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EDITORIAL 

 

What an unprecedented year for Lowestoft Cruising Club.  The Covid19 pandemic and its ef-

fects on the entire globe have been well and exhaustively documented. For many of our mem-

bers it was total lock-down and difficult decisions for the Management Committee. The AGM 

attendance failed to reach a quorum, Lift-In was cancelled, severe restrictions using the Club’s 

facilities, the social calendar abandoned, the sailing programme cancelled and the regular Committee meetings 

relegated to disembodied ‘Zoom’ links. As a fairly disorganised, do-it-tomorrow, back of an envelope man I have 

regard and appreciation for those with an efficiency I lack. So thanks to those members who have given up their 

time and energies in trying to guide the Club through these difficult times. 

 

So what have we for you in this edition of Under Way? Late Spring when coronavirus was at its height I sent out 

what I call my begging letters asking members what they were getting up to in lock-down and I’m sure you will en-

joy the very varied responses that are published under the title “What Did You Do During The Covid War, Daddy?” 

Chris and Lorraine have completed their Atlantic crossing and Peter and Averil’s boat ‘Granny Knot’ is having ad-

ventures with a different skipper. A cracking word search—Lance, the work experience lad from the office, has 

pulled out all the stops. And do try to calculate how long it took Mike Kippin to write a response to the editor ’s chal-

lenge and supply the photographs as well. If, when checking your boat on the pontoon, you spot a sleek, black car-

nivore powering through the water with mullet in its sights –read Dick Houghton’s article. 

 

As for the Spring edition 2021. The editor takes issue with so called ‘life styles’ and Lance has promised a cross-

word—sounds a bit ambitious to me. I’m looking for castaways on our desert island and also more queues outside 

the confessional box. After a very unusual 2020 and what is likely to be a long winter I’d like your thoughts on the 

very best sail you’ve had. I think reminiscences will help to remind us all of what we’ve been missing. Emails, let-

ters and the like to the usual address. 

 

Personal bit coming up. When I was working in schools I would get hot under the collar when walking through Nor-

wich on the first day of the Summer holiday and there would be Marks and Spencer’s main window display adver-

tising ‘Back to School Wear’  In WHSmiths there were shelves of school notebooks, pencil cases and geometry 

kits. Or I’d be sitting in the August sunshine and the postman would deliver a Christmas card catalogue. “Please 

stop, I’m trying to enjoy the moment!” I’d be shouting in my head. 

It doesn’t change so I’m taking a long shot (at least two months) and wish all our readers, whatever new re-

strictions might be imposed, a peaceful Christmas and hopes for a better 2021. 

 

Colin Arnold 

 

              

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                   Andrew Dibben                                                                   Thompson Gallery            
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Seath Instruments (1992) 

Ltd. 

Certificated Magnetic Compass Adjust-

ers MCA approved. 

Sales and service of compasses and traditional marine instruments.    

Marine Charts and Publications supplied. 

Manufacturers of HAZTEC Gas Alarm & Control Systems 

Detection of LPG & CO from one control panel. Auto shut off in the event of 

alarm. 

Unique No-Volt latching gas valve available. Standard gas valves available up to 

½” BSP 

 Personal Gas Monitors supplied, serviced and Calibrated. We are agents 

for BW gas monitors and can repair, calibrate and issue certificate. 

 

Unit 30 Colville Road Works, Lowestoft. NR339QS.  info@seath-haztec.com. 

www.seath-haztec.com . Tel: 01502573811, 07889124503 

Essex Office: 71, Pretoria Road, Romford, Essex. RM77AX. Tel: 07966005357 

  

mailto:info@seath-haztec.com


 7 

COMMODORE’S REPORT 

 

 

What strange and unprecedented times we have found ourselves in since March this year. 

These are difficult and testing times for us all. First, I would like to thank each and every 

one of you for your patience and understanding during this challenging and worrying peri-

od. Coronavirus is going to be with us for some considerable time, and I am certain you are 

as disappointed as I am that we had to temporarily suspend all LCC activity. I trust that you 

will agree that it was the right course of action at the right time and we were very fortunate 

to have a group of club members who using government directives and guidance from the RYA formed our Covid-

19 sub group. Committee member Ian Seath was instrumental in forming a group to write guidelines for us as a 

club on the impact and implications of C-19 and the Covid -19 sub group was formed from that point. I appreciate 

the enormous disruption that this has caused to the majority of our members, and also the void in our lives left by 

the withdrawal of something we hold enormously dear, our boats and boating life.  

 

There is much talk in business circles about the benefits of disruptors. Events which bring about a re-examination 

of how and why things are done in this or that particular way. It cannot be denied that C-19 has been perhaps the 

biggest disruptor since the internet was invented. For those that can, many people are finding that they work rather 

well from home. This situation has brought about how our monthly committee meetings are achieved using social 

distancing. The ease of Zoom from the comfort of ones own surroundings seems to me to be a much better option 

than driving for one and a half hours on a freezing cold evening to meet ones obligations on committee. This meth-

od of communication would also perhaps open up our doors to those members who live too far away to volunteer 

to serve on committee. Food for thought. So, with lockdown in place we made the decision as a committee to hold 

our monthly committee meetings via Zoom. Initially we used the free 40 minute sessions but it soon became evi-

dent that 40 minutes was not long enough to cover the committee agenda and as it looked as if we were in for the 

long haul with meeting this way a decision was made to purchase a years subscription. 

 

It has worked very well and unless social distancing changes it will be the format for all of our meetings for the fore-

seeable future. While on the subject of committee we find ourselves short yet again with vacant positions. I hear 

lots of advice telling me what we should be doing and saying so why not come forward and offer your services to 

help run your club. I am also being continually told that certain members have spent too long on committee but 

what I am not getting are volunteers coming forward to make a contribution.  

THIRD CROSSING It was good news to hear that a £94 million plan to build the towns Third Crossing of Lake 

Lothing was recently approved by the Department of Transport. Work to approve the third crossing, in a bid to im-

prove access to Lowestoft has been underway since 2015. A decision was originally expected in December 2019, 

but it was postponed due to the General Election. On behalf of myself and the committee I would like to place on 

record my thanks to David Bennett who has read every single document, completed every questionnaire and con-

tributed to the discussions and decisions which could impact LCC on behalf of the club.  

 

LIFT IN AND OUT Lifting in the boats with social distancing being adhered to presented in itself an issue. A group 

of 7 members initially approached a local company for a private lift. Eventually 17 boats were lifted in in June by 

WaveTrade. At the time of my writing this report Autumn Lift Out has been arranged for November 5th again using 

WaveTrade. The committee has made the decision that the evaluation of a Lift In and Lift Out using an outside 

contractor will be made and then taken to AGM for discussion and validation.  

SOCIAL SCENE Initially the Lift In Supper was cancelled because of the impact of C-19 which was the start of our 

non-existent social activities this year. All social activities were in place to go ahead if we had been able to pro-

ceed. We have 26 members without boats who do enjoy the social side of the club, so I think it important that their 

needs are taken into consideration. Although no volunteer had come forward to take on the role of Social Secretary 

at AGM, I had twisted my wife’s arm to coordinate social events for the year. Chris has the ability to find volunteers 

to help her and we were very fortunate to have virtually all events on this year ’s calendar covered. My personal 

thanks to all members who made contact and volunteered to host a function. Hopefully next year we can all meet 

socially again. 
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AGM PLANNING WITH SOCIAL DISTANCING I have been speaking with our colleagues at the Royal Norfolk and 

Suffolk Yacht Club with regards to our booking for the AGM 2021 on March 12th . Because of the current situation 

they will not confirm our booking so the committee are currently discussing how we can hold a socially distanced 

AGM. 

 

AGM. PHOTOGRAPHIC COMPETITION The Club photographic Competition is running so a winner can be cho-

sen by the 2019 winner Ted Eyers. With no Annual Dinner this year to present awards they will be announced in 

the New Year. All entries using jpeg please to be forwarded to the secretary@lowestoftcruisingclub.co.uk. No more 

than 5 entries per member and please name your entry as the judge is sent the entries anonymously. 

 

BEXFIELD AWARD Colin the Editor of Underway was way ahead of me this year as he has already sent me his 

nomination in for the Bexfield Award. This award goes to the person who Colin considers has contributed regularly 

to Underway.  

All trophies that can be awarded this year will be announced in the Spring edition of Underway.  

We have a magnificent club and whilst the Committee can seem cumbersome at times, and very often receives 

unfair criticism everything is done for a purpose. The Club needs your support, flexibility and patience over the 

coming months to help each other through these turbulent times. With sailing we have weathered many storms at 

LCC in the club’s history. It will weather this one too, and we will emerge ready for the challenges of what I suspect 

a very different world. Please look after yourselves and I trust we can get back to normality in the not too distant 

future. 

 I wish you and your family good health and happiness and if we do not meet before Christmas may I wish you a 

very peaceful festive period and my hopes for a brighter more positive  2021. 

Colin Coe 

Commodore 
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REAR COMMODORE’S REPORT 

 

I am glad that the lift in of some boats earlier this year went ahead despite the opposition from a 

few members. It enabled the enjoyment of sailing to be had by skippers and crew in the reduced 

season. 

In view of the restrictions caused by Covid this must by necessity be the shortest RearCommdore report made. 

However, seven boats sailed to Harwich on 26th.July and luckily a viscious rain squall didn ’t hit the boats until we 

were well into harbour. 

Thereafter boats dispersed to the Deben, Walton and Frinton, Brightlingsea ans Bradwell. 

Some of us did go into Tichmarsh marina and restaurant/bar but in view of the virus threat I felt uneasy being in-

side. Who can tell what 2021 will reveal. At the moment I see little point in planning a sailing programme but on the 

other hand we can dream about the places we would like to sail to next year. 

Keep safe and as healthy as can be. 

John Cooper 

 

 

 

SECRETARY’S REFLECTIONS 

This is one Club role I have never aspired to or wanted.  But, for some time, we have had either a  

succession of members standing in for short periods and, for various reasons, having to resign or  

unfortunately no one actually in post.  I was persuaded to have a go.  This has come at probably 

 the most challenging time in the Club’s history.  Decisions have had to be made in the interest of  

the Club as a whole and its members in particular, all in accordance with the changing Government restrictions.  

Some unjustified criticism and rumours have circulated, but those who have started and circulated such opinions 

have not brought forward any alternatives.  Perhaps, as there are vacancies they would like to volunteer for the 

committee and assist in the running of the Club. 

At the start of the season, and in a very unknown and frustrating period, we had the difficult decision as to whether 

to cancel or go ahead with the annual lift in.  Fortunately the correct decision was made a week before the Govern-

ment closed the Club on the 23rd March.  When restrictions were eased a subcommittee were able to arrange a 

successful lift in for several boats using a local crane company to carry out the work. 

With the lockdown it has enabled all of the important Club documentation to be stored on the Club ’s computer and 

the Cloud.  More information is also now available in the members’ section of our website and Greg Newton, the 

Webmaster has done a great job in updating and refining the site.  Clearly, with all the restrictions now in place it is 

impossible to hold normal meetings and whilst the first meeting was held with a minimum number of socially dis-

tancing members in the Clubroom all others have been held on a Zoom basis, though not everyone is comfortable 

with this format. 

Last AGM was held right at the start of the pandemic, consequently there was a reluctance to attend.  It would ap-

pear that holding the 2021 AGM as required by our Constitution will be very difficult, if not impossible.  Many Clubs 

and organisations at the moment are actually cancelling their AGMs.  We, however, are seeking alternative ways to 

hold an AGM which may have to be in the spirit of the constitution and in perhaps an email format.  Further details 

will be forwarded nearer the time, but in the meantime we would be pleased to receive any suggestions. 

Paul Gray 
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TREASURER’S REPORT 

 

As the Club’s income is almost entirely from you its members, Covid19 has had little effect in this respect. Unlike 
some other clubs, we have chosen not to make a reduction in our fees and charges to compensate for the loss of 
access and use of facilities. We have, however, understandably had little income from visitors but our Under Way 
advertisements have produced a handsome £725.00 thanks to the efforts of our Advertising Manager, Lynda 
Ramsden. 

 

With regard to expenditure, the slip trolley has been repainted with a further protective coating which involved 
transport for the work to be carried out. The sandblasting and treatment cost £1572.00 and the transport cost 
£1800.00. 

Fergie, the digger, has had a new cab floor costing £1560.00 and a cover to prevent further corrosion for £463.00. 

The pontoons require continual maintenance and new decking has been purchased for £1226.00. 

in order to maintain communication for management committee meetings, a Zoom communication system has 
been purchased for £143.00. 

 

i am happy to report that the Club remains solvent despite these difficult times. However, and 
as always, if you require any further information regarding the Club’s accounts you are wel-
come to get in touch. 

Above all, please stay safe.  

Peter. 

 

MOORINGS OFFICER’S REPORT 

 

Well hello each and everyone of you.  What an eventful few months since Covid -19 knocked us all off our feet.  
One may think that the Moorings Officer has been redundant with Covid-19 but please think again.  

 

Even with being in strict medical isolation with Ave for 16 weeks my phone never stopped ringing with requests to 
use the Winch.  Whilst talking about the Winch it is vital that you contact me to book the Winch and Crane before 
you use it.  It is important for me to know the names of both skipper and the Winch operator for my records. A 
phone call or text will suffice as the Mooring Officers phone is with me 24/7. If I’m not around, and to prevent me 
chasing you, please leave your payment in an envelope addressed to me in the safe which can be found in the 
gatehouse. 

 

Since the government restrictions were changed permitting a bit more freedom, and RYA guidelines were eased I 
have been inundated with requests for moorings.  A vote from the membership resulted in us permitting visitors 
with restrictions.  I also have presently several long stay visitors who wish to moor with us over the winter months. 

 

We are a self help club and as I have said many times before the pontoons require regular maintenance.  C-19 
has a lot to answer for, as together with the weather, this has been delayed.  Now restrictions are a bit easier 
hopefully as a club and some willing helpers we can address the pontoon maintenance. 

 

We have a few enquiries for membership and it would be nice to encourage some younger members as we all 
continue to get older.  Unfortunately as the club is not functioning at full capacity and with social distancing require-
ments, no regular work parties or social events are happening so the opportunity of them obtain-
ing the required proposer and seconder are very restricted. 

I would like to thank everyone who has helped me and kept me informed as I appreciate it.  
2020 has been a very difficult and trying year for us all so let’s hope 2021 brings us all new 
hope. 

     Peter Hytch                                                                                                                   
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SOCIAL SCENE 

 

Colin A our enthusiastic Underway editor has just told the Commodore we have no social report this autumn.  So 
as I had been more than gently persuaded by the boss into coordinating events in the absence of a Social Sec-
retary, and with just two days before the deadline for submission here goes….. 

 

As I’m also Data Controller I am very aware we have nearly 30 memberships of the club without boats.  Mem-
bers who still enjoy the friendships they have made over the years at LCC.  Holding regular social activities 
therefore is important enabling us all to get together, use the great Club facilities, share stories, catch up on all 
the news, enjoy nice food, maybe some music and a drink or two.   

 

No sooner had the vacancy been mentioned at AGM Colin had a member approach him as we were leaving with 
the offer to host the MacMillan Coffee Morning.  Word soon got around and I had offers of help, or used a bit of 
gentle coercion, and most of the events were covered.  Ideas were muted around and speakers were booked, so 
we were all set to go.  

 

Along came lockdown from Coronavirus which has brought about many changes in the way we lead our lives but 
I was always taught that out of a negative many positives can be found.  

 

I wasn’t disappointed, but then in my nearly 20 years of being a member of this fantastic club, members are 
around offering their help.  Colin and I have made some long lasting friendships so a very big thank you to those 
members who had come forward offering their services.  It wasn’t to be this year but your offers of help and kind-
ness will not be forgotten.   

Maybe next year……….. 

 

Best wishes to you all, 

Chris Coe 
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WHAT DID YOU DO DURING THE COVID WAR, DADDY? 

 

Back in early May I let it be known that I was after accounts of what members had 

been up to during the Coronavirus pandemic. There was the possibility that we 

were all bored out of our skulls and beginning to climb the walls. Judge for your-

selves—boring, innovative, funny, inventive, sleep-inducing? 

I’m very grateful to all the incarcerated individuals who replied. 

A neighbour of mine shouted over the fence of his lock-down achievement that he 

now had the cleanest, most organised cutlery drawer in Christendom. 

I’m sure you will recognise some of our enforced activities in the following accounts. 

I was going to say, We’re all in the same boat,” but that would be insensitive. 

 

For me the kitchen table has been occupied by an irritable jigsaw and I had thought 

about finding my watercolour box but painted the fence instead and completed a concrete base for a garden build-

ing (shed) . Having done that I read the small print about sheds which says no planning permission required un-

less one lives in a conservation area. And guess what……… 

Paul Gray 

 

Have sorted and tidied the loft and crawl space store.  Similarly the garage and workshop and have binned all 

those items that will "come in handy" some day.  Even painted the floor of the workshop and garage with two 

coats.  Done virtually all those jobs which "I will get around to one day".  Even sorted out my study and filled up 

the blue bin and three gorilla tubs of old paperwork.  The shredder worked overtime and overheated at least on 

three occasions.  Ebay is wonderful and am now on first name terms with the postie and the delivery drivers. 

.I have  kept busy and it wasn't till week 6 that we finally got round to cleaning and polishing the cars and the van.   
Getting rid of all the redundant materials is a problem and it is all stacked up waiting for the council refuse centre 

top reopen.  

Garden is immaculate and the bees are all happy with freshly painted homes. 

 

I haven't found the lockdown too onerous and we have settled into an easy routine.  Though on a personal groom-

ing aspect with hair growing at a rate of 1/2" per month, if we have to stay at home for the full 6 months then I 

have a decision to make on whether with the extra 3" will I be sporting a trendy pony tail or resort to the ubiquitous 

pudding basin coiffure.   

For exercise I normally walk a lot or wobble about on my bicycle but that's out so I found myself a book called 

"Yoga for Stress Relief" I have been putting myself through it for the past three weeks and I can tell you it works 

- the stress relief is amazing when you stop, come out of the Corpse Position (Sharasana) and stagger onto the 

sofa to recover. 

A friend of mine, a retired country rector, is teaching his 92 year old neighbour to knit by shouting instructions 

over the fence. Another friend, a bit of a political revolutionary, is quietly planning the rebellion post Covid19. 

He's too old to climb the barricades but he knows precisely where they will be. 

Colin Arnold 

Some of our boats are out of bounds, numbers of us are limited to house and garden, some allowed out for 

essential shopping and a bit of exercise, but I imagine most of us have a little more time on our hands 

So........."What Did You Do During The Covid War Daddy/Mummy?" 
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We have discovered virtual social meetings with all the family and especially the grandchildren via "WhatsApp" on 

the telephone so not only talking but visual as well.  This has also proved very useful for my weekly French lan-

guage Café meeting via "Zoom" on the laptop where we can continue our lessons from the comfort of our own 

homes. 
We appear to be on the exercise route for the walkers and cyclists in this area.  Especially the dogs, many of whom 

I haven't seen before, they are getting a lot of extended walkies.  I cannot help thinking that there will be many a 

disappointed canines when things get back to normality.  There may be business opening for dog therapy. 
As you know I keep bees.  For some time my mind's drawing board has been designing a method to easily catch 

the swarms that inevitably occur each year.  This forced stay at home has provided the ideal opportunity for me to 

experiment and start building it.  It consists of a large box, a spout at each end, one to collect the bees and the oth-

er on which to attach a vacuum cleaner.  To stop the bees becoming intimate with the dust bag, I have introduced a 

filter to contain them in the box.  This feature proved to be the most challenging, the first being metal and too fine 

and thereby restricting the suction pressure.  Finally the mark 4 version sported a net material and different diame-

ter spouts to balance the pressure.  The one challenge is that I do need a electric supply nearby.  Nevertheless this 

has proved so successful that, whilst I am only allowed two hives in the garden, these have now been increased to 

5, much to Susan's chagrin. 
The major drawbacks during lockdown I have found to be is the difficulty in obtaining certain materials and that the 

council decided to discontinue the garden waste collections, even though we do pay extra for this facility.  I am an 

avid grass mower and generate a lot of clippings so I hope that the green bin collections are resumed before we 

are covered and choked by a mountain of greenery. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

And what about you, Dick Jordan? 

We escaped France by the skin of our teeth on the last ferry out of St.Malo and went straight into lock-down. How-

ever, it’s been a very productive time catching up with all the jobs we’ve been putting off to go sailing and visiting 

family To date we’ve creosoted the back fence both sides, refurbished the summer house roof, used 350 blocks 

and  ten bags of concrete to replace the rotten wooden lawn edging, sorted out redundant paperwork, hung new 

curtains and hung pictures. 

Jobs left to do that we know of: creosote the rest of the fence and shed, put up new fence behind the summer 

house, paint the kitchen, slab out the back of the summer house, tidy up behind the garage, sort garage and shed 

contents, sort out roof contents, get to grips with our new smart television which is smarter than me!  

Hopefully this house arrest will last long enough to complete everything so we can have a rest at sometime.  

I think that if the virus doesn’t get me the jobs will! 
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And what about you  Carl Buck? 

May,1st. 2020 

What we’ve been up to during the pandemic is to have written and uploaded a travel ebook 

to Amazon, “World Tour Stories” by Carl and Trina Buck. 

I have a few paperbacks if any one wants, but  the ebook is the most reasonably priced way 

to get a copy. Readable on any Ipad, phone or laptop. You may need the free   Kindle app. 

The link is:  

https://www.amazon.in/World-Tour-Stories-Carl-Trina-ebook/dp/B086RLHVLV 

 

Our boat is in Stockholm so we are working on our next book now, ‘The Sailing Book’. Maybe done in the next 

week or so as ebook only. 

 

 

Now, I don’t suppose Jed Stone has been idle? 

 

I have heard it said that the Great Fire of London, apart from introducing Samuel 

Pepys to the delights of Pizza, had the simply huge benefit of ridding London of 

the Plague, and that as a direct result of the Titanic trying unsuccessfully to 

change the Blue Ribband from fastest Atlantic crossing to the high hurdles, the law regarding numbers of lifeboats 

and rafts spaces was changed to at least equal that of numbers of passengers and crew. If aggressive behaviour 

on line, simply because we became one step removed from the consequences of our behaviour. Along came Covid 

and overnight we found ourselves facing a common enemy, and a deadly one at that, which rampaged across the 

globe sweeping all before it, and causing us to go from “Oh, they always go over the top at seasonal flu time, to “I 

can’t believe we are in so much danger”, to finish with comparisons between 2020 and 1940 when the plague con-

sisted of Goering’s Luftwaffe.  the Birkenhead had not gone down, how long would it have been before “Women 

and children first” was the accepted rule when abandoning ship? All this preamble is to explain that I am minded to 

feel Covid 19 has had such a global impact that it has changed the way not only that we do things, but fundamen-

tally altered our approach to life in general. 

It is no secret that I have waxed lyrical on many occasions on the (over) use of computers and the dreaded smart 

phone, which I saw as the cause, in my opinion, of a lessening of ability to communicate with our fellow human be-

ings, and social media being responsible for ever more  

It has been remarkable to watch individual responses to a global phenomena, and to see attitudes changing in a 

marvellous way. In the past, a greeting of “How are you?” did not imply that the enquirer had any interest in what 

the respondent actually said, but in 2020 some kind of restitution of value was evident and people did, or at least 

seemed to be, interested in the reply given, i suspect primarily because how that person responded had a bearing 

on our own safety, and in general people became that much more empathic with not only their neighbour but every-

one else as well. The shining example of this and the one which I in common with the rest of the world hold in awe 

and incredulity was the performance of those frontline workers Doctors, nurses, care workers, dustmen, delivery 

people, police, firemen and a myriad of others who showed us the meaning of selfless dedication, stamina and raw 

courage in dealing with the situation. 

 

 

In the face of all those examples I feel disappointment in myself that I could do so little to ease the burden they car-

ried, and standing at my front door clapping seemed to me wildly insufficient payment of the debt we all owe them. 

But I did, do in fact, and hope they can hear me in the general clamour. “They also serve who only stand and wait”, 

and in the best traditions of that phrase I stood and waited and tried my damnedest to not add to the burden. In that 

respect, I will be able to tell my grandchildren that I played with a straight bat being sadly the best I had to offer.  
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I did other things of course, which on the face of it were not directly responsible for much. For example every car-

tridge case in the house is charged and ready to go, ostensibly because I was bored, but also because if this foul 

disease turns into Zombie Apocalypse, all I can say is “Bring it on you un-dead, I’m ready for you!” Young Jen lad 

who I introduced you to in my previous articles, coined the phrase “Zomvid”, and is touchingly confident that I will 

stem the tide from that direction should the need arise. It is however sobering to note that in my capacity as chair-

man of Suffolk County Rifle Association, I was forced to relay to our range officers that the NRA had closed all 

ranges until September, a decision not taken lightly and in conference with Westminster I’m sure. 

Last year Pam and I invested a few hard earned coin of the realm in a Jacuzzi, not you understand anything to 

compare to the beasts you find in hotels and spas, but sufficient to our needs, and we kept the various Health Pro-

fessionals in the family in good spirits by posting pictures of ourselves on “simmer” in the fart water, with a Gin and 

Tonic in hand and a somewhat fascile grin from ear to ear. I’m sure they appreciated it. 

The dog, not being allowed or even showing any desire to join us in said Jacuzzi, found salvation in more walks 

than she is accustomed too, and in previously uncharted territory to add to the excitement, and it has been a source 

of delight to Pam and I, to “discover” some real hidden gems in the depths of Suffolk. Our rambles for the most part 

were in splendid isolation, and we were able to see the county much as Constable did a year or so ago, but when 

other mortal souls were encountered, conversation (at a distance) was invariably pleasant, and furthers my belief 

that we are at least temporarily more inclined to the niceties of life than previously. 

Another interesting facet of enforced isolation was that our folk sessions, or at least some of them, carried on a vir-

tual basis which caused some hilarity. The method was to conference each other, then someone would lead a song 

or tune and all others would join in. We soon discovered that there was a time lag between what you heard and 

your computer catching up with everybody elses. The ensuing cacophony beggared description until we discovered 

that if only the lead player/singer had a mic switched on we could all play and sing along and not cause Cecil Sharp 

to spin in his grave. 

I cannot wrap this up without mentioning that our garden has never looked so good in the boating season, and even 

yours truly was minded to join in the homely fun and push our lawn mower around, although the technical stuff was 

left to the memsahib who excels in that direction. And so good patrons of LCC, that is at least some of what we did 

in Covid 19 days, it only remains for me to wish you the very best for what remains of the boating year, and say 

goodnight with the hope and ambition that next year is going to be amazing! Stay safe all. 

 

NOTHING NEW 

Sent in by Chris and Colin Coe 19th.April. 2020   
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LANCE 

 

 

The office door was kicked open and there was Lance our work experience lad with the ten 

o’clock mugs of tea. 

Regular readers may recall he’d made a quiz for the last edition of ‘Under Way’ but had lost 

the answers. Despite that it hadn’t put him off making an effort and coming up with ideas.  

What can one say about Lance? His reference from school said something like, “Finds learn-

ing a bit of a challenge. Spends too much time in his own little world. Potential employers need to be accommodat-

ing for this unusual teenager and appreciate his cheerful smile.” 

“Do you fink, Boss.”  “Think.” I correct. “Do you th..ink Boss I’ll ever become a communist?” “What?” I say, “Have 

you got the right word?” “I fink—think it might be copulist.” I look at him encouragingly as I sip my tea (Lance 

makes a good brew.) 

“Tell me what the word might mean.” If I could see under his fringe there would be a forehead frowning in concen-

tration. “It’s like... someone  wiv” “With” I correct again.  

Someone with ideas what…..like writes in a newspaper.”  “Do you mean a columnist, Lance?” “Yeah, yeah. That’s 

the one. Col..umn..nist. Fanks Boss. I like it here. You let me try fin..things. I’m sorry about the last quiz but I’ve 

come up wiv another quiz. It came to me when I was wiv Mum down the church.” I had absolutely no idea that he 

went to church. You can see why I keep him on. Lance grinned. 

Apparently before making the morning tea he’d spent time in the stationery cupboard with the old laptop scouring 

Wikipedia for information about knots. Lance waved an A4 sheet of paper covered in neatly written names of knots. 

“I’m goin’ to make either a crossword or a wordsearch for your sailin’ people. But before I start, Boss, I bet I know 

something about knots that you don’t.”  “OK fire away, but make it quick.” 

Lance pushed the hair from his eyes, “What was the original name for the ‘Cut Knot?” I smiled at this display of 

knowledge. “No idea. What was the ‘Cut Knot called?” Lance looked a little sheepish. “I can’t say the word my Mum 

wouldn’t like it but I’ve writ it on the back of my list. “ He held up the A4 sheet. 

Suffice it to say that I explained why we couldn’t possibly use that information in a family sailing magazine even 

though the word was more descriptive of the knot. 

I anticipate with some apprehension what our Lance will come up with for the next edition. 

 

Colin Arnold. 

 

BOOK RECOMMENDATIONS   

 

“EREBUS” The Story of a Ship. 

Michael Palin.  (Publisher: Hutchinson) 

 

In September 2014 the wreck of a sailing vessel was discovered at the bottom of the sea in the frozen waters of 

the Canadian Arctic. It was broken at the stern and covered in a woolly coat of underwater vegetation. 

Its whereabouts had been a mystery for over a century and a half. Its name was HMS Erebus. 

 

The result is Michael Palin’s wonderful, evocative account of one of the most extraordinary adventures of the nine-

teenth century, as imagined by a master explorer and storyteller.                                           Colin Arnold 
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LANCE’S WORDSEARCH 

 

In this edition Lance, our work experience office junior, has been given his head, constructed the wordsearch 

and remembering to add the words to search for. If you have read our previous encounter you will know it ’s all 

about rope knots.                                                                                                                                                                                 

 

K C I R R A C D A E B  

A N C Z B D E J C A O 

U E G R A N N Y C O W 

D F R S T E Y K C U L 

Y X A Q W B V T Y S I 

R E B M I T A B E H N 

Z R P O M E L I K I E 

F S X V N E W P N T U 

E H C T I H E V O L C  

E E A U C S I L M T W 

R O L L I N G J M K S 

  

Back (Splice) 

Bowline 

Carrick (Bend) 

Clove Hitch 

Granny (Knot) 

Monkey (Fist) 

Reef (Knot) 

Rolling (Hitch) 

Sheetbend 

Stop (Knot) 

Timber (Hitch) 
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LETTERS 

 

Dear Colin (Coe) 

 

We have decided not to continue our membership of the Lowestoft Cruising Club.  After selling “Anouk” our sailing 
tends to be on the Broads with a bit of sailing also in Blakeney Harbour and we just don’t seem to find the time to 
get down to Lowestoft and join in the social activities. 

We enjoyed many years at the club.  It really is a very special club and we believe it will continue to be for so long 
into the future. 

Thank you for your service to the club and our thanks to the committee and other members for all the hard work 
and for the friendship over the years. 

I return the key and membership card. 

With thanks and good wishes to all. 

 

Nick and Julia Harvey 

 

 

This letter arrived on 10th.May this year. I couldn’t answer Martha’s question but if you can, give me a call on 

(01603) 335169 

 

Dear Colin (A) 

 

What’s going on?              Photographs and questions sent in by Alex and Val Lancashire. 

 

Who built the wall across Harwich Harbour? 

(Maersk ship sideways across the deep water channel) 

 

 

  

Whatever happened to Orford Lighthouse? 

(Probably in a skip by now) 

I have a query I'm hoping Under Way readers may be able to help with. When Tom 

and I purchased Mystique we found this burgee onboard (see attached photo).                                              

As cruising newbies, we have no idea which club this signifies or how to find out.                                      

I've attempted various image searches online but with no success. Any ideas?  

Best wishes,     Martha Davies 
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MORE LETTERS 

 

MESSAGE OF THANKS FROM SUFFOLK WILDLIFE TRUST FOLLOWING THE WINTER 

WALK 

Dear Mr Doggett 
I am writing with sincere thanks for your generous donation on behalf of Lowestoft Cruising Club, towards the Carlton 
Marshes reserve. We have been thrilled by the support and enthusiasm so many people have given us, from the 
very early days of the project, and is it so good to know you had a great walk across the marsh last month. 
I was sorry to hear that you had to source your own guide for the walk, though – hopefully once the Centre is up and 
running, we will be able to provide more scheduled guided walks. There are currently several walks at Carlton and 
Oulton which are available to book on our website although I appreciate these are open to the public rather than be-
ing just for a private group, which is what you had hoped to book on this occasion. 

Thank you very much once again for your support, and please do pass on our thanks to all who donated. 
With kind regards 
  
Bridget Aldis 
Finance Assistant 
 
PS – With grateful thanks to Geoff for arranging the walk and lunch. 
Commodore 

  

  

Hi Colin (A) 

 If there is space in the next edition of Under Way I wonder if you could include this, hopefully it may be of inter-

est to some members. 

BOOK DONATED TO LCC 

So this all happened by chance. ‘Ironside’ was tied up at Halfpenny Pier, Harwich in early September, we arrived 

back at the boat after a walk. Moored on the outside of the pontoon was a large (60ft or so) ferro-cement ketch called 

‘Bararossa’. Seeing the owners (Rob and Su Hart) a little later, we passed the time of day, where have you come 

from, where are you going, etc, the usual stuff. They had built the boat themselves 40 odd years ago and have lived 

on it ever since. Hearing we came from the Lowestoft Cruising Club they asked if we had know Peter Buttigieg. 

There paths had crossed many years ago and a friendship had started. Peter gave them a signed copy of his book, a 

trilogy, his early years living in Gibraltar, war time exploits as a tail gunner and some sailing adventures. In 1982 they 

met again when Peter joined them and piloted  ‘Barbarossa’ into Southwold, and wrote a second inscription in the 

book. 

 

Just before we left the next day Rob and Su said that they couldn’t think of a better home for Peter’s book than the 

Lowestoft Cruising Club’s book collection and entrusted us to deliver it. 

Best regards. 

Paul & Carol Cross. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  Halfpenny Pier. Harwich 

https://www.suffolkwildlifetrust.org/events?category=54&type=&location_term=274&local_group=&date_from=&date_to=&location=&tags=&suitable_for=All
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MORE LETTERS 

You may remember in the Spring edition of Under Way the editor suggested  as there were going to be difficulties 

with this season’s sailing  due to restrictions, articles by contributors might have to be a little creative. So……… 

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

winter mast cosy. Techniques for making a water feature complete with lighthouse. How to be inventively economi-

cal 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 to 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. 

If anyone was going to take up the editor’s challenge quite so literally it could only be Mike Kippin! 

 

Well,my hat alive Edta must want suffin beta ta do than set sorft things like he did. 

We dint know betwicst advice or instruction but we hatta have a go. 

 

The view from my window—ass forever spent many an hour countin bricks. 

 

Knit a winter mask cosy –he must be darft or suffin.’ Hold yew hard thas a loada  

ole squit, ‘my missus say’, ‘he’ll want a winter jumper next.’ 

 

The water feature—well yull larf—managed to jiffle a litehouse and it perched 

on the urn. A bit on the huh, but that’ll do. 

 

                              The toilet roll one was occard at first, but then we jist tore the paper into 

                              smaller pieces. Cor blast me thas rite! 

                              My backyard gotta make over, we tunned it inta a Caribbean delight. 

                              We kept the fishin gear, that worked alrite. 

                               We found watchin paint dry suffin occard. We did sum paintin and changed the                                                                                  

colour but hold you hard it still finished up wyte. 

The boat movement—yur a getting on my wick –we went sailin instead. 

We didn’t try it at2 metres so no photo. As far as agphoba—my granny kept one on the mantlepiece, but I don’t  

xactly know the benefits 

I never was good at sums, so hold yer blarrin, we done well to git to the end. 

I’m nowagoin so dew yew keep a troshin bor and keep a good lite. 

 

 

Norfolkngood@gmail.com 
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CROSSING THE ATLANTIC 

THE SECOND HALF 

 24/11/2019 

10:00 Yippee we have just passed the half way mark, 1090 miles sailed and the same left 

to go. Cup of tea obviously! 

   

Happily we've managed to have satellite calls with both Hattie and Peter, our son and daughter, since we started 

this crossing. Peter is providing us with on the spot weather forecasts from the weather forecasting package that 

we use when we have internet and are not out in the deeper ocean. He understands exactly what we need and 

gets the data for us when we ring him about every two days, so far it has been spot on. He's providing us with an 

excellent service that makes life so much easier and keeps us in close touch with home which is really great. 

Had a text by satellite phone from Dveke the Danish boat that left Mindelo, Cape Verdes, with us. They gave us 

their position and the latest weather forecast they had just received and let us know that they are all good. They 

are 100 miles behind and north of us. We are a bit perplexed as they headed off further north than us nine days 

ago and we thought they had well overtaken us as at 45ft they are 7ft longer than us and they have six on board. 

Anyway they have said all is good and they know where we are now, will text them in a couple of days. 

25/11/2019 

03:20 a.m. As Sod's Law will have it our 15-19 knot wind has dropped to 12-14 knots which is less than we want 

and makes us rock about a bit in a following wind. Okay, yachtsmen are never satisfied with the wind for long. 

A cargo ship Desert Victory is approaching us; currently 10 miles away it should pass on our starboard side at 

about 3 miles in half an hour so it should be visible. And it was, it is a 193 metre ship bound for Lagos, Nigeria but 

the signal doesn't say from where. A fairly large yacht also passed behind us earlier, little information but it must 

have been big as it was travelling at 8 knots on a course that will take it to one of the Guyanas. No boats for days 

then two within 8 hours of each other! London buses and all that. 

26/11/2019 

A funny if not irritating sort of day in the northeast trades. There is plenty of big cloud in the sky with a few show-

ers, these are quite refreshing as they cool things down and it is quite hot now. The wind has been poor for hours, 

down to 9 and 10 knots at times which has us trickling along at 3.5 knots, then under one of these clouds we 

speed up only to slow down again when it passes. 

Frustrating for us and wearing on the sails and ropes, everything in fact as the boat heaves about. We put on 

some loud music and had a good old stomp, felt better after that! 

Days like this make power generation difficult, the solar panels don't get the sun they need and the towed genera-

tor doesn't get the speed for maximum efficiency. Cloud all day and prolonged light wind is bad news so we have 

to keep a careful eye on our battery monitors. The barometer has dropped 3 bars so we wait to see what tomor-

row brings. 

27/11/2019 

It is 03:38 now. There has been a complete change to 18-20 knot winds, too dark to see any clouds and we are 

shifting some at 6.5-7.5 knots. A Chinese cargo ship appeared on our AIS passing us about 10 miles off so we 

didn't see it. Coming from New Orleans it was routed for the Cape of Good Hope so will most probably cross the 

Indian Ocean then head north over the top of Sumatra into the South China Sea. Probably quicker than the Silk 

Road but surely not so much fun. 

Another very mixed day with the winds and the sea staying in any one state for no more than 3 hours at a time. 

We have reefed in the genoa a little to stop it flapping in the lighter winds, still flying it goose winged with the large 

jib.  

We have sun so the panels are busy for us. Within this mixed bag of wind has been 

some very strong stuff same as last night. When it's like this the towed generator is 

pulled so fast that sometimes its propeller jumps out of the water at the top of a wave 

and the tow rope wraps around its long shaft.  
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We had a really bad dose of this earlier and it had to be pulled in to sort it out. Pulling it all in at 7 knots can't be 

done; the velocity combined with the rotation is enough to dislocate the shoulders. We overcame this by my re-

versing under engine to bring our speed down to 1.5 knots whilst Chris controlled and pulled in the rope and its 

errant propeller, not something we want to do often with a rope in the water behind us but it worked a treat mak-

ing the job easy – tangle sorted! 

Spoken to Hattie and Peter on the Sat phone this afternoon which was good, they will be joining us in Grenada in 

less than 2 weeks now and say they can't wait to get there – neither can we! Peter gave us the weather forecast 

for the next four days: winds at 17 knots for two days rising to 20 knots for a couple of days. We shall get an up-

date in 2 days; we hope to 

arrive in Prickly Bay, Grenada in 4-5 days depending on the reliability of the winds which are so fickle at the mo-

ment. 

We heard again via Sat phone from Dveke, they had just under 600 miles to go for their destination of Barbados 

and are all fine. Grenada, further south and west, is another day on from there. We stopped in Barbados both 

previous times we crossed, it was the first Caribbean landfall we ever had, it is coral rather than volcanic so quite 

low and set slightly east out of the chain of windwards making it a welcome first port of call for many. Well, some 

very special memories for us there but no time this year. 

The wind has settled at 13.8 knots tonight and we are running at a tad over 5 knots, peaceful sailing but a bit 

slow as we would like 4 more days rather than 5. However, the sea is wonderful at the moment following us with 

smooth, slow swells which sound so soothing they could be a recording for getting you off to sleep. 

 

28/11-01/12/2019 

A new month, indeed the Christmas month when much will be happening for us as our children will be joining us 

in Grenada very soon now. Various light winds have kept us busy with sail changes trying to get the most speed 

as we don't want take longer than the 17 days we had predicted if we can possibly avoid it. If we can achieve the 

17 we will be really pleased.  

We’ve had the cruising chute out for 3 days but a sudden heavy squall put paid to that 

and when it moved on the wind went with it so we had to motor for a while. Wind re-

turned but sky uncertain. No coloured sails overnight, seems to be a change in the air 

although not forecast but these localized squalls rarely are. Barometer has only dropped 

one bar but there was lightening far to the north, not used to that. 

 

02/12/2019 

A shock of a day with dawn breaking in the company of squalls, 25+ knots of wind reaching a crescendo of 35.6 

knots and torrential rain. Well it is the rainy season in Grenada but this is a bit much. Unfortunately this went on 

all day and we sailed with just a poled out genoa reefed to a 1⁄4 of its size. Tiring, the game became spot the next 

one and bets on how long before it arrived. The only compensations were a full desalting of the boat and open air 

showers for us courtesy of some very black clouds indeed! 

03/12/2019 

The best sailing day of the whole voyage albeit a rather short one. The squalls fizzled out during the night and left 

us with a perfect morning. Grenada sighted at 11:30 hours. 

After 2,190 miles and our hoped for 17 days at sea we arrived at the beautiful St David’s Harbour and picked up 

a mooring. 

Chris & Lorraine Marchant 
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READY TO BE GRASSED UP. 

So many of our members are aware of  global environmental issues, discussing with friends and families the likely 

consequences of global warming, the effects on wildlife and the gradual extinction of whole species, rainforests 

disappearing to satisfy the demands for meat and soya, over fishing worldwide and the depletion of stocks. 

How is Lowestoft Cruising Club involved, you may well ask. Well, I have to inform you that it is the over fishing that 

has been happening right under our noses by two of our long term members who have to remain nameless for legal 

reasons. 

I have it from a totally reliable source (almost from the horse’s mouth) that these two went fishing with a trawl net 

from a small boat off Southwold. After an unspecified time they drew in the net and returned to their mooring. 

I was shocked when I heard of the results of their expedition. Thirty five……..shrimps! Yes you’ve read it correctly. 

thirty five shrimps. The owner of the boat actually thought it was thirty six shrimps. This decimation of these deca-

pod crustaceans must cease. Further research revealed that the shrimp-snatcher’s mother-in-law enjoyed them for 

her tea. 

As a ‘green thinker’ I’m willing to name and shame these environmental plunderers. I’m currently working on my 

boat on the compound. ASK ME. 

 

 

 

Ed. 

 

A COVID QUIZ FOR BOAT OWNERS 

1. What is the minimum size of cruising boat that will accommodate a skipper and one crew socially distancing? 

2. Rule of Six. You and your crew return to your berth after an adventurous cruise to the Baltic and you are wel-

comed back by five friends. Who do you ostracise? 

3. Mask Wearing. How close to your 8 inch screen on the chart plotter do you need to be to see with your glass-

es steamed up? 

4. Covid testing. The boat’s engine is ticking over, you are ready to cast off when you feel a tickle in your throat 

and you sneeze twice. How long does it take you to pack up the boat and drive to the nearest testing station 

in Rochdale? 

5. Symptoms. Have you actually lost your sense of taste or is it that your partner keeps serving up boiled fish 

and rice? 

6. Given your active imagination, who would you really like to have in your bubble? 

7. Given the average age of the Club’s membership, what percentage do you calculate as being shielded? 

25%:50% or 75%? 

8. Did you think of the saying, “It’s an ill wind……”  when you found you couldn’t visit your husband’s mother for 

several months? 

9. As an 18—24 year old member of the Club were you tempted to flout the Covid rules and attend a rave on 

Lowestoft beach? 

10. Are there any 18—24 year olds in Lowestoft Cruising Club? 

 

 

 

Ed. 
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HOW DO YOU FEEL? 

 

Perhaps you are matter of fact about your boat. You look after her, do the maintenance and the equipment updates 

but perhaps, when it’s time to get rid of her for whatever reason, you have a certain sang-froid, the emotions don’t 

kick in. The boat has been great but it is time to go. Sign it over—goodbye. 

 

Others have more trouble. “This beautiful boat has looked after me through thick and 

thin, storm ad calm and I have all these memories. It’s not going to any Tom, Dick or 

Harry! I need a buyer who will nurture her and appreciate her fine qualities. She’s not 

going to be abused by some hoary, insensitive old seadog. 

Prospective purchasers will have to pass the interview.” Eventually with a deep sigh 

and a moist eye you wave her and her new owner off. 

 

Unless your lovely craft has been sold locally most of us have little knowledge of what happens next. Peter and 

Averil Hytch sold ‘Granny Knot’ to a nice young man who had little sailing experience but big plans. 

Some time after ‘Granny Knot’ had headed off south with the new owner at the tiller the Commodore received a 

detailed email and photographs from Alex which were passed on to the editor. And so here is the first part of 

‘Granny Knot’s’ new adventure. 

Ed. 

 

ALEX GOES TO GIBRALTA 

 

Alex bought Peter and Averil’s boat ‘Granny Knot’ and sent in the following article accompanied by his beautiful 

photographs. 

 

Except to complete a week's course in the basics with the RYA, I had never sailed before. Unable to get crew, 

weeks passed in the lobby of Oulton Broad's Wherry Hotel. Passage planning became a form of procrastination 

until Royal Admiralty typefaces and the swirling colours of the Windy App haunted my dreams. I finally took Granny 

Knot out into the North Sea for twenty minutes on the evening of the Summer solstice. Once the sails were up, the 

silent admission came: my theoretical plan to reach Ramsgate the following day was not theoretical 
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Where Adventures Start: Lowestoft Cruising Club, Oulton Broad. By 11pm the sheet lines were tangled and Gran-

ny accidentally hove to. A vast uncharted red light appeared in the East and the ghost of my grandmother was cir-

cling the mast head - back from the dead to admonish me for spending my portion of her will on a boat rather than 

a mortgage. Spooked, cold and frightened, I steered for contingency one: Southwold. My pulse steadied as Granny 

glided in effortlessly on the flood tide. The uncharted red light had been the rising moon - now high over the bull-

rushes and gleaming on the sleeping masts and wooden stilts. The ghost was a gull - which followed me in like a 

Doré etching from the Rime of the Ancient Mariner. 

It took a few days to recover my nerve. Would I ever make it to Constantinople at this rate? A girl I know who races 

horses for Wales had casual faith that I’d succeed. Her father wasn't so sure. I knew which one I wanted to im-

press. 

Several people recognised Granny at Southwold and knew the previous owners, Peter and Averil. If I was going to 

give up, I couldn't lose face by doing so here. So, after a few days of pub lunches, I sailed for Harwich, running 

aground for a few minutes at the confluence of the Stour and the Orwell before heading up the latter, picking up 

Oddjob’s buoy, resting a few days, reading, and waiting on a fair wind. Heading down the North periphery of the 

Thames Wind Array and through Fisherman’s Gat, the sense of loneliness at sea was strangely heightened by the 

constant presence of abandoned gun platforms, radio masts and cardinal buoys giving forlorn honks into the grey 

miasma. It was unnerving to think that, while out of sight of land, Granny sometimes had barely two metres of wa-

ter under the keel. 

 

North Sea 

 

 

 

Looking back, it's a shame to admit that to this point I hadn't really worked out how to reef the mainsail, so was 

relieved when the North coast of Kent came into view as the wind picked up. Flying into the embrace of the old 

inner harbour [Royal Harbour?] at Ramsgate, damage had already been done. Aldred from The Sail Loft had his 

work cut out for the next twenty-four hours. Fortunately, Granny was now beyond the ‘goodwill and gossip’ zone of 

Lowestoft Cruising Club - so mistakes were made with anonymity. An misconstrued sense of liberation crept into 

my veins.  

Boulogne, Dieppe, Le Havre, Grandcamp-Maisy: I preferred to go by night to save on port fees and for the fun of 

marking-off all the lighthouses and cardinal buoys on my RYA charts. My symbiosis with ports was a work in pro-

gress. Incoming fishing boats often sell you something for breakfast if you catch their attention with affected spon-

taneity and their discarded ice is useful for refrigeration. Little cafés in the heart of Norman towns are great places 

to bury yourself in almanacs. It has been seventy years since Ian Fleming's James Bond encountered Vespa Lynd 

and Soviet villain Le Chiffre in the fictitious Royale-les-Eaux's casino but, even for my post Cold-War generation, 

the slightly neglected towns on the coast of Normandy still evoke a glamour of the 'first foreign holiday'. Memories 

flooded back of a school trip as a nine-year-old: the oily smell of a croque Monsieur, Madame Clarke ordering a 

pint of Leffe in the town square as we marvelled at the readily available porn mags, fire-crackers and flick knives. I 

remember, too, our first glimpse of a naked woman - supine through the rusting tank traps on Omaha Beach as 

some teacher droned on and on about which armoured division stormed which ridge during the landings.  
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Depressingly, it was the history and architecture which caught my interest on this occasion, twenty years later. 

There were some wars and plagues and things - but I can't really see why people would choose the north of 

France over The Broads for their summer excitement. 

No tide can carry a sailor from novice to braggart faster than that round the Cherbourg headland. Aiming for 

Guernsey, I plunged into that straight known as ‘The Plughole’ and stared at the GPS like a gambler at a fruit ma-

chine until, lashed by rain and gale force winds, I altered my trajectory through the purgatorial gloom towards a 

speck on my chart without a marina: Alderney. 

Saint Anne's, Alderney 

A slow vortex of Terns rolled down the misty cliffs as the geometric sil-

houettes of Nazi fortifications loomed in the fog.  

Granny bowled into the shelter of  the colossal Victorian breakwater, 

while a furious channel boomed and sprayed over the dozen boats shud-

dering at their moorings inside.  

"Welcome," said the boatman, handing me my customs form. "I won't ask. Nobody comes here on purpose.” 

While the clifftop fortifications testify to millennia of neurotic isolation, this is probably the most recent settler soci-

ety in the West. Completely evacuated in WWII, Alderney's most popular settler myth today seems to be some 

variation on the theme of 'Dad got lost while doing the booze run to Cherbourg.’ The island is sometimes referred 

to as 'two-thousand alcoholics clinging to a rock.' I stayed for nearly a week. 

Alderney 

Father Michael, the Franciscan parish priest, discussed the history and 

future of Christendom as shadows lengthened across his presbytery's 

walnut dinner table. The resident classicist, Gregory, drew on Homer 

and on his own travels around the Agean in the '60s as we discussed 

how islands become bastions of idiosyncrasy and individuality in an oth-

erwise homogenising world. Both men understood my quest to reach 

Constantinople and take it back, by force, from the Saracen - as did 

Alderney Yacht Club, who sourced me a new whisker pole after I lost 

mine over the side.         More anon. 

 

WORDS AND PHRASES 

 

‘Sling Your Hook’  Another nautical expression.  

The hook (anchor) would be hauled up and secured in a sling at the bow. 

So, ‘Sling your hook’ was an indication of a wanted departure. 

 

 

Colin Arnold 
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RECOVERIES & MULLET 

 

I got the symptoms on April 12th after stupidly thinking I could ignore lock-down advice for over 75-year-olds. I 

went supermarket shopping. I got what both teams of paramedics, who visited over the next couple of days, said 

was ‘almost certainly Covid-19’. I couldn’t get off the floor. But I was not tested and the good decision of the para-

medics was for me to stay at home.  

Mine was a ‘mild’ case. Crikey! I wouldn’t want to be seriously ill with it. (Recovery No.1). 

On May 24th I was well enough to visit the club pontoons to try to shoot a mullet. Bill Clark had shown me how to 

manoevre a boat to bring the hiding fish into the target area. This time they were under Huron and Misty ’s weedy 

bottoms. The spear tether, which is supposed to attach the harpoon to the spear gun, parted on the third shot 

and I only managed to shoot the mud.  

Fun over.  

Over the next few days I formed a cunning plan. I would use my aqualung (ex Peter 

Hytch and our boat jumble) to search for the spear in the mud. This turned out to be a 

bad idea. It is bad enough to stagger about with that lot on your back and flippers on your 

feet when you are 36, never mind 76 in a post-covid condition. I have to thank Carol for 

the video she took of me larking about near the cradle, from which Picture No.1 was tak-

en. I did enter the water and flounder across the mud in the shallow water towards the 

boats. I got a bit lost. I also became a bit worried about being hung up on somebody ’s 

prop or rudder as the tide swept me towards the nearest hull. 

Nothing ventured, nothing gained, I rid myself of the Jacques Cousteau outfit and re-

entered the water more sedately equipped with snorkel and mask but minus the flippers. 

I soon located the area and immediately spied my shiny harpoon sticking out of the mud only 2 or 3 metres below 

me. (Recovery No.2). 

Later, on June 10th, and fully armed with a working spear gun again, I ventured once more 

onto the pontoons with hope in my eye. Our fishy visitors were again basking under Huron 

and Misty’s weedy bottoms. Shot after shot missed them and eventually I scared them off. 

Despondently I trudged back to Atazoa. Amazingly, there they were, happily gobbling 

mouthfuls from our own extremely weedy bottom. To cut a long story short, this beautiful thin

-lipped grey mullet (see Photo No.2) ended up in a delicious fish biriyani (recipe below), after 

a short stay in the freezer.  

My recovery was gradual. At  the beginning of June, when I started swimming in the sea 

every morning again, I was easily knocked over by the waves. By September I was practi-

cally back to full strength and could brace myself against them and stay on my feet.  

With lift-out approaching I knew I had to get Atazoa’s motor going. Weed was strangling the sea-water intake and 

the prop was a mass of tube worms. As I contemplated wetsuit and snorkel again I became aware of Chris 

Capocci’s lost prop beneath Glissando on berth 54 and another of Bill ’s lost spears at berth 22. I offered to re-

trieve them whilst dressed for prop and intake clearance. A very low spring tide happened just after the Septem-

ber new moon.  

With Chris as pontoon watch, I swam about over the mud alongside Glissando at low tide on September 18 th but 

couldn’t see much in the murk. I could feel the bottom with my feet and did a sideways mud dance feeling for an-

ything that was heavy but movable. I got his rope cutter quite quickly but we gave up when cold set in. While 

Chris went off to make some tea I got in again and easily found Bill ’s harpoon along the quay on first sweep. 

(Recovery no.3). 
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We were planning another session next day but, revived by a cup of tea on board, I decided to have one last go. 

By this time Glissando was on the mud and I was able to do the bare foot mud dance (a FTSE) more systematically 

with reference to her now immovable hull. I felt something heavy in the mud which moved, right under the midline 

so I thought it was the prop shaft or rudder. No, nothing else could move, it had to be our quarry. More FTSE 

brought a heavy item out of the ooze which proved to be the lost prop. Very pleased with ourselves we washed it 

off (and me) in fresh water and took a Photo - No.3 (Recovery No.4). 

So there can be life after Covid-19. If feels very good to be alive and reasonably mobile once more and to be able 

to enjoy the exceptional benefits of belonging to such a great club. Next step – get Atazoa ready for sea again by 

April next year and do some sailing for once! 

 

Mullet Biriyani 

1. Cook the rice. Three-quarter cook two or three mugs-full of basmati rice with a tablespoon of oil, a few car-

domon pods, cloves and a stick of cinnamon; salt if desired. Drain and put aside. Soak a pinch of saffron in half a 

cup of water and put aside in preparation for pouring over the top layer of rice as a final touch to the dish. 

2. Prepare & cook the fish. Fillet a 2-3lb fish (or use half a 4-6lb fish), skin it and cut into bite-size chunks. Fry in 

oil for 2-3 mins until cooked on the surface. Set aside. 

3. Make the biriyani.  

 4-5 large onions chopped 

 3 tomatoes chopped 

Oil 

Fry onions in oil until golden, reserve half of them, then add chopped tomatoes to the rest of the onions and cook on medi-

um heat until the tomatoes are softened. 

Several cloves of garlic, peeled & chopped small or 1 tsp garlic paste 

Chunk of ginger, peeled & chopped or 1 tsp ginger paste 

2-3 tbsp tomato puree 

Add the ginger, garlic and tomato puree and cook gently for a few more minutes.  

½ cup plain yoghurt 

Add yoghurt and blend in over a low heat 

½ tsp turmeric powder 

1 tsp cumin powder 

2 dried birds eye chilis or ½ tsp chili powder 

1 green chili chopped - de-seeded for less heat 

1 tsp salt  

Juice of half a lemon 

Add the spices, salt, chili and the fish as well as a few coriander leaves. Cook ma-

sala for 15 mins over a low heat. Add water if dry and lastly, add the lemon juice. 

4. Make up the dish 

the cooked rice (made earlier) 

the cooked fish biriyani (made earlier) 

and 

3 tbsp fresh coriander leaves 

2 tbsp fresh mint leaves 

saffron water (made earlier) 

tbsp oil 

Put half the rice into an oven-proof dish; add a layer of the fish biriyani followed by a layer of the reserved cooked onions. 

Add a layer of chopped coriander and mint leaves and finish off with the rest of the rice. Dribble some oil and the saffron 

water over the top layer of rice. Bake in the oven at 180-200⁰C for 10 minutes and serve. Remains of this heavily spiced dish 

(if any) will keep for up to 3 days in a covered dish in the fridge (or somewhere cool) and can be warmed up for further meals 

if needed.      Dick Houghton 
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TURNING OF THE TIDE 

  

A sheer haze envelops the night 

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  

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 reoubles to the sky 

Breath them all—into my heart 

And wish them all goodbye 

I stand alone—my favourite place 

And wish you by my side 

 

Till I see the lights in harbour 

And I feel your voice around me 

And I know that you are flying by my side 

We are carried by the turning of the tide 

 

Elizabeth Dark  (2006) 

(Sent in by Mike Kippin) 
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A TREPID CONSIDERS ELECTRONICS 

 

I feel I cannot be alone when it comes to thinking about electronics and built-in obsolescence. Perhaps with an 

ageing Club membership there are lots of like minded boat owners who recall the apparent permanence of things.  

Do you remember that first teenage bicycle? Probably weighed a hundredweight (cwt) “What’s a hundredweight?” 

says grandchild with earphones peering over my shoulder. “Have you heard of ounces, guineas, rod, pole or 

perch?” I look round she’s walked off singing loudly out of tune to a song from her smart phone. 

 

Where was I? Oh yes -obsolescence. The heavyweight bike lasted for ever. When a few years later you bought 

your first cooker or fridge the thought of a replacement in years to come never crossed the mind, these were for-

ever fixtures. They were built to last. If you were fortunate enough to own a car, it was repairable. It had a magne-

to, a carburettor, a starting handle and wind down windows. You knew where you were. 

 

The preamble is to seek advice from you techies out there for someone who is still struggling to get into the twen-

ty-first century. My boat has got ‘stuff’ on it like VHF, compass, depth and speed thingies and an autopilot that 

since we bought the boat back in the nineties I haven’t got round to using, plus a GPS that has gone into sulk 

mode, refuses to work properly and is now apparently obsolete.  

  

I nod bemusedly when folk have talked to me about tablets, laptops, ipads, downloads, navigational apps and the 

like. Then I spotted an article in quite an elderly copy of Yachting Monthly. My question is: Is this the way forward 

for a trepid sailor? 

 

Y.M No. 1310 

 

For years (the writer) had been advocating raster charts as the most suitable for yachtsmen in areas where full 

coverage is available, because they are effectively an exact copy of the Admiralty or Imray charts so familiar to 

most of us. 

Conventional plotters invariably use vector charts and cost a fair amount of money, so the initiative begun by Me-

ridian at the Boat Show in London might well appeal to you especially if you don’t have a plotter or tablet. For 

£200 including VAT they will sell you a full eight inch tablet capable of email and internet, complete with GPS fa-

cility, plotter software and a Meridian raster chart pack.  

 

Comments, recommendations, warnings to the usual address please. 

 

 

Colin Arnold (Carina) 
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MUSINGS  

1)     Southwold 
We used the club mooring and were indeed asked on our entering the river where we intended to moor ?
as the council was (is?) not allowing any rafting on their moorings ( private ones are a different matter), so 
all was well. We were unable to use the harbour masters showers or loo’s as the whole cabin was shut up 
and you could only pay the HM by phone! We stopped in on our return and no one ever asked us about 
holding tanks ?? where did that rumour come from? We were saved by the Southwold sailing club loos – 
thanks guys. 

  
  
2)      The Tide Mill – No showers, they suggested we use the hose on the pontoon as many others were 
doing ( well it was 34C that day ! ) but we have a shower on board so not the end of the world but it did 
involve me fixing the pressure switch on the Paloma boiler – ( a long overdue ‘round to it’) but the toilets 
were open as normal as they were (and are) “single” loo units. 
  
3)      Ramsholt Arms – Well the foreshore was packed – but sadly that’s as close as we got as our out-
board refused to start ! but we watched a biblical thunderstorm over Walton but we had no rain ! random.  

  
4)      Levington AKA Suffolk Marina – Showers and loos in service as normal, zero restrictions ( wonder-
ful showers by the way, score 9/10 ) . The lightship restaurant was open with screens around the bar and 
compulsory masks until seated at your table which you had to book and they took your mobile number. A 
one way system in and out & yes you had to go all the way out, round and back in again to order a second 
drink ………. Oh well the new norm 
5)      Woolverstone 
Toilets open 2 hours only twice a day morning and evening, you queue, get your turn and the 2 cleaners 
clean the showers/loos after each single use – no wonder they are only open 2 hours each end of the day 
– very thorough. Nice showers score 8/10 
  
6)      Ipswich Wet Dock 
Hand sanitiser everywhere but no restrictions on the loos or showers ( score 6/10 just)   as they were 
proud to announce the showers were cleaned once a day!! Restaurant open and no phone numbers 
asked for. ? 
  
7)      Mooring in the Orwell – Bill Clarke. 
No showers, no toilets, no Covid policy, and just perfect – see attached photo – Thanks Bill J 
  
8)     Shotley 
Hummm Covid?, what’s Covid? , showers open as normal with a token blackboard in the front entrance 
warning you to socially distance but all cubicles were open. No screens round the bar, no masks required, 
no staff wearing masks and no phone numbers required, the ONLY difference to normal was the one way 
system in and out of the bar restaurant and they sanitised the tables, but not the chairs !! – I’m sure that 
made all the difference !! score 4/10 
  
It has to be said it was easy to socially distance as most of these palaces were 60% empty but we are 
grateful (and thankful) they were open for us.  it was like having your own personal suite of restaurants to 
visit ! – now I know what the queen feels like . 

  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Alex and Val Lancashire 

Two of our members spent time bumbling around the east coast rivers (their words) and wondered whether their 

musings on Covid policy around the marinas would be of interest. This Autumn’s magazine will be known as The 

Covid Edition so their thoughts will be a highlight.      (Ed) 
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 P.S 

When I had finished writing the editorial for this edition I suddenly started to think about cartoons. So this is a sort 

of postscript. I’m sure you will agree that Mike Peyton’s cartoons about us sailors are second to none. Having said 

that I know that we have some sparkling wits in the club and also budding and established artists. The Editor ’s 

challenge for the Spring edition is for cartoons depicting the activities of us boatowners at LCC to be submitted be-

fore the end of February next year. Plenty of time to find the coloured pencils and your creative streak. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                                                                                                                  Mike Peyton. 

 

I DID’T KNOW THAT 

A Water Sky. 

It is described as the dark appearance of the underside of a cloud layer when it is over a surface of open water. 

An Ice Sky is the underside of a cloud layer that is white, rosy or orange-coloured when it is over a surface of ice. 

 

 

THANKS 

My grateful thanks to all those who have contributed in any way to this edition 

Alan & Lynda Ramsden, Colin & Chris Coe, Paul Gray, Peter Reeve, Peter Hytch,  Dick Jordan, Dick Houghton,    

Chris & Lorraine Marchant,  Carl Buck, Jed  Stone, Martha Davies, Alex & Val Lancashire, Geoff Doggett,  

Alex (Granny Knot) , Linda Arnold, Natalie Bennet and John Cooper. 

Ed. 
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RETIREMENT 

I suppose when it comes to it I enjoy watching people. I know I’m not alone in my harmless hobby, whether it’s 

leaning on the trolley in Tesco’s or standing in a yellow oilskin with an RNLI collecting bucket in some Garden Cen-

tre or waiting for the flight from Stansted, it’s all grist to the people watchers’ mill. 

Examples for those who don’t play the game- get your head round this one. Middle 

aged guy, dark suit, shiny black shoes and moustache to match pushes his supermar-

ket trolley past me as I reach up for two tins of baked beans. His trolley (and as a peo-

ple watcher one checks on their accessories - ( trolley, basket, pushchair, briefcase) 

was full, I repeat, full of packets of porridge oats and toilet rolls. Nothing else, just   por-

ridge and toilet rolls. What possible scenario could exist to justify that particular shop? 

I have spent  forty minutes watching a retired couple in Bergerac Airport (a large field and several sheds) waiting 

for the flight back to the U.K. gradually and extremely sneakily edge their way towards the desk at the front of the 

departure lounge. When it was announced that families with young children should come forward our elderly cou-

ple were third in line and were not rebuked or turned back. 

Collecting for the RNLI is entertaining for us watchers but it can be hazardous. I’m six foot two 

and fourteen stone but for many folk the donning of the yellow jacket makes it the cloak of invisi-

bility. You expect to be ignored by some, no change, embarrassed, don’t give to charity, whatev-

er it is and it gives one the opportunity for close-up watching. But  therein lies the hazard. I have 

been bumped into, trodden on and had my foot run over by a supermarket trolley. 

This piece is merely an opener for “A Trepid Goes Walkabout” which  I have to confess has little 

to do with the aims of Under Way, LCC , boats or sailing. However, it is a wake-up call for our 

ageing membership and for once I’ve got some spare space. 

 

 

A TREPID GOES WALKABOUT 

 

Now I have to be honest in saying that you could accuse my piece of writing as irrelevant. It has nothing to do with 

the Club, nothing to do with boats, the sea or sailing and has no associated photographs.    However, the reason 

for its  inclusion is that it might provide a salutary warning for our increasingly older members  who have retired or 

are  approaching retirement. Those who have hung up  suits, said farewell to the  office, downed tools, sold the 

business and cleared the desk or locker, take heed. 

Beware The Retirees’ Walk.  It creeps up on you. You can relax into it. It can take its time or can be with you before 

you’ve put the ‘Best Wishes on Your  Retirement’ cards away. I was struck by RW within a fortnight of retirement. 

In fact I know the very day. 

I was alone in our house in the middle of the city. I had enjoyed several mugs of tea and the day stretched ahead 

of me. No one wanted me to do playground  duty. I didn’t have to cover for a sick colleague, little William would 

have to cope with his number bonds and his new reading book on his own. I was totally free and I determined to go 

into the city to celebrate that freedom. I would look in the shops I normally hurried past. I would visit the library and 

possibly amble into Jarrolds for a cup of coffee. 

So I walked a Retirees’ Walk into the city. With the benefit of hindsight I can now distinguish between Walk and 

Retirees’ Walk . The former involves you  being focused. You need to get to the opticians or the bakers. There is 

an urgency, a goal, a  purpose which is reflected in your gait. Eyes ahead. Get that particular commission over and 

on to the hundred and one other things that comprise your mental lists. You give off an aura of positivity. Don ’t get 

in the way. Don’t interrupt my mission. 

The Retirees’ Walk on the other hand loosens the joints and the movement of the body. You are taking in the 

sights, the blue sky, your fellow shoppers, the appeal of the ‘Big Issue’ seller, the new display in Smiths and you 

might linger in front of a shop you’ve never even noticed before. In your total ignorance of the effects of RW you 

are giving off strong signals that say, “Look at me. I’ve got time on my hands. I’m quite happy for complete 

strangers to smile and talk to me.” 
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In my own case I had paused outside a tailor’s shop I had never been aware of. There were bolts of cloth, a dusty 

mannequin and the odd dead fly in the badly lit window. “I knew the old boy who started this business.” I turned to 

find what proved to be a  fellow retiree, the thinning grey hair, unfashionable moustache and the faintest tinge of 

mothballs mixing with his Old Spice aftershave. He  proceeded to tell me of the history of Norwich ’s tailoring in-

dustry – very informative. We parted and I headed off down St. Giles for my anticipated coffee. Coming towards 

me was a Dads’ Army Corporal Jones look-alike. 

“Morning.”  And before I knew it I was backed against the church wall listening to this old crusad-

er’s life story. The highlight of his existence , so far, had been his time in the Army. The disci-

pline, the   physical routines and demands, the sadistic sergeant-major, the travel, German wom-

en. We reached 1959 in the saga when he paused for breath, so I jumped in. “I really must 

get……”  “My son was  going to join up, take the King’s shilling but changed his mind. Fickle little 

shit.”    Before I finally made my escape I had heard that ‘the little shit’ had enjoyed a chequered 

career, had left his  wife and was now a computer programmer. Not a job for a proper man!” 

My coffee in Jarrolds was taken on a stool  looking directly out of the window with  absolutely no possibility of an-

yone catching my eye. Enlivened by the caffeine I strode  purposefully back up Guildhall and 

fifty meters away coming straight for me was Corporal Jones returning from his errands. Had I 

been in a submarine I would have sounded the klaxon and shouted, “Dive! Dive! Dive!” As it 

was , I executed a ninety degree turn and  almost fell into this small shop. I hurried to the back 

shelves not  registering the contents around me or anybody else. I was keeping my eye on the 

window waiting for the Corporal to pass when a soft, female voice came from the direction of 

the wooden counter. “Jesus told me to buy this shop.” 

 

Safely behind a locked front door at home an hour later I contemplated my morning ’s experience. It gradually 

dawned on me that the blame lay fully on my doorstep. I had been totally in the dark concerning Retirees’ Walk. 

Now, whenever I feel the need to visit the city centre I step out like an elderly, but  employed man on his way to 

the dentist, solicitor or hurrying for the bus should I be heading in that direction. If not I’m going to catch a train. 

 

Fellow retired Club members you have been warned – eyes to the front, swing your arms and look purposeful. 

 

 

Colin Arnold 

 

P.S. Should you be tempted to take out a shop lease on the recommendation of the Almighty, double check the 

business plan. The shop that was my refuge closed  within the month. 

 

 

 

WORDS AND PHRASES 

 

‘To rub salt into the wound’  Errant sailors were flogged on their bare backs 

with a cat o’ nine tails and after salt was rubbed into the wounds to help healing 

but it increased the pain. An extension of the phrase is ‘Don’t rub it in’ 

 

The floggings were carried out on the deck as it was the only space big enough to ‘swing the cat’ 

 

 



 37 

 
DESERT ISLAND DOWNLOADS 

 

The Editor gets down and funky. I have asked members to list their eight 

pieces of music for ‘Under Way’ and each has been quite fascinating in 

the way the challenge has been tackled. For most, it would seem, a par-

ticular tune or song recalls a time in their personal history—the child-

hood family song, musical rhyme, the teenage pop song, ‘our song’ that was shared with the first boy/girl friend, 

forays into the world of classical music, songs that marked milestones in the life or musical choices that just made 

the hairs on the back of the neck stand up. 

 

For me, although I have always enjoyed music, I do not associate any specific piece with a period of my life (the 

purpose of Desert Islands) and I admit my catholic tastes have been influenced by family and friends. I suppose 

generalising I could say I wasn’t introduced to Beethoven and Mozart until my twenties, Joan Armatrading, Thin 

Lizzy and Dire Straits until my forties and Karl Jenkins and Eric Clapton until my sixties. 

 

Another distraction is that I like watching music. I can cope with the most turgid  piece of orchestral music by con-

centrating on one particular musician or section of the orchestra and admiring their skills. If I’m attending a live, 

heavy metal gig  I would watch the bass guitarist. 

 

So, having set the scene with this preamble I shall try and list my eight. My luxury item to take with me would be 

an everlasting pair of spectacles with an automatic alarm so that when I couldn’t find them, which happens regu-

larly, they could ‘tell’ me where I’d left them, enabling me to read the mandatory copy of the Bible and Shake-

speare 

 

 

 1         Joan Armatrading “Willow” reminding me of how much I miss loved ones. 

 2   Mozart “Clarinet Concerto” How could anyone stuff so many wonderful tunes into one piece of music. 

 3 Eric Clapton “Knocking On My Door” I could listen to the introduction of this blues number all day. 

 4 Roxy Music “Manifesto” The same reason as Clapton’s—the gradual crescendo is almost orgasmic. 

 5 Vaughan Williams “Norfolk Rhapsody” I have never come across a piece of music that so sets the atmos

 phere for sailing. The music inspires images of Linda and me in ‘Carina’ off the Suffolk coast. 

 6 Carol Cross Band “Little Fighter”. Coral is a young talented singer/songwriter from Lowestoft who wrote this 

 song for a young cancer sufferer who lost the battle. 

 7 Mary Black “No Frontiers” She has a lovely voice and a fine sympathetic Irish backing group. 

 8 Alan Bennett “Smut—Two Unseemly Stories”  the author reading from his book. Another human voice to 

 share my island occasionally. 

 

 

Colin Arnold 
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WORDS AND PHRASES 

 

Have you ever come across this one? 

‘Enough blue sky to make a sailor a pair of trousers.’ 

 

It refers to seeing two small patches of blue sky on a stormy day. 

It seems to have originated in  Grimsby 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Some of us, when not messing about on boats like nothing more than to relax with a good book. I know that copies 

of ‘Yachting Monthly’ and ‘Practical Boat Owner’ are piled up in many members’ households. Primers on boat 

maintenance, marine electronics, meteorology , diesel engines and sea-going technology adorn your shelves. But 

I’m talking about the feet-up-mug-of-tea-and-loose-yourself-in-a-book sort of book. Something that transports you 

to another place and time and appeals to the emotions in a way that written articles, television, radio or internet 

can never do.  

 

If you have a favourite nautical novel, biography or sailing adventure you could recommend please share it. By 

having  favourite boat books and brief reviews in each edition of Under Way a library list could be built up. Might be 

useful for birthdays or Christmas when you have run out of gift ideas for the sailor in the family (not M&S under-

wear again) -  choose a book . 

 

 

Previously: ‘A Race  Too Far’ 

Chis Eakin. Edbury Press 

 

‘Tide’ Hugh Aldersly-Williams 

Penguin. 

 

 

Colin Arnold 

 

BOOK REVIEWS & RECOMMENDATIONS 



 39 

 



 40 


