
Beneath overcast skies, we set off for 
Tollesbury Wick Marshes, 9 miles east 
of Maldon. Our aim was to walk out to 
see Great and Little Cob Islands but, 
almost by accident, we discovered an 
eccentric little village in its own right. 
The bakery window caught my eye, 
so a swift change of plan had us park-
ing up in Tollesbury’s main square be-
hind a greengrocer’s van doing a steady 
trade with the locals. The bakery had 
almost too many types of bread to 
choose from, traditional in style but 
all looking and smelling fantastic. 
The cakes didn’t tempt us quite so much, 
but we can safely vouch for the hot 
cross buns.

As you get closer to the water, 
this serene English village evolves into 
a typically chaotic working harbour lit-
tered with collapsing sheds, leftover 

boat parts and stray rope. In resplendent 
contrast to the murky sky and dishevelled 
surroundings, four old sail lofts have been 
painted up and straightened-out into 
offi ces, businesses and a fantastic little 
cafe called The Loft. 

Just past the sail lofts and opposite 
a bank of white fl ats is Woodup Pool – a 
saltwater lido that fi lls and empties with 
the tide. It even has its own sandy beach.

With the tide out, the numerous 
creeks dry up, leaving boats beached 
upon the mud. Rough gangways extend 
across the fi rmer banks to provide access 
to the vessels.

Just as I can never resist a bakery, 
T is always drawn to a peeling boat hull.

We followed the sea wall footpath 
surrounding Tollesbury Wick Marshes
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Geese honked on the flat fields, or when 
disturbed, in noisy aerial displays.

Our prize of Great Cob Island didn’t 
look that spectacular from Tollesbury 

Wick Marshes but then again, not all 
islands are spectacular. As for Little Cob 
Island, I’m surprised it’s even named on 
the OS map. 

Shinglehead Point offered some vari-
ety, with a low sweep of shingle replacing 
the omnipresent mud, and a decent view 
over to Mersea Island. A smiley face on 
a pillbox seemed to add some cheer to 
a grey day.

You can’t avoid the sight of Brad-
well Power Station as you walk along the 
southeastern shoreline.

Having looped back to Tollesbury 
Village we came across Fred’s Stores and 
its notice board of photos. Each picture 
shows someone holding aloft their Fred’s 
Stores carrier bag in a far-flung place. 
“How far will our bag travel?” poses the 
question at the centre of the board. These 
are the things that make Britain great.

Of course we returned to The Loft 
for some well earned, and long yearned 
for cake. We were only just in time as they 

were shutting at 3:00pm. Completely un-
expectedly, The Loft is the type of cafe you 
come up with in a daydream. The cakes 
are home baked, there is an extensive tea 
list, the interior vintage design is imagina-
tive and welcoming, little arts and crafts 
pieces are for sale, and the girl behind the 
counter (and business) is friendly, stylish 
and a super cook. Two coffees and a slice 
of rhubarb and custard cake later and all 
is right with the world.

Words and pictures by Daniel Calder 
http://britishislands.blogspot.co.uk
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BOWSPRIT
Welcome to the May (well, June – it was May when I 
wrote this!) issue of our twice-yearly club magazine, 
and my third at the helm. I suppose it is because May 
is my favourite month that I enjoy this edition most, 
the prospect of a great summer in store, and plans for 
voyaging further afield, although this May has felt 
like a late winter month! When I was launching Black 
Diamond from the hard at the beginning of the month, 
the weather felt as though I should be laying-up, not 
fitting out! Still, I delayed writing this, and finally May 
seems to have started properly (how short-lived that 
nice weather was! Back to jubilee-proportion monsoon 
again now).

What have we? 
Those with a long memory will remember the 

river being full up with laid-up shipping back in the 
60s. Martin Ridsdale lists a link to the official Essex 
Records Office list of laid-up shipping, nostalgic read-
ing for old-timers!

Garry Crees has delivered us some outstanding 
speakers over the past years, and now wishes to 
pass the baton, please can someone continue the fine 
tradition Garry has started?

Rik Alenwijnse rounds up the early season dinghy 
action.

Billy Whizz Brannan is rudely woken up by the 
biggest bell in Europe!

Webmaster and all-round good guy Andy Beharrell 
in search of an accurate weather forecast.

Sadly, eulogies for former club member Martin 
Capes and past Commodore Ade Thacker, RIP.

Cruiser Captain Paul Atkins writes about the 
pressures of boat parking, please read and make his 
invidious task easier.

Presidential and Commodoreal addresses
Outrageous padding from a Mersea journalist 

with a good view of Tollesbury.
The wild card article, this time it’s when Tolles-

bury turned up in a fascinating blog run by a couple 
visiting every British island, and the Loft Café comes 
out of it very well indeed! The coffee is to die for, by 
the way!

Good fortune in the last race of last season saw 
the King’s Head Cup installed on my lavatory window-
sill, providing interesting reading matter for an ageing 
chap with increasing time on his hands, and the most 
interesting fact that has emerged is that 2012 will 
be its 50th year! So, cruisers, please put Friday 18th 
August firmly in the diary, this is a great race and the 
anniversary needs your support. 

GP14s, diplomacy has been feverish at the high-
est level, and has resulted in a separate start being 
given to GP14s in Mersea Week 2012. Please support 
this initiative, and race on Monday 20th, Wednesday 
22nd, Thursday 23rd and Friday 24th August. Tuesday 
21st is the legendary Round the Island Race, so why 
not make a whole week of it? The race officer is an 
international sailing judge, there is a large support 
boat fleet (including, it is rumoured, your dry-suited 
commodore!) and there are nightly prize-givings, as 
well as Week’s Points on Friday 24th. Why not stay 
on for the Town Regatta on Saturday 25th August? 
More fun than you can have in a boat this side of 
Griff Rhys Jones!

2012 is also Black Diamond’s 50th birthday, not 
bad for an old plywood coffin! To mark it, we are doing 
something completely outrageous, the other Round 
the Island Race, but just to get on the nerves of those 
South Coast softies, we are adding a dimension they’ll 
never forget ………. We are playing accordion the whole 
way round! We are dignifying it by fund raising for 
West Mersea Lifeboat, so if you would like to put a 
little something into the bank account of fate to hope-
fully stave off them being there to attend you, please 
visit www.justgiving.com/blackdiamond

Time certainly flies these days.  Seems like 
only last week we were doing this for the 
last issue of our Newsletter. The Ed is on 
the prowl again looking for copy.  As I have 
nothing to copy I will have to make it up 
as I go along. You will be pleased to learn 
it will be brief as time is pressing. The Ed 
wants to go ahead.

 There must be plenty to talk about, 
if only I can get my shrinking brain in gear.  
Pity other parts of my anatomy can’t shrink 
a bit. Rotund seems to be the descriptive 
word. Our weather seems to be doing its 
best to make our sailing programme less 
enjoyable. We can only wish that things 
will improve as the days go by. Unlike the 
economy. If I were a betting man I would 
put the weather improvement at 10-1, the 
other at 100-1 and that’s wishful thinking. 
Did someone say “Take heart, it can only 
get better.”

  Thankfully the social scene isn’t af-
fected as much by the weather, so we have 
enjoyed some well attended events over the 
weeks.  In a way, this aids the sailing side, 
as the bar does well, so our profits rise, 
which enables us to fund the running of 
the rescue boats and our thanks must go 
to Bob and his team for the work they do 
in manning these craft. The annual Burns’ 
Night was reasonably well attended. The 
traditional piper squeezed his little bag 
with gusto, making all the right sounds. 
Raucous singing tried to drown him out, 

with little success, only the Scots could do 
that. Along with the usual verbals, the hag-
gis was stabbed to death and became the 
main ingredient for the meal that followed 
and very good it was too. Thank you girls!

  When you think about it, it is quite 
remarkable that the Burns’ Night is so 
popular.  We celebrate the birth of a Scot-
tish poet who, apparently, was a drunken 
womaniser from a country which is trying 
to dissociate itself from us, while poor old 
St George doesn’t get a look in. The St. 
George’s night was cancelled due to poor 
ticket sales.  Mind you, there are those 
who would have us believe that he was 
not English anyway, even suggestions he 
may have been French. That would explain 
the poor ticket sales, I suppose (two, to be 
precise). I was not aware we had two French 
members. Ho Hum!

  There was one unusual evening that 
turned out very well. Our three resident 
guitarists Kim, Martin and Chris decided 
a Thursday evening would be the time to 
have a Music Night. The format - if you 
can get a tune out of anything, you are 
welcome. And so they came with an array 
of instruments.  It wasn’t quite the Floral 
Dance with fiddle, cello, big bass drum, 
(something else) and euphonium. The near-
est we were to the euphonium was Nigel’s 
penny whistle, it’s the same principal, you 
blow in it. The participants all took turns 
in strumming, plucking, banging, with 

some resorting to singing along and it was 
all very well done.  Special mention must 
go to Flavian Capes who had staggered in 
lugging a loaded guitar case, a drum type 
thing, a music stand and a .......didgeridoo.

 (Can’t find it in the dictionary, so if 
it’s wrong, please forgive). He helped to 
entertain us with all the aforementioned 
(except the music stand), he must have 
the lungs of an elephant in making the 
“Digeree” do do what “Digerees” should 
do. Eat your heart out Rolf!

 I have to finish on a sadder note. 
The passing of an ex-Commodore. Ade 
Thacker. He served this Club well, noth-
ing was too much trouble for him. Five 
ex-Commodores attended the funeral. I am 
sure it will be reported more fully elsewhere 
in the publication. 

 I wish you all fair seas and following 
winds.
 L.O.L.  Graham the President.

http://britishislands.blogspot.co.uk
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Commodore’s Corner
Struggling for inspiration for this Spring 
(what Spring?) edition of Windward. The 
‘drought’ is coming down in buckets 
and we haven’t even got the mainsail up 
on ‘Colette’ as there hasn’t been a dry 
weekend since the launch. The cruis-
ers are leaving the car park and the din-
ghies are turning out in great numbers 
for the various races and other events. 
Just completed the Safety Boat course 
(many thanks to Derek and Jonathan 
for spending their weekend swimming 
around capsized dinghies and catama-
rans). Learned a lot and baptised the new 
dry-suit I got for the occasion. That suit 
was a bit of a mixed blessing as Derek 
decided that because of the ‘flash suit’ I 
ought to leave the safety and comfort of 
the RIB to balance on a capsized Cat to 
furl the Jib, sort out the main sheet  and 
get the rope across to the RIB to turn the 
ting back upright. Fortunately, but to the 
disappointment of others, I managed to 
do it without falling in.

Cruise to Gravelines
The plan is to take advantage of the 

long Spring/Jubilee bank holiday to cruise 
to Gravelines and back. Most of us will 
be going via Ramsgate so a great oppor-
tunity for a cruise in company and a good 
turnout for the slower or less experienced 
cruisers. If you are interested and for more 
details, get in touch with Chris Peet who 
will be coordinating the event.

Vacancies... 
(Your Club Needs You!)

Talks Organiser
Garry Crees has stepped down 

from his role as (winter) talks organiser 
although fortunately he has continued in 
a caretaking capacity. This will not last 
forever so please come forward if you are 
interested in the position. 

I am sure that Garry will ‘show you 
the ropes’ so you won’t be on your own 
right from the beginning. We really do 
want these popular talks to continue!

Honorary Secretary
After a successful two years in the 

job, Jonathan Brooks will resign at the 
end of the year. The main task of being 
the Club Secretary is taking and distribut-

ing committee meeting minutes (we all 
talk very slowly during these meetings so 
shorthand is not essential!). There are also 
some other administrative duties but the 
job really is what you make of it – please 
let a committee member know if you are 
interested in this position.

Wallet Ball
The ‘Premier Sailing Club on the 

East Coast’ (that’s us!) was, as usual, 
well represented at the latest Wallet Ball. 
It was hosted this year by the Wivenhoe 
Sailing Club with the evening and Caba-
ret in the theme of the Olympics. We all 

joined in with the audience participation 
bit and enjoyed the great band and danc-
ing after an excellent dinner. The venue 
was once again the Benton Hall Golf & 
Country Club which is a great place for 
dinner-dance events and centrally heated 
(!). Perhaps a good choice for the club 
Laying-Up Supper this year???

Apart from a good evening out the 
Wallet Ball is also an important fund raiser 
for local charities. Another good reason 
for supporting next year’s ball which will 
be organised by our neighbours from the 
other side of the sea wall. The race for the 
Wallet Shield will be on the 14th July. It’s 
a team race and deserves a good turnout 
from the TSC cruiser fleet.
Kees Spitters (Commodore)

In Memoriam – ‘Ade’ Thacker 
Adrian (Ade) Thacker sadly passed away on the 13th March, aged 61 years, 
after a long illness.

The funeral service in Brentwood on the 26th March was attended by 
the present and four ex-Commodores in the shape of myself, Roy Chalk, 
Steve Ince, Graham Elcock and Chris Peet.

Ade was an ex-Commodore and a valuable member of the Tollesbury 
Sailing Club.

Serving on the committee for many years and also a one year spell as 
Commodore, Ade was heavily involved in one of the major club renovations.  
This included the creation of the beer cellar and the extension that includes 
the kitchen and what is now the gent’s toilet. He also oversaw the re-cladding 
of the entire timber section of the including replacing the windows. Ade 
was also part responsible for the (stainless!) steel cuddy on the Yellow Peril. 
(Remember this when you are sheltering in there from another downpour 
of drought this season!)

As an ex part owner of a Smack himself, Ade was also a regular and 
reliable feature on the foredeck of ‘Sunbeam’ during many a Smack race. I 
for one will never forget the moment when he picked the right rope out of 
a bewildering selection, with no time left, to ‘trice the main’ in a successful 
attempt to avoid a sandbank that Sunbeam would undoubtedly have been 
driven on in a strong wind and rough sea on the way back from the Swale.

Steve Ince, who was Commodore from 1992 to 1994 asked me to add 
this: ‘Without Ade’s help, my term as Commodore would have been far more 
difficult and I do believe he should be 
recognised for his significant contribu-
tion to the club. He was always willing 
to pitch in for a work party and with-
out doubt was the main force behind 
the rear extension. He could always be 
relied upon to take the keys and keep 
the drinkers happy when lesser bar staff 
had to call it a night. He also piloted 
the rescue boat on many an occasion.’

Ade Thacker 

Cruiser Racing  
and Boat Parking. 
We should all be out in our dinghies and 
cruisers enjoying sailing, and if not doing 
it, thinking about it, but I will be boring 
and raise the subject of boat parking. 
I was told by one member that he can 
remember the same discussions (argu-
ments) 40 years ago regarding space in 
the yard and dinghy sailors commenting 
that many cruiser sailors’ boats were in 
the yard four times longer than they were 
in the water. Alternatively cruiser owners 
thought dinghy sailors got a great deal for 
their money and only a small percentage 
of them ever braved the rigours of the 
creek. So maybe times haven’t changed. 
Certainly things have been worse this 
year with the awful weather delaying 
the launch of many cruisers. The keen, 
hardy dinghy sailors are sailing earlier, 
cadets are even hardier and I counted 12 
boats out in mid-March as I went up the 
creek, admittedly in a cruiser with the 
heating on. This increased activity early 
on, along with the fact that more and 
more dinghy sailors store their boats over 
winter in the yard, may be due to the fact 
houses now have smaller gardens. This 
can cause problems early in the season. 
We do claim, rightly so, that we are the 
friendliest club on the East Coast and 
therefore, remembering that boat park-
ing is an important source of income, 
we need to try to make the best of it and 
work together so that all users can enjoy 
the facility.

Once upon a time, or so I am told, 
cruisers were stored only for the winter 
and dinghies for the season. The case is 

still the same for cruisers, although we 
occasionally make exceptions and allow 
members with problems with their boats 
to stay in for the summer, but they need 
prior permission to do so. Cruiser owners 
should note that they have only paid until 
April. Traditionally maintaining our posi-
tion as a member friendly club and not 
totally bent on applying rules strictly to 
the letter of the law, we do allow a bit of 
leeway, as with boats, things rarely work 
out according to plan. We do not want 
to change our stance but some members 
given an inch will take a mile and cruis-
ers have been left throughout May and 
some look towards not being out for a few 
weeks yet, without making any contact 
with the club. This is a sailing club and 
the boat park is a valuable facility to as-
sist members in following their hobby of 
sailing, not cheap storage. When filling 
in your next winter form please indicate 
when you intend to launch so we can try 
to keep the club end as clear as possible 
for the start of the dinghy season.

Dinghy sailors you can help your-
selves. If you intend to use your dinghy 
very little move it to the back of the yard. 
We do seem to have a lot of dinghies in 
the yard compared to the number out 
each week. There are also lots of old 
unrigged bits and pieces lying around. 
Could you take them home or contact 
me if you own them.  

As this is the only medium that 
reaches all members, I have to mention 
fees. Thanks to all the members who 
have promptly paid and I hope those 

who haven’t feel very guilty. Fees are an 
important source of revenue for the club. 
We do intend to fill in the ditch at some 
time in the future to extend the parking. 
We need money to do this.

This might sound like a moan, it’s 
not really, it’s just that sailing is about 
freedom, doing your own thing, away 
from bureaucracy and restrictions. I per-
sonally want to spend all the summer 
sailing, not chasing people and trying to 
organise the yard.

This brings me on to sailing. Last 
year we only managed one cruiser race, 
The King’s Head Cup. Club racing is 
fun, whatever boat you have it is always 
a great feeling to make it sail faster. Our 
racing is meant to be competitive but 
also friendly and boats are rarely geared 
up for racing (or for that matter the crews 
either.) The handicap system ensures that 
the smaller and slower boats have just as 
much chance as faster ones.  You never 
know, you might actually enjoy beating 
up the Wallet or Blackwater in 20 knots of 
wind and pouring rain, and if you don’t, 
you will be really happy when you finish.

The King’s Head Cup was a success 
last year but this year we want to make it 
an even bigger event (though we might 
not be able to race around Osea because 
of the raising of the Causeway). The other 
club in the village are invited to take part 
in this race but they do not provide much 
competition. So put the date in your di-
ary, Sat 18th August. Another date to put 
in your diary now is September 8/9th, a 
weekend of racing in the Wallet and hope-
fully lots of drinking to celebrate racing to 
Harwich. We can make this a big event 
as well and you never know the summer 
might have started by then.

Have a great season.
Paul Atkins – Rear Commodore 

Martin Ridsdale sent this article in earlier in the year, for 
publication in Windward...

Essex Record Office - Reception Display 
in January 2012
The reception display last January was a collection 
of items from accessions that came in over the last 
few months of 2011. They take in approximately 300 
accessions a year and the documents on display 
represent a cross-section of these. Amongst other 

fascinating items, there is the first minute book from 
the Essex District Cycling Touring Club, 1927-
1934 (A13272) and a day book for the Tollesbury 
and Mersea Native Oyster Fishery Co., 1931-1963, 
which lists ships laid up in the River Blackwater 
(A13125).  The book records ships damaged dur-
ing the Second World War, including the Liberty 
ship Colin P. Kelly Jr. before being broken up in  
Rotterdam. 
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Dinghy News
I mentioned in the last issue of Wind-
ward that I was off to give my Sloe Gin a 
shake. It didn’t do me much good; I’ve 
been making and enjoying it for years but 
dinghy sailing has got me all competitive 
- joint fourth place (out of five) just isn’t 
good enough!

I have tried to offer something new 
this year, partly spurred on by Robbie 
Bell, our local RYA area rep and partly by 
the way the tides fall very awkwardly this 
year. A couple of people seem to like the 
Sunrise Series and the Friday Evenings; 
I suspect the others are just supporting 
their new Dinghy Captain. Either way, we 
have sailed when we otherwise wouldn’t 
have had the opportunity.

There was a little sailing during the 
winter, though it wasn’t a vintage off-sea-
son. I did manage to take Bobcat, my own 
new GP14, to Bradwell for a shake-down 
in November. The pint was welcome, 
even if the capsize wasn’t! Huge thanks 

to George Rogers for an outstanding re-
furbishment job on the boat formerly 
known as Yellow Bob.

The Mersea Breakfast was well sup-
ported, with a mixed fleet of GP14s, a 
Laser and a Merlin Rocket, the latter two 
not being noted cruising dinghies but 
they had a good time, nevertheless.

As the season has begun, we have 
welcomed back old hands Simon Young 
and John Parker to the racing fleet, as 
well as ex-cadets Dan Spindler (who has 
won the Crew Shield already this season), 
and Will Porter (last year’s RNLI pennant 
winner). George Barber and Harriet Mays 
have argued in a Fireball, argued even 
more in a Hobie 405 and have finally set-
tled on separate Lasers. Now all we have 
to do is persuade Archie Willis to lead us 
round the cans in his Topaz.

I’m looking forward to the rest of 
the season. Please note that the GP14 
Open has moved and I will run some-
thing else on May 20th – keep an eye on 
the web site. Following a request from the 
GP14 Southern Travellers, we have moved 

it to August 19th. This is the Sunday 
before Mersea Week and we hope that 
some of the Travellers will stay over to join 
us for GP14 races in the regatta on the 
Monday and also the Round The Island 
Race which is on the Tuesday this year 
(those awkward tides again).

Just recently, Derek Burchill has run 
two Safety Boat courses out of Bradwell. 
The weather was fairly kind for the first 
and very realistic for the second. We have 
trained up another dozen people to RYA 
standard, many thanks to the TSC Com-
mittee for supporting this effort. It will 
help both Dinghy racing and cadets by 
improving both quality and quantity of 
support crews.

The crowded boat yard is testament 
to Tollesbury being a proper sailing club; 
hopefully by the time you read this, the 
yachts will be afloat and the yard full 
of dinghies ready to race or just potter 
about. Whichever your preference, we’ll 
do our best to support you this summer.
Rik Alewijnse – Dinghy Captain

Remembering Martin Capes
I sailed into Tollesbury in 1976, although Flavian thinks it was 
before then.

Martin was out fishing one day, off Shingle Point and came 
across a back pack. He handed it in to the then policeman, Mr 
Carter. I went to thank Martin and we all im-
mediately hit it off, with many nights in the 
King’s Head followed by going back to his 
place, for more drinks and crawling into our 
sleeping bags, on the floor in his living room, 
at around 4am. About 6am, there would be 
the sound of giggling and we would get prod-
ded, feet tickled and when we finally awoke 
after two hours’ sleep, with awful hangovers, 
we were given a cup of tea by Flavian, Gussie 
and Batty. I said I didn’t like tea, they ran off 
into the kitchen and I dozed off again. Before 
I knew it, I was prodded again, feet tickled 
and a voice saying “We’ve got coffee!” Now, 
I don’t like coffee either! Great, I thought, 
and went back to sleep, when all went quiet, 
but then I was prodded again and they said 
“We have got you orange juice!” I like orange 
juice! A while later, there would then be a 
scream from the kitchen, It was Marcus, who 
was still in nappies at the time, Then the door 
opened and Martin would be standing there 
saying “Who hit him?” the others would say 
”He did, no, he did, no, it was him!”

 In those days, we would all go swim-
ming in the creek off Dudley’s barge. This 
would often include a nineteen year old 

blonde lad called Greg Dunn and his sister Julia. Now Dudley 
had this thing about getting salt on his deck and you had to wash 
off with fresh water, when getting back aboard. I would always 
forget this and was terrified Dudley would find my salty footprints 
glowing on his deck! Martin loved this and whenever Dudley and 
I were around, he would come out with remarks such as ”Would 

you like more salt on your food?” or “There 
is a lot of salt in the air!” This would make 
me laugh and of course Dudley couldn’t 
understand the joke!

 One day Martin said to me, “I have 
discovered some amazing stuff; it’s called 
mastic!” I reckon his boat Red Bandit was 
held together with mastic.

 I have had the same mooring on the 
saltings since 1976, and will always remem-
ber the sound of Red Bandit’s engine going 
chugger chugger, clonk clonk and a voice 
yelling “Morning Chrisy” when he was com-
ing down the creek on the night tide, to go 
fishing. When we were moored in the Leav-
ings, there was often a shout from Martin as 
he steamed by, saying “Dinner has arrived” 
and we had to duck as herring were chucked 
aboard!

It was Martin who layed my moorings 
in the creek for me and they remain there 
today!

We had a lovely open air send-off for 
Martin and I am sure every one will join me 
in wishing his family all the best.

Chrisy Forbes – 25th May 2012

Weather or not to sail?
Sailing, great sport that it is, can be a little hamstrung by the 
weather. If you are anything like me (in which case bad luck …) 
every time you are thinking of going for a sail you start watch-
ing the weather fanatically. Will the sun shine?  Will the wind 
blow a perfect force 3-4? Will the wind be on the beam for the 
whole passage? The answer to all these is invariably no – we do 
after all live in the UK! However, we do want to know what the 
weather might do and we have a wealth of information avail-
able to us these days. In fact the biggest problem with weather 
forecasting now could be argued to be that there is too much 
around and we don’t know which are best. Look hard enough 
and you may find a more promising forecast, but be prepared 
to be disappointed when you actually go out.

So – what are the best sources of weather? I have found 
that the best bet is to find a set of forecasts that you can as-
sess over a period of time and therefore get to know and trust. 
There are of course the more traditional sources of forecasts; 
the shipping forecast and the inshore waters forecast. You can 
now get hold of these in various ways:

On Radio 4 though you 
may need a case of insomnia 
for two of the broadcast times 
– 0048 and 0520! You will 
need a radio with long wave 
for the other two times 1201 
and 1754

Online – all the weather 
forecasts are available now on 
the met office site on http://
www.metoffice.gov.uk/weath-
er/marine/

Via a Navtex receiver if 
you have one.

Via the VHF through 
the local Coastguard – see the  

almanac for the times and channels for this service.
However, more recently a number of good quality websites 

have sprung up to offer detailed forecasts. Two of the most 
widely used are:

Windguru (http://www.windguru.cz/int/) and
XC weather (http://www.xcweather.co.uk/).
Both these sites use the US GFS model for forecasting. The 

GFS model gives forecast data in the form of a grid of points 
at ½ degree (~50km) intervals. The websites interpolate this 
information to give a forecast for each location. This will not 
directly take account of local topographical effects, but does 
offer a useful level of detail. I find it valuable to look at the 
forecast before going out and then check it afterwards to see 
how accurate it was. I have tended to find that Windguru under-
forecasts a little but you may have had different experiences.

A particularly good tool for planning in relation to the 
weather is a free piece of software called UGrib (http://www.grib.
us/). If you follow the ‘downloads’ link from the website, you 
can download the software quite rapidly, though you do have 
to register to download it. Once you have installed the software 
and started it up, you will be faced with a map of the world.

You can select the area you want a forecast of and then 
download the grib file. It will only take a minute or two to 
download and this will give you a forecast for the following 
five days and you can view it step by step. You can even view 
it as an animation. The forecast is shown as wind barbs. See 

the screenshot below for an example.
The great thing about Ugrib is that you can also see the 

isobars and pressure systems and so can interpret the forecast. 
You can keep downloading forecasts for different areas to get a 
better overview. You can then save the areas you select so you 

can go straight back to them the next time. 
Free software and free forecasts – who said 
there was no such thing as a free lunch.

All this gives forecasts, but what about 
what is happening now? We are lucky in  
having a series of weather stations based 
around the river and up the coast. These in-
clude ones at Dabchicks SC, Blackwater SC 
and Brightlingsea SC as well as the Walton 
and Frinton lifeboat station. See the use-
ful links section of the website for links to  
all these.

Andy Beharrell 
(http://www.charmary.co.uk)

http://www.metoffice.gov.uk/weather/marine/
http://www.metoffice.gov.uk/weather/marine/
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I was looking forward to a trip to Grave-
lines on the 10th May with Mick and  
Damian on Mick’s boat Estelle, for a boat 
show and beer festival, but it wasn’t to be. A 
strong wind warning meant that even Estelle 
(which is a 20 ton Hastings Lugger) may not 
have been able to manage the treacherous 
entrance to the French port.

Mick wisely decided to stay on the 
East Coast. Heavy concrete boats are not 
welcome in most marinas, so we spent the 
first night in a little-known anchorage on 
the River Blackwater, close to Robin Hood 
Bay, but the wind was so strong that the 
anchor was dragging all night.

Next day, we sailed to Rowhedge and 
tied up at the town quay. Rowhedge is a 
small friendly village, and there is a little 
cafe by the riverside, run by two volunteer 
ladies, selling tea and sticky buns. The 
Anchor is a restaurant pub where we had 
a good meal, the Albion is a lively drinking 
pub, so Damian and I had a good night 
in there! Upstairs there is a music night 
where anybody can bring an instrument or 
sing a song, but we weren’t drunk enough 
to sing so we went back downstairs into 
the very friendly public bar. We spoke 

with an American couple and a woman 
from Newcastle,  and a rugby player who 
invited us to a private party, a party which 
was different to what I’m used to, to say 
the least!

On Sunday morning, there was just a 
light breeze so we left on the tide, as Mick 
had decided on Maldon as our destination.  
As we passed Mersea Stone, he told me 
how to scrub my boat off on the beach by 
driving her on to the beach at an angle of 
45 degrees , one hour after high water, al-
lowing her to rest on one side as the water 
went down and doing the other side on the 
next tide.   There is enough time to scrub 
off using buckets of sea water and then 
antifoul while the tide is out.

Close to Cocum Hills, the wind 
dropped completely. I was concerned 
about the depth, but Mick said that there 
is plenty of water there, the Molliette 
didn’t go aground there, she was used 
for targetpractice during WW11 and sunk 
purposely.

The trip to Maldon took all day be-
cause of the very light wind. I watched the 
barges pirouetting up to the quay, a spec-
tacle I never tire of. According to the East 

Coast Pilot, the visitor pontoon is accessible 
one hour before high tide, but because of an 
accumulation of mud, we went aground a 
few yards away,  however we rowed ashore 
for an hour or so and went back to the boat 
and had a meal on board.

On Monday, we anchored off Hey-
bridge and had breakfast at the café there. 
Next, we crossed the river to drop the hook 
opposite Stone. We needed water so Dami-
an and I rowed ashore, well Damian rowed, 
he’s won prizes for it! We had to pass the 
pub, so we called in for one. One led to 
another and we finished up having a full 
session. In the meantime, the strong wind 
came back and the return trip was quite 
hairy. The wind strengthened and veered 
to the North West, so we moved across 
and anchored in the lea of land adjacent 
to Tollesbury Pier.

We went home the next day, to go to 
a friend’s birthday party in Darcy, which 
rounded off a thoroughly enjoyable and 
educational week. It’s true what people 
say that the sailing is better here than it is 
across the Channel, and the beer’s cheaper, 
£10 a pint in France!
Alex Kelly

We meandered out of the clutches of 
Oude Tongue, which was starting to feel 
like the village in the “Prisoner”. One 
expected the big white ball to come 
round the corner at any moment.  With 
the keel feeling the bottom, we once 
more made our way through the reserve 
and back into the Volkerak.  North East 
to the Volkeraksluizen and into the Hol-
lands Diep, the traffic was starting to get 
quite heavy now. Wilemstad’s fortifica-
tions would be left for the journey home 
as we cracked on for the left turn into 
the Dordse Kil and its junction with the 
Oude Mass, gateway to Dordrecht.

I got out the Highway Code for Eu-

ropean waterways, as some of the signs 
were new and barges were do-
ing their thing of passing on 
the wrong side (green to green) 
with the blue boards a-showing.  
Powerful leading lights drew you 
to their lair and radar scanners 
spun their electronic web.  For-
tunately and by chance I had 
planned to exit this aquatic 
highway on the right but even 
so it was delicate when negotiat-
ing the many docks let into the 
banks as one expected to be assailed by a 
heavily laden tanker with “right of way”.    

We hung a right out of the main 

flow after waiting awhile for the rail bridge 
to lift after the 13:45 had gone over. It 
had been bumpy and we were glad to be 
in the quiet back waters of the city, how 
little did I know. There is a little board 
with a bell push and a man on a bike 
arrives in due course to open the bridge.

Adjacent to the flag pole is the pe-
destrian entrance and there are facilities 
sufficient for one’s needs.

Tutak Goes to 
Holland – 
Chapter VI (Dordrecht – the bells again)

And what a pleasant location, the pontoons were a bit 
ramshackle but serviceable and it added to the charm.

The famous tower that was sup-
posed to be much taller but never got 
finished, hence the rather stumpy look.

The Dordrecht tower towering 
over tiny Tutak is truly tremendous 
and terrible after a night with the town 
celebrating another goat bladder not 
being caught by a goalie or something, 
(takes breath while available).  The larg-
est bell lodged in the tower weighs in at 
9400kg which makes it the biggest in 
Europe. The peel of the six heavyweight 
bells fondles you awake by concussion.  
The heart becomes superfluous as the 
pressure waves take over with musical 
cardiac compressions.  If you are lucky 
the Carillonneur will play the other 61 
bells for you which are not at all like an 
opening artillery barrage.  I did wonder 
at the frugality of the fees at this city 
centre location, but I guess the mon-
ster organ pipe railway bridge was a 
give-away clue.  I think there is a name 
for it, it escapes me, but the wonder-
ful church organ can be heard through 
the tower with brilliant clarity as the 

organist practises for the Sunday service. 
  Dordrecht was to be the furthest we 

got this time. We were halfway through 
our allotted time and it would be prudent 
to get to the coast if a suitable weather 
window turned up for the trip back to 
Blighty. Truth be told I was a little wary 
of these very commercial waterways and 
to have gone further would have mean it 
getting even busier. 

Extract from Bill and Doug’s Most  
Excellent Adventures. 
©BothyPress.
http://tutak-ii.blogspot.co.uk/  
for other adventures.
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View from 
Coast Road

I write a monthly column for a maga-
zine called Mersea Life, entitled ’The View 
from Coast Road’, mostly about waterfront 
matters, but sometimes on other subjects 
that make me go off on one, and I’ve har-
vested a few stories in bite size chunks, start-
ing with this one, from April 2011- I had 
a very enjoyable run ‘Down Channel’ on a 
racing trimaran over Easter, superb wind-
less weather for the beach, but heavy on 
diesel usage, which resulted in putting in to 
Salcombe for bunkering (and the inevitable 
run ashore, the full Sloop John B produc-
tion). Whilst I was down west, I rafted up 
with my brother, who lives locally, and he 
was very sniffy about the demographic of 
Salcombe. The root of the problem is the 
staggeringly high property values caused 
by the ‘second-homers’ or ‘blow-ins’, which 
he neatly summed up with the astounding 
statistic that not a single member of the 
Salcombe lifeboat crew can afford to live in 
the town. Indeed, whilst we were alongside 
the fuel barge, there was a serious fire gut-
ting a reasonably large house in what is 
known locally as Millionaires’ Row, where 
a couple of tenders played hoses in what 
I chose to see as a fairly indifferent way, 
because the building was as empty as, well, 
a second home.

 ‘They’m Blow-Ins’ chimed in the 
bunker bargeman, ‘Had the place on the 
market for £1.4 million, couldn’t sell it, 
and now look what’s happened!’ What 
with a sore head from the night before 
and my brother’s words still ringing in my 
ears, I quietly gave thanks that Mersea is 
not Salcombe, we don’t have a ‘second-
homer’ epidemic and we do have our 
own resident lifeboat crew and firemen.

June 2011 – The fishing boat Karen 
Lynne, hulked outside Dabchicks, had 
just been carted off to feature in a pirate 
movie - Hopefully, the Karen Lynne will 
be returned to our foreshore, but I choose 
my words regarding wreck extractions 
more carefully these days, as I got into 

a dreadful muddle a few years back, fir-
ing a scotch-fuelled letter off to Classic 
Boat magazine, moaning about losing our 
shore-side heritage. The beautiful Merry-
maid, Tollesbury’s last link with the great 
days of ‘yottin’, had recently been carted 
off to Italy for restoration, never to be seen 
again on these shores, and in my flailing 
around to find another such example, 
I picked on Kismet, that was extracted 
‘like a wisdom tooth’ from the houseboat 
community on Coast Road. When I was 
put right, in no uncertain terms, that 
she was being rebuilt in Tollesbury and 
would be enjoyed gracing the Blackwater 
every summer since, I was quite happy 
to munch another wedge of humble pie 
– addendum - I had already written this 
piece, prior to attending the Classic Yacht 
Regatta up at Levington, where the beau-
tiful Kismet stood out amongst a spec-
tacular fleet of classic yachts, so much so 
that her owner, Richard Matthews, was 
awarded a special prize by the organisers 
for, and I quote verbatim, “Rebuilding a 
historic yacht, and keeping her in this 
country!” Now that is kismet!

July 2011 – The announcement that 
the Baffle Wall was being deconstructed had 
just been published - Thinking about that 
line in the water reminded me of the day 
my friend Colin came sailing. Colin is 
a Yorkshireman, a son of the soil and 
as far as I knew had never been to the 
seaside, let alone been on a boat. We sat 
on the seawall at Stone, having a pint in 
the Friday evening sun, contemplating 
the Old Gaffers race the next day, when 
he piped up “That’s Land Rover”. What 
was mildly alarming was the direction 
he pointed, out into the river. All I could 
see was a whaler tied to what appeared 
to be a baulk of timber floating just off-
shore. “That’s roof of t’Land Rover” he 
repeated. I assured him that while Land 
Rover ownership was about the only pride 
that united the power and sail communi-

ties, we weren’t given to totally immersing 
them, but he persisted in this ridiculous 
assertion. The tide went down. It was 
indeed a Land Rover.

October 2011 – No explanation need-
ed! - I can never pull on my trusty waders 
without shuddering, remembering the 
loss, or rather replacement of my original 
pair of Hood Bullseyes. They were my 
most treasured teenage possession, my 
badge of office as a deckie learner on the 
few remaining trawlers out of Tollesbury 
in the 70s. One particular skipper, Budge 
Frost, was rather economic with paying 
us boys out in fish, so I used to post 
a nice fat sole down each leg for later 
enjoyment. I wore those boots to death, 
which came in the form of perishing just 
below the knee where they were folded 
down for shore wear. They lasted into the 
mid 1990s, but sadly had to go. As the 
newly invented internet was only available 
to me at work, I did a search for Hood 
Bullseyes. No luck. I searched further, 
and eventually found a link to the very 
thing. I opened the web page excitedly, 
and there were just the fellows for me, size 
10, just right. They were being modelled 
by a wholesome looking chap, smoking 
a pipe – stark rowlock naked. That was 
when the alarm went off in the IT Depart-
ment and the warning letters started......

January 2012 - The Boat Show was a 
funny old affair this year, some big names 
missing, and some strange names pre-
sent, offering cars, furniture and even 
furniture polish. Even the French-
sounding Irish outfitters beloved of the 
better-dressed yachtsman had a stand 
aimed more towards the countryman. 
The word on the ground was that the 
big-hitting ‘gin-palace’ exhibitors were 
less than gruntled with attendance, and 
without them there won’t be another 
show. The Southampton Boat Show has 
been waiting in the wings since the de-
mise of the overheated pleasures of the 
Earl’s Court show, and will probably be-
come the centre of effort for the leisure 
marine industry. When the London Boat 
Show moved from Earl’s Court down to 
Docklands, it had an ‘end-of-the-world-
as-we-know-it’ feeling, so if it does hit the 
buffers, it would fulfil many a prediction.

February 2012 – Ron Green had given 
an excellent talk on Old Mersea at Dab-
chicks - Another photo showed Lennox 
Leavett, without the customary cigar 

  stump in the corner of his mouth. Most 
of the smack community will remember 
Lennox on the Charlotte Ellen in his 
latter days, cigar, black beret and com-
manding voice, one of the last generation 
of personalities carved out of the genuine 
hardship that preceded the nanny state. 
I had a privileged insight into that era on 
a far off summer’s day in the early 70s, 
when I was invited to go mulleting with 
Navvy Mussett and Lennox, but it meant 
bunking off school. My sainted mother 
decided I would learn much more from 
those two old boys than from another 
day at the Grammar. So I was off down 
the ‘crick’ in the mist of the early morn-
ing light, as I was the oarsman rowing 
the flat-bottomed punt Navvy had built 
specifically for netting grey mullet on 
the mudflats of Tollesbury Fleet. Navvy 
was a POW in the Great War, held in a 
camp in Silesia (in modern-day south-
western Poland), and when the Armi-
stice was signed, the camp gates were 

thrown open, and the inmates had no 
option but to walk home across Europe. 
Navvy was too old for active service in 
WW2, so commanded a patrol boat in 
the Thames Estuary. 

 I was told chilling tales of both 
conflicts that day, shocking even to a 
war-obsessed young teenager, but there 
was also talk of the great days of yacht-
ing, America’s Cup and Kiel Yacht Club, 
the Sadd family smack yacht, Ripple, and 
the beautiful yawl, Duet. I worked hard 
that day, pulling nets and learning new 
skills, but when the tide had covered 
the flats, the prospect of the long row 
home was daunting. Navvy pulled a bun-
dle of ancient yellow rubber out of the 
fore hatch. He tied one corner to the top 
of a long oar, and shipped it as a mast, 
then we held the other corners to form 
a makeshift sail, which pushed us home. 
While under way, he told me the most 
remarkable story of all. I can’t remember 
which of the America’s Cup campaigns 

it was, but the ‘yanks’ had struck on 
the wheeze of making a spinnaker out 
of rubber. This was perfectly within the 
strictly controlled measurements when 
on the sail maker’s loft floor, yet inflat-
ing to twice the size when under wind 
loading! All went well for the American 
boat. Off she careered, until there was 
a loud boom and the balloon popped. 
Navvy got hold of a goodly piece of the 
wreckage and kept it in his shed, letting 
me sail home under a genuine piece of 
yachting history. That was the first time 
I heard the famous Thomas Lipton quote 
“Britannia Rules the Waves, but America 
Waives the Rules”.

April 2012 - Young people today! I 
had another of those wake-up calls re-
cently, reminding one of the incessant 
drip of time onto the stalagmite of des-
tiny, that the media milestones of one’s 
life are not shared by those that follow us. 
I had seen an unusually tall mast head-
ing out of Bradwell Creek, and when she 
made full sail, a combination of telescope, 
sail number and internet search revealed 
she was none other than Gypsy Moth IV. 
Wow! (If, valued reader, that yacht name 
does not instantly transport you back 
to Sir Francis Chichester’s knighthood,  
I refer you to the internet to research the 
last days of Britannia ruling the waves). 
That vision in my lens was truly exciting, 
and, as my colleague of 30 short years 
of age checked what had enlivened me  
so much, I was saddened to discover  
that the world-girdling derring-do that 
inspired my generation means nothing to  
The Apprentice demographic.
Greg Dunn

24 hour Dinghy Race
In September 2012 Tollesbury Sailing 
Club will be entering a team for the West 
Lancashire YC 24 hour race. This unique 
event takes place on September 15-16th 
2012 and is billed as the UK’s number 1 
endurance dinghy event. Entry is allowed 
for GP14s, Enterprises and Larks and we 
will be entering a GP14 in the race. The 
race is run on the marine lake at South-
port and racing is continuous throughout 
the 24 hours. Navigation lights on a GP14 
will certainly be a novelty! The 2012 race 
will be the 46th time the race has been 
run and the social side of the race is said 

to be more taxing than the racing itself. 
We will be training hard for this aspect 
of the event. Indeed many of us started 
this training years ago!

We hope to have at least 5 crews 
and a support team at the event and while 
we have many people signed up already, 
please do let us know if you are interested 
in being a part of the team. Email Andy 
Beharrell on andy.beharrell@gmail.com 
if you might be interested in coming with 
us and being a part of the event.

We have as a club supported  
Sail4Cancer for many years with various 
events and we also want to use the 24 
hour race to raise funds for Sail4Cancer 

(www.sail4cancer.org). We hope you will 
feel able to support us - knowing we have 
your support will help us through what 
could be a long 24 hours! You can use 
the online donation form on the Sail-
4Cancer website (http://www.sail4cancer.
org/Tollesbury2012) - and leave us your 
messages of support.

You can find out more about 
the race on the official website on  
http://24-hour-race.wlyc.org.uk/. We 
have bought a boat specifically for the 
event, we have a crew, now we just need 
to sail for 24 hours non-stop – let’s hope 
that’s the easy bit.
Andy Beharrell
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Time Again for thanks – 
and this time a PLEASE!

Another three years have passed (raced) by since my last note of 
thanks to the friends who have given their time to deliver winter talks.

Again we have been treated to fi rst class talks on a wide variety 
of subjects. So many people have a great story to tell, and often just 
need to be asked to tell it!  Several of the speakers had never delivered 
a public speech before, but of them, a surprising number have found 
their reputations have gone ahead of them and they have been asked 
to speak at other venues. 

Another ‘Hall of Fame’ follows as a reminder of past winter Friday 
evenings. Well done and many thanks to all of the contributors.
Winter 2009/10 
Oct 9th Mike Gager   Tollesbury Yachtsmen – The Early Days’ Sailing 
with the Aristocracy
Nov 20th Craig Last   Motorcycle Diaries – Solo Across the Balkans to 
Palestine
Feb 12th Roger Palmer   Tall Ships Experience
Winter 2010/11
Oct 8th Mike Gager   To Monaco Turn Right at the Spitway and Left 
at Spain
Nov 12th Alan Wilson   Suddenly Alone
Jan 14th Keith Lovell   Sea Shanties and Nautical Phrases 
Feb 11th Rob Brownell   Women, Sex and Art in Victorian England
March 11th Will Davenport   Circumnavigation – Round the world 
on a Commercial Ship
Winter 2011/12
Oct 7th Ed Heigham   Time Teaming Tollesbury
Nov 11th Jim Lawrence   My Early Days’ Barging
Jan 13th John Hall   The Maiden Voyage of the Baba Yaga –  
Slovinia to Turkey – A Delivery Job
Feb 10th Andy and Sue Robins   Belgium through the Canal System
March 10th Stephen Crook   Tollesbury to Turkey and Back

And now to the please:
Having done the talks organising for six years, I have decided to give 
up the role and pass it on to someone new. No one has so far come 
forward to replace me, so I hope this plea will act as a prompt. Typical 
British modesty makes us reluctant to come forward so it is more 
likely that someone will be volunteered by a friend. If you think you 
know who might like to do it, pass the name on to me and I will 
approach him/her. Don’t be reluctant; fi rstly, I won’t apply pressure, 
and secondly, you will be doing your friend a favour – this is one 
of the best jobs in the Club.                                     Garry Crees 
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