. I read every book I could find, and drove the local 

fishermen to distraction with my endless queries. “But what happens if....” was an oft repeated phrase on Wells 

waterfront. Every available opportunity would find the family arriving at Wells, then there would be impatient stamp-

ing about waiting for the tide to rise sufficiently, followed by half an hour of fluent Anglo Saxon as I kicked and 

swore the old engine into life, half an hour of action, followed by another half an hour of swearing as I once again 

wrung some life into the vile thing, and off we would go into the North sea. A mast and sail seemed a sensible and 

logical progression, and a search quickly revealed the answer to my problem. The mast and sail were from a long 

dead “Sharpie”, and consisted of a single Gunter rigged sail, no centreboard and no keel, which made for very 

slow upwind progress, and not very fast downwind come to that. 

I was in my element. I was smitten from the first step with the joy of making way without the infernal combustion 

engine clattering noisily and unreliably in the background. My engineering training was certainly useful for sailing 

that particular vessel, and the most part of any voyage seemed to be spent with the skippers’ head firmly in the 

bilges, spanner in one hand and a book on sailing in the other. 
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I remember those days with affection, but sometimes wonder by what providence I survived such was my appal-

ling ignorance of matters nautical, and a Silk Cut almanac is of little use in an emergency, except to cushion the 

impact. In all seriousness, I was not stupid and took few risks, preferring to remain within the confines of the estu-

ary rather than incur the wrath of the local lifeboat men, many of whom I knew personally and who had been 

tapped for information and knowledge, along with members of the local sailing club.  

It was not long before I tired of sailing sideways and occasionally backwards, and petitioned the Memsahib for a 

new and improved boat, this time with all the appropriate gear. She had by now realised that I was beyond hope 

of redemption, and gave in with little more than token resistance. As a social worker, my pay was not in the super 

tax bracket, and a search revealed that my options were somewhat limited as regards the plusher end of the mar-

ket, and I eventually settled for a Yachting Monthly sixteen, hard chine, twin keeled boat again with Gunter rig and 

this time an ancient British Seagull as “power” plant. Now I fully understand that to the fine burgers of the LCC, 

that may seem not much of an improvement, but to yours truly, it felt as though I had gone from a pit pony to 

something that could win the Derby. 

I could, and as I remember, have, waxed lyrical with my tales of Daring-do in previous issues of this worthy tome, 

and so will not bore you with repeats, other than to say that adventures have occurred in some profusion along 

the trail, and as Pam and I sit in some quiet anchorage far from the “Madding Crowd”, it is pleasant to reminisce 

and revisit our boating life, with all its ups and downs, but we are both agreed that my chance encounter 30 odd 

years ago with the LCC turned out to be one of the more pleasurable, and indeed educational quirks of fate, and 

we are pleased to have returned to the fold after our brief sojourn in the deep south. Although 72  is approaching 

rapidly, I can’t imagine that our life afloat is over, and look forward to penning many more tales of adventure be-

fore I hand over the sheets to a younger chap or chap-ess so that they too can become a water-borne  Mr. Toad, 

and have adventures just like we have  

Life has moved on and voyages become more adventuresome as the boats we have owned have become larger, 

more seaworthy and capable of explorations further afield, one of which stands head and shoulders above the 

rest. The elders of the club may remember a tale told some years ago which as the result of a slight oversight by 

the skipper, we ended up not in the Solent as planned, but in France. This incident came about I hasten to add, 

not because of appallingly bad navigation, but rather because I failed to take into account Cowes week when go-

ing to see friends who live aboard on the Medina. We are sociable people, so spending our summer hiding 

amongst the moorings whilst enormous racing boats filled with very loud people with sun block on their noses, 

and winch gorillas with arms like Popeye, screaming “Water!” and “Starboard!” and some other altogether pithier 

phrases seemed rather pointless, and the family rebelled against the skipper and demanded a trip to Calais, 

which, contrary to expectations, went rather well and a repeat was called for. 

It was at this point that I got rather cocky, and allowed myself to listen to pleas for a year in the Med, or was it 

Merde, I’m uncertain. Anyway, I bargained with my boss and eventually agreed a two month trip somewhere. 

Wind and tide would be the determining factor, but it would definitely be in the direction of the noonday sun, and 

at some point across to France (we were still on speaking terms then). 

You may remember little Oli, now a six foot something eating machine who takes pictures of peoples insides at 

the James Paget, courtesy of some black magic by a chap called Roentgen? He was 10 years old at this point, 

and at a stage in his education where conventional learning could be interrupted, and we approached the school 

to ask if it would be possible to whisk him off to foreign parts. We got ready for the coming battle and to our im-

mense surprise and delight, there wasn’t one! They in fact felt that the whole thing was a rather good idea provid-

ing Oli kept a diary and read the “right sort” of books. Life adopted a rather ethereal, unworldly feel as we pre-

pared the boat and ourselves for the voyage. I fully remember coming out of Foxes Chandlery with a sparkling, 

brand new DSC radio, some flares and other bits and bobs for the journey, when Pam stopped quite suddenly 

and said “We’re really going to do this aren’t we?” “You know what?” I replied, “I guess we are!” 

You may need to understand, that we are not wealthy people, in fact we once received a Red Cross parcel from a 

Church mouse, and could not really afford for us both to take an extended break from work to go on what would 

quite possibly be an expensive “Jolly” to foreign parts. We sat down one evening and thought things through very 

carefully, coming to the conclusion that the whole thing was sheer folly, and common sense should prevail. 

Weighed against that was the feeling that my health and strength may well become limited thanks to a rather un-

savoury incident with a parachute a few years previously, and the nagging feeling that if we didn ’t do it now, we 

may never get another opportunity.  

“Sod it, we’re going.” I heard myself saying, which was followed by a sigh of contentment from Pam. She has, she 

assures me, a fatalistic attitude towards life in general and sailing in particular. If it comes your turn to shuffle off 

up the golden road to the pearlies, you may as well be doing something you enjoy, such as sailing or perhaps 

squeezing the trigger as Boris Johnson appears in the crosshairs. Whatever lights your candle really. 
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And so we found ourselves as June spread its sunshine across the heavens, bound South with a boat loaded 

down with freshly purchased gear, brand spanking new charts, and a song not only in our hearts. First stop was 

Debbages in Ipswich, owned and run by the most delightful family ever to grace a waterfront and friends for many 

years. We arrived in time for the annual Folk and Shanty festival at which Des and I were performing, sang lustily 

until the wee small hours and retired to bed replete and happy with expectation brimming in our hearts and a slight 

but persistent nagging doubt. That nagging doubt has accompanied me on most voyages and is a welcome travel-

ler on our boat, as I often feel it is what keeps us safe and requires me to check one more time before a manouver 

or setting off anywhere.  

I put him ashore at Ipswich, (ND), and set off from Debbages in a torrential downpour and lively sea which lasted 

until we were berthed in Ramsgate which is a favorite port as it is recognised that once we sail out of Ramsgate 

heading South then West, we are truly on our hols. I promised the crew that I had had a word with the weather 

controller and ordered fair winds and calm seas for the next two months. I should explain who was aboard on that 

trip, although I suspect most of you are acquainted anyway. There was firstly me, skipper, navigator, coxswain, 

met man, engineer, and unblocker of heads. Next in line came Pam, cook, boatswain, doctor, organiser and gen-

eral sounding board. Then came young Jen lad, so called I know not why because anything less like a lad I have 

yet to meet, who was winch gorilleress, decky and part time mast monkey. Bringing up the rear was Oli whose 

main tasks were reading anything in print, and anything to do with “Gameboy”. 

Pictorial evidence of the advantage of having agile and fit crew. Young 

Jen lad engaged in character building maintenance. 

We left Ramsgate the next morning in brilliant sunshine and a calm 

sea and my crew became suspicious that I really did have a hot line to 

the weather controller. South we went until we met Beachy Head and 

swung away to the West, at which point we were officially on the cruis-

ing grounds and a different atmosphere prevailed on board. The sun 

was blazing down on a limpid, azure blue sea, and shoals of Mackerel 

were in evidence. The sails wandered listlessly round the decks and 

the skipper made the error of being captivated by the peace and calm 

which pervaded every nook and cranny, and failing entirely to grasp 

the situation, declined the common sense attitude and refused to make 

the air foul with exhaust fumes. As a consequence of my dilatory atti-

tude we entirely missed the tide at Swallowtails and fought our way into the Solent in a rather nasty chop caused 

by wind over tide, and battled our way to Haslar Marina.  

The plan, such as it was, was to cross the channel to Cherbourg the next morning leaving early to ensure light at 

the other end, and we all gathered round the haunted echo box to listen to the forecast. The faceless ones gloomi-

ly predicted force 6 on the nose, and I was going to call the whole thing off, but instead pored over the weather 

map, on which I could not see a force 6 or even a force 5, and decided that we should set off as planned, obtain-

ing one last forecast from the coastguard as we approached the Nab tower. As we approached the Nab, the 

coastguard said “Where did you say you were going?”  “Cherbourg.” Said I. “Aren’t you the lucky one,” came the 

reply “force 3 to 4 on the beam.” Many weather forecasts later, I can still say I have rarely been so glad to have 

taken the initiative as on that occasion. 

Off we went with joy in our hearts and many a cheery song on our lips. Now, I could bore you fartless with a blow 

by blow description of the voyage, but you don’t want to hear that. What your little hearts are yearning for is a de-

scription, blow by blow or otherwise, of the muddles that would doubtless accompany a Jed voyage to pastures 

new, given all the previous tales published in “Underway”. Far be it from me to disappoint, but I’m going to! Every-

thing, well almost everything, went according to plan. Our trip from Southampton to Cherbourg was and remains 

arguably the nicest sail we have ever had and we spent a couple of days exploring and generally having fun in 

that wonderful place, eventually deciding to move on to St. Peterport via the Little Russell channel, mainly be-

cause I like a challenge. We had noticed that there was a warning on our freshly purchased charts that advised us 

that we had to be wary of magnetic anomalies. “Oh, they always say things like that,” I said, “we’ll be fine!” And so 

the scene was set for another challenge. 
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We were a few miles into the trip down the Little Russell, when I noticed that all instruments of the electronic vari-

ety were behaving rather oddly, going round in circles like puppies who had noticed their tails for the first time, 

“Bless my soul” I said, not for the first time, “what an inopportune reversal of fortune!” Fortunately, I had learned 

many years before that navigation is not about finding out where you are, but more not losing track of where 

you’ve been, and our hand written log was updated religiously every half hour, and my passage plan at the top of 

same was a tome roughly the same length as War and Peace. Oh happy day that we could revert to the old fash-

ioned method with relative ease! When cruising it is easy to develop a reliance on electronic nav aids, and suc-

cumb to the warm and clement weather and forget the need for efficient log keeping. My advice is “Don’t.”  

We approached St. Peterport (rapidly, courtesy the Alderney Race!) smack on low water and radio’d the harbour 

authorities to enquire if a mooring was available. 

 “What do you draw?” they asked, and upon being told there was brief discussion about whether or not we 

could manage to avoid taking the keel off on the sill at the mouth of the inner harbour. A small boat arrived and we 

were told to follow him, which we did, carefully, past the waiting queue of bigger boats with chagrined skippers, 

and soon found ourselves moored up alongside the road in the centre of the town. If you have never visited St. 

Peterport, I would advise remedying that at the first opportunity. To cut a long story short, we spent 5 glorious 

days on the Island, which boasts a subsidised bus service of the hop on, hop off variety which is a boon to visiting 

yachtsmen and women, a market which is great fun to just mooch about in and being a bit further south than say, 

Manchester, a good deal warmer. There are of course downsides to sailing in the Channel Islands, one being that 

unlike the English East coast the waves tend to have lumps in which makes navigational errors somewhat excit-

ing, compounded by massive tides which can trap the unwary in a vice like grip. I didn ’t mind, I’ve always been a 

lazy sailor and happy to wait for favourable tides whenever possible. 

The younger people on board were enjoying life to the full on the enchanted Isles, and long days at the beach on 

various islands, exploring the Marine Life centre, learning something of the wartime history of the Channel Islands, 

and generally behaving like seasoned mariners passed the days rapidly. All good things must draw to a close sad-

ly, and we cast off at the end of our few days vowing to new found friends that we would be back ere long, and set 

sail for Alderney for an overnighter at Braye before heading for home waters. Interestingly, when we got to Braye 

we found it shut because of some silly game of football called the World Cup. Pam remarked that if a ball was giv-

en to every player, they wouldn’t have to fight over possession of it, thus saving all that rushing about and swear-

ing. Hmm. 

The forecast was good for the foreseeable future and we decided to head for Cornwall for no better reason than 

we could, and so once again cast ourselves on Poseidon’s mercy and set off for our first landfall of Weymouth. 

The sun continued to shine and the winds were officially light and variable, in actuality non-existent, necessitating 

a motor sail all the way over, well the batteries needed charging anyway! The sail could be summarised by Jen 

lad’s entry in the log which read “Wind Easterly, force 1-2, sea calm, Jed’s a happy bunny.” And he was, the boat 

was behaving impeccably, the crew was relaxed and happy, and we still had ages to go before swinging her head 

east and north for a return to Lowestoft. 

We arrived in Weymouth with little drama, moored up and Oli and I set off in search of the showers which involved 

a walk over the bridge to the town Sailing Club. On our way past one of the quayside pubs we noticed a bunch of 

youngsters sat at tables outside in the evening sun. I should point out that I was wearing my trade mark Breton 

cap and sporting a longer than normal beard and was very obviously a sailor of some description. One of the 

youngsters shouted to us “Hey, mate, c’mere!”I obliged, as you do, he looked me up and down and said “I just 

wanted to tell you,” he paused for dramatic effect, “I love your fish fingers!”  Laugh? I nearly bought a round! That 

put me in mind of an incident at home when two young lads had watched us arriving back from Lowestoft one day, 

me again sporting a bushy beard and my trusty Breton cap, and as I turned to walk into the house one turned to 

his mate and in a stage whisper announced “During the war...” It had never occurred to me that I in any way re-

sembled the late and much lamented Buster Merrifield from Only Fools and Horses, but a quick look in the mirror 

confirmed it I’m afraid. Oh well c’est la bleeding vie. 

Our next port of call was Salcombe , a beautiful town nestling on the Devon coastline, and we once more found 

the town quay and moored up. We were a little low on Bread , milk and sugar so dinghyed into the town to seek 

out the local shops. Our dinghy is not huge and and Pam sat in the bow, Ollie amidships and the skipper on the 

starboard pontoon. Ollie reported that he could hear a hissing sound.  

“No,” I said, “it’s just your imagination.”  A short while later a damp sensation crept north through my jeans, and I 

was forced to admit our brand new dinghy had sprung a leak and was slowly deflating. Not what you want to dis-

cover with the best part of a mile to  run to 
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Destination, and the throttle was opened wide and a race ensued between swimming the last bit and total col-

lapse of the evil thing. We won! However, on reaching shore I discovered that the repair kit was aboard “Friday 

Smile”. There is an old flying adage that the three most useless things to a pilot are runway behind him, fuel in the 

bowser and sky above him, and now sailing had an equivalent.  

When we went looking for a shop, we were in for a surprise. We marched up and down the length of the town and 

could see not a sign of a shop with provisions, but plenty of Fat Face and similar boutiques. Now, as you are no 

doubt aware I am slave to fashion, but to staple foods more so, and in desperation we asked at an Estate Agents 

(also in profusion) and were told “Nothing like that round here, you’ll have to get the bus to Kingswear.” So we did.  

Now I’m sure that the weather was not predicted, and as we set off for Falmouth, the wind was quite lively with a 

large rolling swell which made the crossing of the bar a bit exciting. All sorts of horrendous tales were running 

through my mind at this stage, but the one having most impact was the sinking of the Salcombe lifeboat on this 

self same bar with catastrophic loss of life some years back, and they were a boat full of seasoned professionals 

with a wealth of both local knowledge and experience, whilst I was a rank amateur with a relatively inexperienced 

crew. And then the fog arrived, how I don’t know in that wind, but there it was. I was on the verge of giving instruc-

tions to go about and scuttle back to Salcombe, when we were overtaken by a smaller boat with a skipper who 

seemed to be reveling in the conditions. 

“If he can do it, so can we.” I heard myself say, and on we went. My decision was prompted by the need to go 

through the chop on the bar before turning, not wishing to present my broadside to the waves, and by the promise 

of better weather on the way, which arrived in short order. The fog was fairly thick for the first few hours, and 

whilst on course through it, we heard the somber sound of a foghorn. I was astonished how disorientating sound 

is when it has to penetrate fog, and not having radar in those days did what I thought was the sensible thing as it 

seemed to be getting closer, and dispatched Pam down below to radio our position, course and speed in the hope 

of eliciting a response. No chance, whatever vessel it was was intent on maintaining radio silence. It was only 

then that I noticed on the charts the position of the Eddystone lighthouse, and ceased our calling it in the hope 

that it would alter course and stay clear of us, and opted for embarrassed silence and mooted the idea of chang-

ing the name of our boat to avoid giggles and knowing smirks when next we went ashore. 

We duly arrived in Falmouth and made for the town quay, which unlike the marina was mostly empty. Nestled 

snugly a short distance from the exit to the town, we set about the serious business of enjoying ourselves and 

reveled in the delights of the port. We had previously visited the town by road and were singularly unimpressed, 

but when arriving by sea the whole aspect alters, and what had seemed like Rotherham with water turned into a 

magical port full of exciting (to Pam) shops, wonderful places to eat, and even a magic lantern palace. I was in 

clover! We had accomplished a major trip without mishap, the crew were still speaking to each other and the boat 

was behaving herself wonderfully. There was one incident which rankled. The cook reported to the captain/

engineer that the cold water pump was refusing to function, and would he please put the guitar away and fix it? I 

tried and tried but the repair was beyond me, so set off to the nearest Chandlery to buy a replacement pump. I 

returned to Friday smile and fitted the new pump, only to discover that it was “Faulty”, and was just about to go 

and harangue the Chandlers, when I noticed the fridge had not been turned to 240v and was still on 12v. Realisa-

tion dawned and the problem solved by changing over the batteries and being met with the thing whirring away 

like a good ‘un and pumping water in all directions. Anybody want to buy a new pump? 

We played about on the rivers, estuary and bay for a few days, until Pam thought it would be a good wheeze to 

pop down to the Isles of Scilly and annoy them for a few days. However, a look at the weather map had me worry-

ing that the wonderful weather we had been enjoying was due to change in a week or so, and that we would be 

wise to start the return journey to Lowestoft. We said our goodbyes and set off East. The first port of call was the 

river Yealm, and as we were set on course to enter the river, Oli reported seeing a creature in the water, and 

would I go and identify it please? It clearly wasn’t a Kraken or even an Orca so I felt ok to undertake the mission, 

and was able to confirm our first ever sighting of a juvenile Leatherback Turtle, clearly more lost than I was. We 

followed him for a while and then headed up the Yealm to find yet another town quay and made ourselves com-

fortable for the night. A run ashore to the local pub ensured a noisy night, and then back to the boat to sleep, per-

chance to dream of Krakens, Orcas and Leatherbacks. 
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Shortly after dawn the next morning, we made ready for sea, 

slipped moorings and headed down the Yealm. One of my favour-

ite books as a child was “The Wind in the Willows” by Kenneth 

Graham, and there is one chapter called “The Piper at the Gates 

of Dawn.” Which has held a fascination for me down the years, 

and that morning I felt like the eponymous piper. The sun peeked 

coyly through the early morning mists, and the wooded banks 

reached down to touch the slow ripple of water, the moment was 

so magical neither Pam nor I spoke for fear of disrupting the calm 

and peace, even Oli put down his Gameboy for an all too brief 

second and was caught up  in the timeless beauty arrayed before 

us. We exited the river turned her head to the East and made 

tracks for Brixham. 

As we turned into Tor Bay, we saw a small motor boat with the occupants waving frantically and motored over to 

see what the problem was? A young couple, the girl clearly quite concerned, explained that they had run out of 

fuel, and could we oblige them with a tow as they could not make way against the tide? We passed them a line 

and began the journey to Brixham. Pam made them a cup of tea and we all chatted happily. “Where are you 

mooring?” the lad asked, “We thought we’d go into the marina tonight, as we could do with a shower.” I replied, 

“don’t do that,” he said, “the town quay is way cheaper, I can give you the code for the toilets.” So we followed 

sage advice and did just that. On arrival, I radio’d the harbour master and told him our name, where we were and 

asked how much we owed him? the reply came back that he would pop over and complete the business. I con-

tacted him every day and always got the same answer, and on the last day I again contacted him and said we 

had to be under way, so left our details so that we could pay our bill as soon as it arrived. It never did, and I have 

a suspicion the young lad was related to him.  

. We sauntered our happy way East, stopping a couple of times on the way and eventually put into Lymington. 

Tempus had fugited all too quickly and we were know into “silly season” with the Solent crowded to the point of 

bursting, and the planned stop at the town quay gave way to squeezing into the marina. On the other side of the 

Hammerhead pontoon was what I can only describe as a floating Gin Palace with, I kid you not, 5 decks! The 

owner was tinkering about with the beast, and I sauntered over and told him he shouldn ’t be embarrassed park-

ing that tatty old thing next to our beautiful boat. I’m sure it still had the wrapping paper on it. We chatted, and he 

asked where we were from and bound? I told him Lowestoft and Lowestoft, and he asked where we next stop-

ping? “Not a clue,” I said, “It rather depends on wind, weather and how we feel.” He looked at me wistfully and 

said “I wish I could do that.” It had never really occurred to me that owners of leviathans like his could not just roll 

up and moor where they felt like, it all had to be carefully planned and booked. I think I prefer the life of water 

gypsies like us 

Off we went next morning, and were glad to exit the Solent which somewhat resembled the M25 on a wet day, 

and turned in the general direction of Lowestoft. The weather stayed ok for most of the journey, but got a little 

brisk as we left Black Deep and headed for the Naze, and following a night at Levington left the next morning in a 

very brisk South Westerly for the final leg. The wheel came off the weather as we rounded Orford Ness and went 

outside Aldeburgh Ridge, and for the first time that whole trip, we reefed and ran before a large sea building from 

the south, and feeling very exhilarated by the whole experience skidded round the corner into Lowestoft. 

In conclusion, we had had the most fantastic sail we have ever had, the boat returned with all crew happy, and 

behaving herself immaculately, and we settled down for one last night on board before heading home to Fram-

lingham with a bucketful of memories. If I lose my marbles completely, the last memory to exit will undoubtedly 

be of the early morning sail down the Yealm with the mist lying in pockets on the river and complete stillness and 

calm pervading every inch of that beautiful river. 

So there you have it! Not a disaster in sight, and not even an argument to ruin the trip, everything like clockwork, 

not a navigational disaster or even error, and memories which the years have not dimmed nor will they ever. Fly-

ing? Who needs it!     

 

Jed Stone                                                                            
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FOR THOSE WHO HAVE GONE BEFORE US 

 

A sheer haze envelops stars 

Holding the ocean in the night 

Breathless – Quiet 

A calm -  before  the turning of the tide 

In the darkest hour, keep a good light 

 

Daylight washes in - to change the darkness into light 

Tides will cover sands that once stood open to the night 

Though the currents carry me away beyond the known 

I believe the tide will turn once more 

And carry me back home 

 

Wind sweeps through my soul and carries troubles to the sky 

Breathe them all – into my heart 

And wish them all goodbye 

I stand alone – my favourite place 

And wish you by my side 

 

ANON 

Sent in by Mike Kippin 
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PLASTICS 

 

Like many of us, on many occasions I have often wondered why there is so much unnecessary plastic packaging 

on many of the products we buy; how there is far too much plastic littering our waterways, seas, coasts and coun-

tryside; and how we can reduce its usage and the pollution created by it. 

I recently read the book ‘How to Give up Plastic’ by Will McCallum (data below is from 2018) and thought I would 

share some of it, to make us think a bit more. 

So… a few statistics, taken from the book – no, I haven’t checked them out!! 

Less than half of the 13 billion plastic bottles that the British throw away every year are recycled.  

Coca-Cola, the world’s largest producer of drinks sold in plastic bottles, estimates that it produces over 120 

billion a year – that’s enough, if laid end to end, to go round the circumference of the earth nearly 700 

times…!!!!! (How many??!!) 

The annual international coastal clean-up produce an annual report revealing the most-found plastic items 

found on beaches in over a hundred countries. Every year the results are roughly the same and top of 

the list are cigarette butts! 

Over 90% of seabirds are likely to have plastic in their guts 

It is estimated that there is around 150 million tonnes of plastic in the ocean. It is also estimated that at  the 

rate we are increasing production, plastic could outweigh fish in the ocean by 2050 

It is currently estimated that between 4.8 and 12.7 million tonnes of plastic waste enter the oceans every 

year. That’s almost a rubbish truck every minute; and it is estimated that the amount of plastic entering 

the ocean could treble in the next 10 years 

This comes from: 

Micro-fibres through washing our clothes (roughly a third of the total) 

Plastic litter blowing into waterways being carried out to sea 

Plastic not being recycled and ending up in landfill sites that leak into the sea etc 

It takes years 450 years for a plastic bottle to break down in the ocean 

80% of plastic in the ocean originates on land 

Worrying huh?! 

So why are the majority of supermarket vegetables covered in plastic? 

Why does a cabbage need to be wrapped?  

Why do we buy so much bottled water in a country where our drinking water is safe? 

Maybe we should take all the unnecessary plastic off our food and leave it at the supermarket …? 

We should all use a reusable coffee cup for takeaway drinks. 

Maybe try shampoo, toothpaste etc which are plastic free…..  

Why aren’t there more shops where we can refill our own containers with both food and non-food products? 

Your  thoughts……..? 

 

Val Buck 
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QUIZ ANSWERS 

 

EAST COAST RIVERS. 

1. Deben 

2. Colne 

3. Crouch 

4. Orwell 

5. Medway 

6. Blythe 

7. Alde 

8. Thames 

 

THANK YOU 

My thanks, once again, to all our contributors who make Under Way what it is.  

Lynda Ramsden * Alan Ramsden * Peter George * Colin Bale* Tony Meacock * Richard Reeve * Sandra Gay * 

Eric Richardson * Chris & Lorraine Marchant * Mike Kippin * Paul Allerton * Dick Jordan * Ted Eyers * 

Colin & Chris Coe * Paul Gray * Jed Stone *  

 

 

QUASHING RUMOURS 

 

Due to current pressures on the Prison Service, the Government is considering re-introducing prison ships. 

They were used in the early nineteenth century and the last prison ship HMS Weare was moored off Weymouth 

from 1997 to 2006. 

 

Just to reassure members that there is absolutely no truth in the rumour that all leisure craft over ten meters 

with strong padlocks will be commandeered for service by G4S. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Colin Arnold 

       H.M.P. 

 

  LAKE LOTHING 

 

All visitors to report to the       

LCC Commodore 

   H.M.P. 

LAKE LOTHING 

All visitors to report to the              

LCC Commodore 
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