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Tollesbury SC
hosts GP14
Open 2009

Bob would always forget the first rule of dressing – pants first then trousers!
GP14 Open 2009. The GP open which
was the sixth event in the travellers series
went very well thanks to the support of a
large number of club members who
generously gave their time to organise the
event both on the water and at the club.
Nick Green and Chris Peet handled the
OOD duties, Bob Wilkinson organised the
safety boat side of things and Sue Palmer
arranged food for over 60 before and after

the sailing. Obviously loads of people
assisted those named above and ensured
that the 25 crews sailing thoroughly
enjoyed themselves and the club has
certainly enhanced its reputation for good
organisation and hospitality.
There was not a lot of wind for the
14 visitors (from 6 clubs) but the 3
scheduled races were completed although
this year we could not make it out of the

river. Richard Lord from Seahorse SC
(Welsh Harp) again was the winner and
thanked the club on behalf of the visitors
for hosting the event so well at the prize
giving. Allan Hawtin with cadet member
Arthur Brookes won the first race and was
second overall; a mistake by one of the
visiting boats allowed Jilly and me to claim
3rd place. Peter and Richard Bettles
(Richard is also a cadet member) were 9th
and Robert and Ron Laurie 11th. The series
1 prize for older boats was awarded to Steve
Corbets and Steve Browne from Leigh-onSea SC. I think next time we should give a
ladies prize as we had several lady helms
this year – the ladies are not too impressed
with their changing facilities and so this
probably needs to be a priority for
improvement – any volunteers?!!
George Rogers

Strictly X-Factor

With all the hullabaloo on a Saturday night’s TV
viewing between ‘Strictly’ and ‘X-Factor’, Tollesbury Sailing
Club threw a curve ball into the battle with their own all
singing, all dancing extravaganza.
Hazel Doyle’s last production saw us transported
back to the 1930s in Berlin and specifically the
‘KitKatClub’; this time we went further back in time, to
the heydays of the ‘Moulin Rouge’ in Paris.
Front of House, Mike Gager welcomed us and made
sure our wine glasses were full before ‘The Four Gentlemen
of Montmartre’; Roger, Keith, Martin and Kim, resplendent
in Top Hat and Tails, calmly walked through the audience,
many of whom had also entered into the spirit of the
evening by dressing in their finery.
Our wannabe ‘Boy Band’ doffed their hats and
twirled their canes and generally tried, with limited
success, to catch the eye of the ‘ladies’. They played it safe
and danced as a group before they took their chance and
tried individually to impress. A voice from the back of the
Club shouted “Seven!” (causing the ‘Strictly’ addicts to
look round the audience for Len Goodman’s smiling face)
but on second thoughts it was probably the number of left
feet on display. (Only joking Lads!)
The Can-can was performed “aaamaazzzingly” by
Francis, Olga, Wendy and Maz in the most sumptuous of
handmade costumes. Under the searing spotlights they

kicked and strutted their stuff across the club floor. The
tempo was relentless as they gave their all, including high
kicks, handstands, cartwheels and finally into the splits!
Hazel, who had choreographed the whole show, also gave
another stunning individual performance of song and
dance, the only pity being that Simon Cowell was not
present to take her on to greater fame and glory!
A seamless string of classic songs from the stage and
screen such as ‘The Night They Invented Champagne’,
‘I Love Paris’, ‘Razzle Dazzle’ and ‘Lets Fall In Love’ were
sung and danced to with great fervour before Kim took
centre stage with his sleight of hand and magic tricks.
These culminated when a member of the audience was
invited to take a card from the offered pack. Kim tried
unsuccessfully to pick the chosen card out until he took
off his coat and tails, to reveal a giant replica of the card
fixed on his back to huge applause.
The evening finally came to a spectacular finish, after
almost an hour and a half of nonstop action, which the
audience showed by its applause to have been extremely
well received. Congratulations must go to all the cast who
really pulled out all the stops to meet the challenge.
Thanks to Kim for ensuring all the technical aspects, i.e
sound and lights went without a hitch and of course to
Hazel for working her magic to produce another
memorable evening.

Well done to all the trophy winners at this year’s Laying-up supper.

IT’S ALL THEIR FAULT
(GLOBAL WARMING)
Whichever side of the fence you
jump, it is an emotive subject, for our
part “the east coast” that is, whilst houses
are falling into the sea and coastlines are
lost forever, a simple fact has been
overlooked.
The Dutch! While they have been
luring us over there with their “fancy
chocolate”, “liberal lifestyle” and ornate
wooden clogs, all the time they have been
building more sea defences, deflecting the
north sea and all its power at us and a
two-acre breach at Salcott is not going to
save us.
There is only one answer, we must
invade Holland and invade NOW!
A short occupation should do it, we
could turn it into one big boating lake,
and this would save our shores and give
our Norfolk bulb growers a much-needed
boost which would kick start the national
economy, thereby leading to world peace!
“Wait
a
minute”
global
“WARMING”, long hot sunny days with
warm Mistral winds! More water than you

can shake a stick at, sail away whenever
the whim takes you.
There’s something in this, I can
see it now Woodrolfe park oyster beds,
Geoff Vote’s house at King’s Walk could
be the new clubhouse, and if we bought
the fields below, we could corner the

moorings market.
Life would be great if only . . .
Anyway it’s all the fault of the Dutch and
if they’re in Holland why aren’t they
called Hollanders! And where’s the
Netherlands anyway!
A Madman (ED really)

EL PRESIDENTE
CONGRATULATIONS to
Mr ELCOCK on becoming
the new Tollesbury Sailing
Club president.
In an interview earlier,
Graham said that now he has
been elevated to new heights,
he would be seeking an early
meeting with Kofi Annan and
the Pope, to discuss world
peace.
He is also keen to open the

sea wall in the yard so we can
sail straight out on the tide, he
also has an idea concerning an
automatic dinghy washer along
the lines of a car wash, (brilliant) where does he get his
ideas from? These are straight
up there with the left-handed
screwdriver he devised in the
seventies, because of all the
problems caused by decimalisation.
ED

J.R. also wanted a boat with which he
and crew could cruise in relative
comfort, not something usually
associated with Fishing Smacks. I have
to wonder what skippers of yore
would have thought about it. So, we
had bunks, lockers, loos (only one),
and Formica topped chart and dining
tables etc etc, you get the picture. ‘The
Lady’ did give us basic comforts and
many happy hours were spent
enjoying them after a hard sail or a
pleasant drift around. It all worked
very well.
So, now all was complete, ‘The
Lady’ was ready to go. By my records
I started working on her in the May
of 1976. (J.M. had already made a
start, possibly earlier in the month),
and I can tell you (and I kid you not
folks) on the 18th, 19th, and 20th
August, 1977 we had two firsts and a
fifth in the Mersea Regatta, and she
Photo courtesy of Yvonne Leguit, the re-build of Charlotte Ellen captured in book form
looked superb and went like the
with 80 stunning images. www.tollesburyimages.com 01621 860243
wind. This of course was after the
launching party which took place at J.
about the restoration as the Editor is limited M.’s anchorage and I tell you again folks,
to the amount of space he can give to each never was there a launching like it. I reckon
contributor. Suffice to say it was extensive. I most of the Club were there. On the fore
was privileged to work with John during the deck was a vast barrel containing crushed
restoration. A joiner by trade, making and ice and nestled therein were MAGNUMS of
Much interest was aroused with the re- fixing anything connected to the building champagne, need I say more, it was an
appearance of the Charlotte Ellen on the day trade, (staircases a speciality), but I found absolute ‘blast’. One incident I shall never
of the Tollesbury Smack Race. Re-built, re- this shipwrighting a different ballgame forget. At one stage, several people had gone
furbished, re-painted, re-just about altogether, but under John’s tutelage I was overboard, all having a splashingly good
everything and it showed. She looked a able to pick up enough tips to earn my keep. time. Everyone left aboard was looking on
picture. She had been in hibernation while Rotten frames were ripped out and new and laughing, several on the side deck
all the above re-s took place under the green oak frames were painstakingly cut, leaning over the rail to get a better view and
guidance of ‘Cakey’ Drake and an assorted shaped, and fitted, quick to explain, not to were balancing by holding on to a line
bunch of ‘others’. We have to thank James implement. So it went with deckbeams, running along the boom. J.M. noticed this
Bardrick, the current owner, who had all the planking, decking, stanchions, beam and with malice aforethought let go of the
work carried out, for bringing Charlotte shelves, rails, new counter and rudder line. I had a perfect view of these people
back to life. The reason I am so pleased trunking, topped off with two new Cabin making a perfect choreographed dive into
about it will be revealed.
Tops beautifully constructed by John. New the creek.
It is probable that many of the mast and spars, rigging, sails, everything
To all good things there sometimes
admirers of ‘The Lady’, (which is what we cut, shaped and fitted with T.L.C. All the comes an adverse one. On the weekend of
will call her for this exercise), would not be while this was going on J.R. was with us as September 28th, 1979 it was decided a trip
aware that all this had happened before, much as his business commitments would to Ostend would make a pleasant change so
many years ago. She was brought to allow, keeping us supplied with materials of we took off on the Friday late afternoon.
Tollesbury by John Rigby in 1976. John had all kinds and mucking in
looked far and wide for a smack to own (and to help in all phases of the
restore if necessary) and he eventually found exercise. I don’t know If
‘The Lady’ moored up in Brightlingsea. After J.R. remembers how many
all those years of service to many, she was phosphor-bronze screws
now being used as a semi- house boat. he purchased, there were
Much T.L.C was needed. She had lacked two screws to every plank
maintenance and been cut about a bit, on every frame. I leave it
Counter stern cut off (as the Smackies did to you to imagine the time
in those days. If the rot set in, cut it off). J.R. and effort needed and J.R.
had her towed to John Milgate’s anchorage did his share.
and he was given the task by J.R. of doing
While J.M.
was
whatever was required to bring her back to finishing off more technical
looking like a proper Smack. There was jobs I was given the task of
much to do.
fitting out down below.
I will not go into too much detail Although wanting to race,

A Beautiful Lady...
Restored

Aboard were the motley crew of John Rigby,
Dave Wager, Jack Birchley, Brian Barker,
Mike Gager and yours truly. We hadn’t gone
far when we decided the winds were not
favourable for the short time we had allowed
for the trip so instead a course was set for
Calais. I will gloss over the cause of what
happened, it was a combination of things
that caused the boat to run aground onto
the West Barrow Sands. The engine a
powerful Russell Newbury, was started in an
attempt to back her off but to no avail, it was
low water so we had no choice but to sit and
wait for high water to lift us off. Time
passed, we sat chatting and drinking tea,
when someone said in a rather matter of fact
tone, “My feet are wet”. Looking down we
saw a few inches of water sloshing around
where it should not be. As the tide rose we
realised the boat was not lifting but was
taking water at a worrying rate. There was
no panic, the pumps were manned but were
soon proved to be useless. The Barrow
Sands were of such a fine texture it was
swirling around in the incoming water and
it first stopped the electric pump and then
the manual one which I was trying to
operate. It became jammed solid and I was
unable to move it. Buckets were found and
we began to try and bail out. I can see J.R.
now, standing in the main cabin filling
buckets and handing them up to those on
deck as though they were empty, such was
his determination to try and save his
beloved boat. We had to admit defeat. It was
found later that the Garboard seams had
been rung all the way along the keel which
was the equivalent of a very large hole.
Downcast, we assembled on deck clutching
what bits of belongings we could find. We
had no radio aboard at that time not any of
the tech’ wonders that abound today. It was
said in the newspaper cuttings about the
event (which I still have) that a distress flare
was fired but I admit to not remembering
that, but things were a bit hectic at the time.
Fortunately we were on the route of the sand
barges running out of Fingringhoe and we
could see one (bearing in mind it was now
very dark) returning from London. It was

the other side of the bar
and we attracted their
attention using a hand
torch which I learned
was not the best thing to
use over a large expanse
of water. It turns out that
aboard the barge was Ian
Macgregor who was a
crewman
on
the
Charlotte many years
ago when fishing. He
had visited us when we
were engaged in the refit
and he was able to recall
where his bunk had been. A small world
indeed.
Ian called the lifeboat which reached
us about 1:00am, and he had stood by. It
turns out the Sheerness boat crew had been
on their Annual Dinner & Dance and were
not happy. They could not reach us because
of the sandbank so instead sent over an
Inflatable with two crewman dragging with
them a heavy line. Now I have the greatest
admiration for our Lifeboat crews, but I have
to admit it was not one of their best efforts.
They had had a few and were probably not
quite with it. They could not make headway
rowing to the heavy line and were thrashing
about, we rescued them, by throwing them
a light line with which pulled them aboard.
I’ll cut a long story short as I am taking up
too much space. We were transferred to the
barge which took us to Fingringhoe. We were
all feeling very low, loosing your boat under
some circumstances is a terrible thing, and I
am sure none of us will every forget it.
A rescue attempt was made on the
Sunday using Doug Stocker’s fishing boat
and many empty 50gal steel drums as a
flotation medium, but ‘The Lady’ was being
held much too firm for that to work. To see
the submerged barrels shooting up out of the
water as they broke free and floated off on
the tide was quite something. On the
Wednesday we took off again, this time
aboard the Tug ‘Pullit’ from Maldon. We had
acquired massive flotation bags from Dover,
a large compressor on
the aft deck and ‘Bonz’
who at that time ran a
liferaft
repair
and
servicing business came
with us together with
several liferafts, ‘The
Lady’ was looking very
sorry for herself but with
the aid of the flotation
bags strapped along each
side, and the liferafts
crammed below decks
and then inflated we
managed to pull her off
but it was incredible

what power it took to release her from the
deadly sands’ clutches. The main sheet
which had become buried in the sand would
not come free and was stretched as tight as
a fiddle string and had to be cut. Just
unbelievable. We traveled back in the dark,
re-inflating a leaking airbag every hour or so.
A memorable trip. We beached her on
Mersea beach, patched her up temporarily to
get her back to Tollesbury and on the slip in
the Marina. There she was stripped out and
the sand dug out which had infiltrated
everywhere. We made a pile of it on the
ground and when it dried out it was like
concrete. Apparently a Coaster which went
on the Barrows, as we did, could not be
saved and in six months it had disappeared.
A terrible place the Barrows, give it a wide
berth.
J.M. had to sort out the Garboard
problems and whatever else necessary while
I replaced the interior joinery. I would like
to make clear that all the crew on that day,
gave of their time (work permitting) in the
recovery and repair of ‘The Lady’ all through
the operation. Again she was repainted and
the after hatch replaced as the original had
floated off somewhere much to J.M.’s
disgust. Between then and now she saw
some hard service with other owners but not
too much maintenance, hence all the work
that James has had to undertake. Those of
us with memories are very glad indeed that
he has done so.
Tho those of you who were not aware
of ‘The Lady’s’ earlier history I hope I have
explained why I am particularly pleased
about the most restoration.
Yours in haste,
Graham Elcock
N.B. A passage taken from ‘The Oxford
Companion to Ships and the Sea’.
Garboard. The term used in wooden
ships to describe the first seam nearest the
keel, the most difficult of all to caulk. Here is
the most dangerous place in all the ship to
spring a leak for it is almost impossible to
come to it withinboard. (Mainwarning
Seaman’s Dictionary, 1644).

A Midsummer
Night’s Gig

X

“What now” Martin said as we sat in the
club nursing a pint.
“What – right now mine’s a pint” I
said hopefully
“No – after the Wallet Ball with the
band”
“How about” I said slurring slightly
“Midsummer Night gig”
“Easy for you to say” dribbled Martin
looking into his glass. The movement of the
surface triggered something
“Wouldn’t it be fun to do it out on the
water?”
I looked at him a bit suspiciously but
over a few more sherberts, the idea grew.
Then through the club front door entered
Keith – the owner of Iskur. We looked at
each other and grinned.
We waited until he had settled down
and had relaxed and dropped his guard,
and like a well rehearsed military
movement that betrayed the amount of
alcohol consumed, we executed the perfect
‘pincer’ movement.
“Keith” I said chirpily “What size
generator do you have on board?”
Like a lamb to the slaughter Keith
proudly said “A big one. 12 Kva”
Martin and I looked at each other.

Right second part of the plan swung into
action.
Get the rest of the table to help us.
Once we explained our idea, unwittingly
Les and Megan where used like an Exocet
missile. “Oh what a great idea” Poor Keith
never stood a chance.

Well over the next two months, Keith
performed minor miracles, and 2 months
later Iskurr was ready for her first trip for
quite a few years. I did feel guilty sometimes
when I saw Keith looking tired and working
all the hours he could. His normal jovial
smile seemed a bit strained when people
would ask if he was going to be ready, but
on the Saturday saw Iskur leaving the
marina loaded up with the band equipment.
We worried all the way up to Osea
island as we had e-mailed all the clubs

round the river but did not know who
would turn up. In the evening after a BBQ
on the beach with a few boat loads of
people, some had come from Wivenhoe
specifically to hear us, we counted up and
where very grateful to see 48 boats
anchored around us.
As the shadows lengthened we set off
for the stage and as the sun set over
Maldon, we struck up. We could only play
till about 11pm as the tide was going to
turn, Iskur would have swung and we
would have been playing towards an empty
river. The weather threatened a couple of
times but it did remain fair and with a
thoughtfully provided firework display over
at Maylandsea, we had what can only be
described as Bizarre. We did find out a week
or two later that the clients who were
picked up Osea island that evening, were
telling the ferry driver that they had a great
evening as well, and apparently were
singing some of the songs.
I hope that everyone who made the
effort to get up there for the evening,
managed to hear us clearly and above all a
HUGE thanks to Keith for a Herculean
effort and who was our tour manager,
provided the stage, dressing rooms,
accommodation and after gig party.
We where disappointed that we could
not find a TV to throw out through a
window but hey ho maybe next year.
Kim Stephenson

BEST OF LUCK AND THANKS  BEST OF LUCK AND THANKS

After many many years of invaluable and
tireless service to the club, Dr Ted Bozman
& Les Willson have decided to chuck in
the towel, they will both be missed on
committee and we all wish them the very
best for the future.
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Shiny Mouse?
Twas just another perfect day at the
waterfront, the sky was iridescent blue; the
tide had left its mark and a good lot of
flotsam and jetsam.
The sail maker was tapping in his loft,
‘postie’ flitted hither and dither, Maureen
was walking our dog ‘Button’ she had
found a washed up piece of timber four
times too big to play with.
Billy working hard with Cranky the
crane, Dougle gesticulating as banks man
do, ‘Cakey’ perusing his woodpile and Axel

grumbling away to himself in his workshop.
A gentle south westerly kept the
temperature to perfect, a great day to be
alive; one thing was troubling, something
wasn’t quite right! Though everything was
normal.
Had the earth slipped on its axis, was
it the end of life as we know it, everything
was normal, the dray delivery to the sailing
club, sparrows queuing patiently for their
turn at ‘Josie’s’ feeding station so what is
this feeling of ‘amiss’.
Then I spotted it, amongst all the
eclectic paraphernalia in ‘Mouse’s’ yard, a
shiny red new toy for Trevor (picture above)

is this a new era?
NB. Don’t walk out in front of his old
Land Rover; it goes above the statutory
13mph!!!
ED

Commodore’s
Corner
Where does the year go? Here we are again
with the sailing season finished, cruisers in the yard
and the weather forecasters predicting snow. For most
sailors this is a time of impending depression, however
at TSC we are luckier than most. We have our great
social programme to see us through the winter months.
There is the prospect of meeting up with friends every
Friday to have a wonderful home-cooked meal, talks to
look forward to and other social events, so keep an eye
out on Signals for what is coming up.
This year has been hectic, but fun. The weather was
certainly better than last year giving more opportunity for
sailing and BBQs outside the club. At the beginning of the
year we hosted the Wallet Ball. After the previous couple
of years’ events, the Wallet Ball faced the serious prospect
of fading away due to lack of interest. At TSC we knew
that we had to get it right for the tradition to continue and
of course we did. It was a great night, enjoyed by everyone
and set a very high standard for Maldon Little Ship Club
to follow. They will be hosting the 2010 Ball, using the
same venue and caterers. It promises to be another
good night so when the tickets become available (in
March?) let’s make sure that TSC once again has the
biggest crowd at the Ball.
Once again Cadet Week went very well.
The weather was great and the cadets had great
fun. With the help of parents and extra boats
from the RYA we had well over thirty kids
on the water, which was wonderful.
They even talked me into a dinghy two
or three times!! I enjoyed the dinghy
sailing but a few things struck me: where do you make
the tea? where do you go to the loo? and how do you
stop spilling your glass of wine when you have to do that
tacking thing?!!!!
These didn’t seem to be issues when we held the

GP14 Open Meeting. Once again the weather almost
played the game, although we could have done with a bit
more wind. We had a lot of visitors, coming from all over
the country. TSC’s reputation of being a friendly club in
a great sailing area is obviously spreading and the fixture
is now firmly set in the GP14 calendar (either that or
it’s the bribe of bacon sandwiches!). We have been
asked to host an extra event earlier next year, more
details to follow, so something else to watch out for.
There were lots of social events and
interesting talks throughout the year, all of
which were fully supported. One of the things
that I love about the club is that so many people
are willing to help out and support events, even
when it comes to the clearing up. We do however
need some new (and can I say younger) blood on
the Committee. The committee do a fantastic job
running the club, but it does need new members to
ensure the future of the club. If you are interested in
joining the committee (and I promise you it is not all
hard work!) please could you contact me or just talk
to one of the existing committee members about
what is involved. We would love to hear from you.
If you do not want to be on the committee, but
would like to get a bit more involved we are
looking to form a social committee to take care
of the social events, headed by the Social
Secretary. Once again, give me a call if you
are interested.
I would like to take this
opportunity to wish you all a Happy
New Year and I look forward to
seeing you all in the clubhouse
over the winter.
Frances Church
Commodore

A Fortnight in
Close Quarters
By Francis B. Cooke
I had a fortnight, and my friend Hugh only
a week’s holiday, but we determined to
spend that time in exploring the waterways
of Eastern Essex, in leisurely and
untrammelled fashion, and just to show
ourselves how we could exist for that time
within the circumscribed limits of my little
sloop-rigged 2-tonner Wave. We had the
idea, too, of perhaps using the experience so
acquired in more extended cruises later on.
Naturally, we anticipated nothing very
startling in the way of adventures, and as
our expectations were not disappointed in
that respect, there is probably little of much
interest in the recital of how we occupied
the time, beyond perhaps the fact of
showing how much can be “done” by
perseverance, even in an aimless sort of way.
Hugh had arranged to accompany me
for the first week, and we were naturally very
busy for some days previously, in
overhauling the gear, getting stores on
board, and attending to the innumerable
jobs which one somehow finds to be done
on such occasions, and which somehow
constitutes half the pleasure of such a trip.
Wave is small, in fact, I may say very
small, as she is only 16 feet over all by 5 feet
beam, and requires but 18 inches of water
to float her. She had been a ship’s boat
originally, and belonged to a brig that ended
her career on the Gunfleet. The boat being
salved and sold to a Burnham man, he built
her up, decked her, and put on a false keel.
She is really little more than half decked, as
she has a large open well aft, which has not
even waterways; she has considerable
freeboard, however, and water seldom finds
its way aboard. Wave is rather jury rigged,
but I find my 120 feet of canvas enough for
cruising as a rule. She sails much better than
one would imagine, judging from her
appearance and considering her light
draught, goes to windward remarkable well.
There is enough head room in the cabin to
sit upright comfortably, and just sufficient
room for two. There is only one fixed bunk,
down the starboard side, so a visitor has to
sleep on the floor, on a mattress, facetiously
known as the “donkey’s breakfast,” from the
fact of its being stuffed with straw. For
cooking purposes we used two small spirit
stoves, which answered admirably.
By June 10th Wave was lying at her
moorings, off Fambridge, with all our gear
on board, ready to start, but as Hugh had to
run up to town again on the following
morning, I arranged to pick him up at

Burnham. What follows must be considered
as extracted from the log kept during the
cruise.
June 11th. – Got under weigh at 10.15
A.M., with a fine N.E. breeze, which enabled
me to reach most of the way to Burnham,
where I brought up alongside Violet, a 9tonner, belonging to a friend. Having stowed
sails I went aboard, but hadn’t been there
long before I fortunately notice Wave was
dragging her anchor; off to her, of course, at
once, found it foul, cleared it, gave her more
chain, and then amused myself by making
elaborate preparations for entertaining my
Violet friend at lunch. Having washed up, I
went ashore to meet Hugh at the station,
borrowing Violet’s dinghy for the purpose,
having none of my own. A little shopping
took some time, and when at last aboard
under weigh, we found the wind had
freshened since the morning, so we put a
reef in the mainsail, and sailed down to the
mouth of the Crouch, with a nice broad
reach and as much wind as we wanted; then,
turning back, we brought up in the mouth
of the Roach, close to the Frolic, where we
had arranged to meet my brother, who was
going to cruise in company with us in Norah
Creina canoe-yawl. He (commonly known as
“O.V.”) joined us just after dinner, and as it
was beginning to blow pretty fresh, we
decided to run up a bit and get under the lee
of the point. We brought up again close to
Norah Creina, who then sheered alongside
and made fast (our usual practice in the
evenings, unless it was too rough). We were
soon joined by Brunhilda, Cockyollibird, and
Snipe, who had also run round the point to
get smooth water. Being the first night out
and with so much company, we did not turn
in until very late, weather looking very
unsettled. Distance sailed 18 miles.
June 12th. – Turned out at 6.30 A.M.,
a nasty dull, cold day, with light breeze from
N.E.; breakfast and got under weigh at
about 7.30, but had to wait for Norah
Creina. Out of the Roach, and with topsail
set, reached away down the Crouch with the
wind gradually dying away. Becalmed at the
Fishery Beacon, so couldn’t save our tide.
Just as we were considering whether we
should not turn back, we got a fine N.E.
breeze, and were soon making good
progress, turning through the “Rayzun,”
although the wind soon knocked up a bit of
a sea, and we had to hand the topsail to ease
her. O.V. had a wet journey in Norah Creina,
as the seas were very short, but with the well
cover on he managed to keep his gear dry.
It came over dark and misty, and for
some time we were in doubt as to our exact
position, though shortly afterwards the sun
come out, and the haze lifting, we could see

St. Peter’s-on-the-Wall, and found we could
lay nicely into West Mersea. Going up
Mersea Creek we kept the lead (i.e. boathook) going, neither of us had been there
before, and the channel is very narrow;
brought up just above the church in three
fathoms, the tide being nearly full; a very
snug anchorage.
West Mersea is a picturesque little
village, and was looking its best with the
setting sun illuminating the cliffs and
church. Baring Gould’s Mehalah’ contains
some excellent descriptions of Mersea and
the Blackwater.
After dinner we hailed a small boy in
a large boat, and went ashore for a stroll,
and discovered a very good inn where the
beer is excellent, and they take The
Yachtsman. We strolled to the top of the hill,
and then returned to the boat. O.V. came
aboard for a time, and on his leaving us we
put up the riding-light, and turned in for the
night. Distance sailed, 17 miles.
June 13th. – Very cold dull morning,
with fresh N.E. wind. Started at 9 A.M. for a
run up the Blackwater. The tide was pretty
low, and Norah Creina nearly got left behind;
as it was, she dragged her bulb through the
mud for some thirty yards. We were told
there is plenty of water in the channel, but
we could not find it, so came out over the
flats. When well outside of the creek, we
found there was a fine old jump going, one
of the curly sort that makes you wet, and we
ran fast past the coastguard vessel at
Stansgate, and about a mile above were
surprised to find Viper brought up. She is a
double ended 5-tonner, belonging to Hugh’s
two brothers, and hails from Fambridge. She
had started on the previous Friday night for
Lowestoft, but meeting with foul winds had
turned back and run up the Blackwater. We
brought up alongside, and found that her
crew were only just getting up, although it
was half-past eleven. We waited until they
were ready, and then we all turned down
over the young flood to Bradwell Quay,
where we brought up for the day.
It is a snug little place when you are
once in, but the entrance being of S shape,
is difficult for a stranger. There used to be
stakes to mark it, but all have been swept
away except one, which is in the wrong
place for any practical purpose. There is,
however, an excellent landmark: a tall tree
kept between the chimneys of a house,
clears the bar. At spring tides it almost dries
out in places, but there are several holes in
which one can lie afloat in anything drawing
under 6 feet.
In the afternoon strolled over to
Bradwell village – a very pretty walk. After
dinner we had to shift our berth, as the
barge Emma Mizzen was going out, and

there was risk of a foul, so we got under
weigh with a slashing breeze, and turned
higher up the creek. Convivial evening
aboard Viper returning to Wave at 11.30
P.M. Distance sailed, 15 miles.
June 14th. – Had to turn out at 1 A.M.;
boat dragging her anchor; “more chain” as
a remedy. A dirty night, and blowing hard
from N.E. Very cold outside in pyjamas.
Turned in again as quickly as I could and
didn’t wake till half-past nine! After
breakfast, under weigh down the creek, with
a reef in the mainsail. Having got fairly
started, I hauled the jib slightly aweather,
and let her sail herself, whilst I went forward
to fish the anchor (Hugh being in the cabin
tidying up); taking too long over the job,
went hard ashore. Rather awkward getting
ashore on an ebb tide, having no dinghy.
No means of laying out a kedge; however,
by getting mainsail down, the jib aweather,
and the rocking her from side to side, she
came off. We then re-set the mainsail, and
got out without further trouble, closely
followed by Norah Creina; Viper started
earlier bound for Harwich.
We had a grand turn down to the
Bench Head buoy, with a fine breeze and
fairly rough sea. Going up the Colne, we
worked the flats, keeping the “lead” going;
well we did, as at one time we got a fathom
and a-half and at the next cast, immediately
after, only 2 feet. A case of “lee oh!” and
smart about it!
When we reached Brightlingsea Creek
it was dead low water, the boats were just
swinging, and there was consequently very
little room to turn, so that some
“wonderful” short tacks had to be made.
We brought up in the entrance to St. Osyth
Creek at about 3 o’clock, and found Violet
lying just astern of us. In the evening ashore
to play billiards. Distance sailed, 16 miles.
June 15th. – We had intended to go
round to the Orwell to-day, but on turning
out in the morning, found a N.E. wind (foul
for us), so decided to wait. After breakfast
we walked to St. Osyth to see the ruins of a
fine old priory. We got back to the boat
about 3 o’clock, and sailed down to Colne
Point and back. Dined ashore for a change;
and spent the evening aboard Viper, which
had at tempted to make Harwich on the
previous day, but meeting with a foul wind
and a heavy sea, had put back, and brought
up outside. Distance sailed, 8 miles.
June 16th. – Turned out at 9 A.M., and,
as there was a light northerly breeze,
determined to try for Pin Mill; so, arousing
O.V. by throwing lumps of sugar at his boat,
we had a hasty breakfast, and both got
under weigh at 10 o’clock. Reached along

the shore nearly as far as Clacton, when the
wind getting a bit easterly, we had to beat,
and in the short choppy sea encountered off
Clacton Norah Creina went right away from
us. Between Clacton and Frinton we were
becalmed for over two hours, then a strong
breeze from N.E. soon knocked up a big sea
for us, and we could not save our tide round
the Naze.
We managed to turn over the tide
from Walton to the tower on the Naze, but
could get no farther, as the flood-tide was
running hard round there. Off the Naze the
sea was very heavy, but the little boat
mounted the big waves in fine style, and was
wonderfully dry, moreover, she handled
well, never once missing stays. By that time
it was nearly half past seven and looked like
blowing hard, being much too rough to
anchor, there was no alternative but to run
back, so, waiting for a smooth, we bore up
and started for Brightlingsea, very disgusted
at having had such a long beat for nothing.
When we started running it was distinctly
uncomfortable; the boat rolled abominably;
at one time the boom was pretty nearly up
at the masthead, and the next moment
trailing in the water; however, we topped it
up and settled the peak a bit and Wave went
better.
It did not take long to get back to
Walton, and seeing some men on the
pierhead, we sung out to them, enquiring if
we could get put ashore if we brought up
there? The only answer we could get,
however, was – “Yes! yes! plenty of water,
sir.” As we couldn’t make them hear, we
decided to chance it. Shooting round under
the lee of the pier, we let go in 3 fathoms,
and whilst stowing the sails under
difficulties, owing to our not being able to
stand up with safety, a waterman came off
to us, and after giving her all the chain we
had, 20 fathoms, we went ashore and put
up at the Martello Hotel, trusting that the
boat would hang on all right. We knew it
would be impossible to stay on board, as
Wave simply stands on her head when
brought up in a seaway, and you cannot stay
in your bunk; but we were very loath to go
all the way back to Brightlingsea after
struggling on so far. We strolled round
Walton in the evening, but the season had
not yet started, and there was hardly anyone
in the place. Distance sailed, 19 miles.
June 17th. – Turned out at 9 A.M., and
after breakfast at the hotel, went on board,
and, on opening the cabin door, found
almost everything in the boat was on the
floor; glasses, jampots, food, clothes, and
books, all in a heap. We got under weigh in
a flat calm under a broiling sun, and had to
row round the pier with the sweep, which
was warm work. Having rounded the pier,

we set to work and tided up, finding, luckily,
that no damage was done to the crockery.
By the time we had got things fairly straight
there was a light air from the westward, so
we set topsail and spinnaker, and wooed the
gently zephyr. There was rather a heavy
ground swell, otherwise the sea was calm;
but the breeze freshening we began to make
good progress, and soon passed the Naze.
Just outside Harwich, on what is called the
“rolling ground,” we ran into a short
confused sea, but soon got through it and
entered the Orwell, where we met Dorothea,
one of our Fambridge craft, and, on hailing
her, learnt that Norah Creina were at Pin
Mill, up to which place we had a glorious
sail; with a fresh breeze right aft. Brought
up alongside Norah Creina, which we were
glad to find had got into the Orwell before
it came on to blow on the previous day, and
so had missed the heavy sea we encountered
off the Naze.
Pin Mill, the headquarters of the
Orwell Corinthian Y.C., is a paradise for
small yachts: it lies in a little wooded bay,
with deep water and a fine hard. Quite a
number of yachts were lying there, whilst
other vessels moored off in the river added
to the picturesqueness of the scene.
After showing sails and scrubbing
down the decks, we went ashore for
supplies. There seems to be no Pin Mill
known to the Post Office; the real village,
which is called Chelmondiston, is about a
mile from the river, and is a fair-sized place.
On returning to the hard, we found the
crews of Viper and Norah Creina , who had
just returned from Ipswich per steamer; so
we adjourned to the inn to celebrate our safe
arrival.
Hugh left me this evening. His
holiday was nearly finished, and Viper had
offered him a passage home, so I exchanged
him for his brother Ernest, who had a few
days longer, free, and had arranged to spend
them with me. Distance sailed, 16 miles.
June 18th. – Awakened at 2 A.M. by a
mysterious noise close to my right ear as I
lay in my bunk, went on deck, and found
Viper’s dinghy gently rubbing alongside; so
I gave the Wave a sheer to port, and, on
doing so, was astonished at the strong tide
running. Turned in again and slept until 9,
and then found Viper had taken the last of
the ebb down the Orwell and started back
for the Crouch. After breakfast got under
weigh, and ran down to Harwich with a fine
breeze, and turned up the Stour nearly as far
as Wrabness. There was a choppy sea in the
mouth of the Stour with the weather-going
tide, which made us rather wet, and as there
was not much water, and O.V. in Norah
Creina began to get anxious about his bulb
fin, we decided to return to Pin Mill. By the

time we had got back to Harwich the wind
had freshened to a strong breeze, and we
reached along fast over the strong tide up
the Orwell, with as much wind as we could
do with without reefing, but on coming to a
bend in the river, we had to beat up, and it
was slow work, but we managed to get up
to Pin Mill shortly after Norah Creina. One
has to exercise caution on the Orwell, as the
squalls come down between the trees with
some violence, and at times from least
expected quarters.
After a late lunch we strolled ashore,
shopping, &c., and then went aboard for
dinner. O.V. sheared alongside, but we soon
had to part company, as it came on to blow
hard, and he was compelled to take his tent
down in a hurry. To add to his troubles it
began to rain, but luckily it did not last long,
and on the whole this was about the best
day we had had so far, beautifully sunny day,
with a fine sailing breeze. Distance sailed,
22 miles.
June 19th. – We had decided to spend
a lazy day, so did not get up until 10 A.M.
Shore-going togs, and to Ipswich per
steamer; a pretty and very cheap trip (only
9d. return).
The channel up to Ipswich is narrow,
but remarkably well buoyed; “conical” on
starboard hand and “can” on port.
Returning to Pin Mill, we laid on the grass
and basked in the sun. Then Ernest went
for a sail with O.V. in Norah Creina, and I
devoted myself to discovering the source of
a disagreeable smell aboard the Wave.
Turned all the gear out on deck, and then
found it arose from weed which had dried
on the anchor chain. So having washed the
chain carefully, I stowed the gear again.
Anticipating an early start on the morrow for
Brightlingsea, turned in early, delighted with
Pin Mill. The landlady of the Alma Inn was
extremely obliging, procuring anything we
required in the way of provisions.
June 20th. – Having been kept awake
all night by wild antics on the part of the
dinghy which we had borrowed (said dinghy
being quite three times Wave’s size, and
being one of the ferry-boats that meet the
steamers), we turned out at 3.30 A.M., and,
after a scratch breakfast, got under weigh at
4 o’clock. It was a flat calm, so we drifted
down to Harwich, using the sweep
occasionally to keep steerage way on. A nice
little breeze from S.W. by W. afterwards
enabled us to lay the Naze. Until we
reached Frinton we had a calm sea, but then
quite suddenly it began to blow; so we hoveto and pulled down a reef, and by the time
we had done that, found it would be
necessary to have another, so down came
number two. It was now blowing a strong

hard wind, and we could see two barges in
the distance had dropped their topsails. By
the time we had got our reefs down there
was a big sea running, and as soon as we
started sailing again we took a green one
aboard that nearly swamped us; that was
scarcely good enough, so we hauled the jib
aweather, and lay-to for nearly two hours,
when the weather coming finer, we started
again. The delay caused us to miss our tide;
so we had to work the shore in short boards,
to cheat it as much as possible. By
constantly using the lead, we could stand in
close; in fact we stood in so close once in
passing Clacton as to disconcert the ladies
bathing. Soon after we were able to shake
out our reefs, and by 1 o’clock, when we
were about a mile from Colne Point, there
was only a light air; so we had to bring up.
Thoughts then naturally turned to “lunch,”
but the sardines and the butter we had laid
in from the Pin Mill Grocer proved to be
rather “off,” so we had nothing by dry bread
to fall back upon, not very good tack after a
dusting.
After lying there, rolling abominably
for two hours and a-half, the ebb having
slackened down a little, we got our anchor,
and began to work the slack in short boards.
We had only made three tacks when we
came down hard on some submerged piles,
and bumped heavily four or five times
before we could get off them. As soon as we
got clear we let go the anchor and pulled up
the floor-boards. She did not, however,
seem to be making any water, though at first
it certainly looked like being a claim for the
underwriters. The parrel had parted with
the sudden jolting, and we had a shower of
balls on our heads, but managing to secure
four of them, we soon rove a new one.
Starting again, we turned up over the tide to
Colne Point with a light breeze, although it
was a tedious job, taking two hours and ahalf to do that mile. We crossed the bar at
dead low water, with only a foot of water
under our keel. The water was beautifully
clear, and we seemed to be sailing over a
kind of marine garden so luxuriant was the
crop of sea weed. There were also large
quantities of “five-fingers,” crabs, &c.,
which Ernest amused himself by trying to
spear with the boat-hook. Having got into
the Colne our troubles were over, as with the
aid of the young flood we quickly got to
Brightlingsea, and brought up in our old
berth.
We were soon ready to go ashore to
supper at the Swan, and at the meal, O.V.
and Violet’s crew came in, and we then
learned that Norah Creina had got just over
the Colne Point bar when the bad weather
came and she had a rough passage up the
Colne. By-the-way, as we were drifting up
the Colne, one of the bargees who had been

turning down the Wallet with us sung out
sarcastically, “Ye’ve ‘ad a tidy bit o’ sailin’ today, ain’t ye?” He was not far wrong, sixteen
hours of it, and no food worth speaking of!
What extraordinary things people do to
amuse themselves to be sure! Distance
sailed 32 miles.
June 21st. – After our long sail of the
previous day we did not feel inclined to get
up very early, so did not turn out until
11.30, when Ernest went ashore catering,
and I, having assured him that I had a lot of
work to do on the boat, turned in again. We
started about 2 P.M. for Bradwell Quay, and
drifted down Colne with a dead calm, but
soon getting a nice breeze, we turned away
over the Bench Head flats in fine style.
Whilst crossing the Bench Head, one of the
jib-fairlead eyes drew, so putting her on the
other tack, we soon repaired the damage.
When we got fairly in the Blackwater we had
a strong S.W. breeze, and had to put a reef
in mainsail, and even then had as much as
we wanted. There was a nasty little lop on,
and we got rather wet. When off Bradwell
creek it was almost low water and spring
tides, too, but with care we managed to
work up, although the creek was so narrow
there was hardly room to fill on her and go
about. Norah Creina also got up after
touching once. When we turned in at
eleven o’clock it was looking like dirty
weather. Distance sailed, 16 miles.
June 22nd. – Turning out at 3.30 A.M.,
we started for Fambridge, having breakfast
under way. There was no wind except an
occasional feeble puff, so we drifted round
to Burnham, using the sweep for a time. We
were lucky enough to get a little breeze to
take us through the yachts moored off the
town, but it soon died away again, and we
had to row right up to Black Point, where
we got a fine S.W. breeze, and soon turned
up to Fambridge, where I dropped Ernest in
a boat, and then picked up my mooring,
whilst he went ashore to get a punt. We
spent the rest of the day ashore, and
Ernest’s holiday being now finished, he had
to leave me. Distance sailed, 25 miles.
June 23rd. – After breakfast went
ashore just in time to assist Morgan (the
yacht caretaker at Fambridge) in capturing
a large fish that was stranded on the mud.
We caught him with a meat-hook on the end
of a clothes line; rather primitive tackle, but
strong; Morgan having watched his
opportunity, slipped the hook through his
jaw, and then we dragged him over the mud
and put him in a wheel-barrow. It proved
to be what is known locally as a “sea-devil.”
It measured 4 feet 6 inches in length by 2
feet 9 inches in breadth, and was very thick

through. He had a very large mouth, and
his weight was over a hundredweight. It
was a most repulsive-looking brute. Some
of the natives ate part of the tail.
Having got over this excitement, I
went up to the station to meet crew number
three, and we then went aboard and got
under weigh, bound for Rochford. It was a
beastly day, pouring with rain and very
squally. However, the wind was fair, and we
ran down to the Roach in quick time, and
then reached up to Paglesham, where we
brought up for lunch and also to wait for
water up to Stambridge Mills, which is as far
as one can get up the Roach, or Broomhill
river, as I believe it is called above
Paglesham. Having had lunch and a pipe,
we started again, and as the rain had
stopped and the sun was shining, things
looked a little more cheerful. We sailed
through a regular forest of twigs, marking
the oyster beds, and brought up alongside
the quay at Stambridge Mills at 4 P.M. After
tea we thought we would walk into
Rochford, which is about half a mile from

the Mills, and as it was high water, I left
plenty of slack on the springs we were
moored by. Arriving at Rochford, we
discovered a fine new billiard table at one of
the hotels, so we spent the evening playing
on it, and it was eleven o’clock before we
returned to the Wave, when, to our disgust,
we found the water was out, and the wind
having blown her away from the quay, she
was lying quite three yards off, and some 12
feet beneath us. The question was, how to
get on board? As the springs were not very
stout and none too new, I didn’t like the
prospect of swarming down one of them,
with a good chance of a fall in the slimy
black mud; so acting on the principle of
“visitors first,” I induced my friend to try it,
and he having got on board safely, I
followed, and reached the boat without
mishap. We then turned in and spent a
most uncomfortable night, owing to the list
on the boat, which had out of pure
“cussedness” selected the only hard place
there was on which to settle. Distance
sailed, 21 miles.

June 24th. – Under weigh at 8 A.M.,
and we were lucky enough to have a fair
wind, what there was of it, which was not
much, and after an uneventful sail arrived at
Fambridge about two o’clock, and picked
up our mooring for the last time. Distance
sailed, 21 miles.
********************
During the fortnight we sailed in all
246 miles; not very much, but we were on
a holiday. The weather was not particularly
good, but we managed to have a very
enjoyable time.
********************
Thanks to Martin Ridsdale
for submitting this piece.

