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And in this edition…….

by the Editor, Andrew Powell

Welcome to the Autumn 2020 edition of the Jolly Roger. This looks back to the period beginning with the end of
the Coronavirus lockdown. Since then the dinghy fleet has gone from strength to strength which is reflected in
the article by John Powell OBE. They clearly benefited from some very fine sailing conditions. A long-standing
member of the Club, Richard Cooper, has allowed us to reproduce an extract from his book which describes his
entry into the world of sailing as a young man, often with hilarious results. Further sailing escapades are recounted in an article by Anna Knight and John Kenny.
Towards the end of this edition we have another excellent article by Gary Palmer which relates the next part of
his trip from Northern Ireland to Rye. In this absorbing article he reaches Weymouth but his trip is not without
incident….
I grew up not far from Leigh-on-Sea and was often entranced by the sailing which took place in the Thames Estuary. Looking over the estuary it was possible to see merchant shipping in the distance entering the mouth of
the Medway at Sheerness. In 2016 I was privileged to join a fellow mariner from Rye on board his Sadler 36 in a
round trip from Upnor to Sheerness and back; an account of that trip will appear in this edition of the Jolly Roger.
The success of the Jolly Roger depends upon the willingness of members to contribute articles about their sailing experiences and on practical sailing issues too and so keep them coming!

Lockdown Quiz
Those of you who read the last, lockdown issue of the Jolly Roger may have seen the quiz on the theme of isolation. I’m afraid there was no winning entry. The answers to the questions I posed are as follows:
1: This was an extract from the diary of Alfred Dreyfus. Dreyfus, who had been the victim of ant-Semitism,
was wrongly accused of passing military secrets to Germany and was later
convicted of treason. He was sentenced to life imprisonment on Devil’s
Island in French Guiana, shown on the front cover of the summer edition
of the Jolly Roger with the message “Help”. The conditions in which Dreyfus was kept were deplorable. Dreyfus was eventually released in 1899
after a fellow officer, Lieutenant Colonel Georges Picquart, discovered the
identity of the real traitor.
2. The island of St Helena and Napoleon;
3.Calypso on the Isle of Ogygia from The Odyssey;
4 Robinson Crusoe, Daniel Defoe;
5. Britain, the British and Kentish people, Julius Caesar;
6. The Village, Portmeirion in Wales, Number 6.

Portmeirion was the setting for the Cult 1960’s television series known as “The Prisoner” in which a British
agent, known as number 6, is held captive on an island. It is not clear where the island is situated or whether
the agent is being held by a British intelligence agency or by the Eastern Block.
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Message from our Commodore, Eric Zon
Sailing at the club has continued to be a favoured activity of many of our members with especially the
dinghy sailors showing a great appetite. Dinghy racing has now resumed as well which is not to everyone’s taste. However on the racing days the RIB will be out so any recreational dinghy sailors are very
welcome to take advantage of this and go out for a spin.

I was lucky enough to borrow a boat (Laura the boat we did the Caribbean 600 on in March) from a
friend which enabled me to join the cruiser racing in August. Although the numbers were very low due
mainly to the current situation, they are slowly coming back. Even racing with only two boats is still
good fun and I managed to take quite a few different crews out who all greatly enjoyed it. One of the
challenges for the cruisers is to find crew for the races which can be on a Thursday, Saturday or Sunday. Now is not the time to sort this but, in the future, I think we should look at a crew pool for our
cruisers to enable more people to sail and more cruisers to race. When I rocked up one Saturday morning at the Martello Marine yard I was invited to sail on Helena Anne and we had a great race against
Luna and Mallard with a crew ‘selected’ on the day.

Some maintenance is being done with the garage getting a new roof. David Tomkinson of Sailability
has found Southern Sheeting willing to donate the material so many thanks to both David and Southern Sheeting. When I popped in last week Mick, Jake and David were busy replacing the roof. Jeremy
organised a clearing up of the dinghy park at the club . There are many rotten trailers lying around
without a dinghy on it. These have now all been put on one site but we encourage all members with
dinghies to come and check if one of them is theirs and, if they want to scrap it, put it in the skip which
will be at the club till September 25. If you want to keep it please place it under your dinghy or let Jeremy, the berthing master, know and get a paid spot sorted.

We have had quite a good response to our questionnaire and we will share the results in the next episode of the Jolly Roger. It has led directly to some donations and volunteers which is greatly appreciated. If anyone still wants to send the questionnaire in please do, we will give it till the end of September.

Sailing out from the Strand in Rye it is amazing how many sailing boats there are with some being
done up for that world cruise, other having done one and many happy to potter about the bay. One of
our longstanding members, Richard Cooper, kindly send me a booklet Sailing-my life afloat. He published this for his 90th birthday, I greatly enjoyed reading it. An extract appears in this edition of the
Jolly Roger and, hopefully, further extracts will appear in later editions.

Wishing you all a great ending to the season, I hope that all cruisers manage to go back on the water
before the winter lay up starts and of course the dinghies will run a winter series where all members
are very welcome to take part.
Fair Winds

Eric Zon
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Lt. Cdr. John Royle RD RNR
Lt Cdr John Royle RD RNR, pictured below, who died on 19th October 2019, was a long-standing member of Rye Harbour Sailing Club. The Club has been informed by the solicitors dealing with his estate
that John left a legacy in his will for the benefit of the Club. An article about John’s life will appear in
the next edition of the Jolly Roger.

Wanted– articles for the Jolly Roger!
If you would like to share any sailing experiences or your expertise with our readership or simply make
a comment, your articles or letters to the editor will be gratefully received and considered for inclusion
in a subsequent edition of the Jolly Roger, We aim to maintain a balance between material relating to
dinghy sailing and cruisers and also between articles which are informative, educational or downright
comical and so please do not be offended if an article you contribute does not appear immediately. Articles or letters should be submitted to the editor (apowell@lawdisputes.co.uk) no later than 14 days
before the publication date (i.e. by 16th November for the Winter edition, 14th February for the Spring
edition, 17th May for the Summer edition and 17th August for the Autumn edition).
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Improvements at the Club and a post-lockdown workout!
Our thanks are due to Mick Kirby for arranging a new electricity contract with EDF which resulted in a
substantial refund and for organising the renewal of the roof on the Sailability RIB garage with the help
of his intrepid building team. Thanks also to Jeremy Short and his team, some of whom are pictured
below, for improving the boat park in early September. Ed.
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Dinghy Sailing in the COVID 19 Era

by John Powell OBE

The Winter Dinghy Racing series ended on 15 March with Mark Whiteman taking the trophy and Club Commodore Eric Zon taking second place. Continuing to sail over the winter is a relatively new initiative and, as things
have turned out in 2020, one that the club has been pleased to adopt.

Mere days later the country went into lockdown and the Harbour Master announced that the slipway was
closed. As we all isolated in a glorious spring and early summer the sailors amongst us turned our thoughts to
the near perfect conditions for sailing that were being missed. During this time, the club house was shut,
freezers and fridges emptied and turned off and water heating shut down – all that was missing was for tumbleweed to be seen gently blowing across the boat park.

By late May the restrictions had relaxed enough that sailing could take place without using the club house and
double handed dinghies had to be crewed from the same household. With the relaxation of the rules a tsunami
of sailors has descended on the water (maintaining a social distance). One change since March is the near completion of the visitor centre on Rye Nature Reserve; if the wind is in the wrong direction it causes a wind shadow
giving sailors something else to think about when selecting the best course to sail.
Initially we didn’t race, and the complete Summer Series 1 was missed (the trophy winner for 2020 will be inscribed as COVID 19). One of the great sadness’s this year is that we were unable to open our doors to the general public in the Royal Yacht Club initiative to ‘Discover Sailing’; it is always a popular event with the public and
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Dinghy Sailing in the COVID 19 Era

by John Powell OBE

club members alike.
Glass half full though, we have seen two hundred
and eight adults sailing along with thirteen under
18s and forty-two helping out with safety, running
races or general support since July. It has been
noted that parking in the boat park is not as easy
as it once was – a nice problem to have and we
hope to build on the enthusiasm generated this
year – we do seem to be attracting new members
who are enthused by the friendly atmosphere of
the club.

Racing re-commenced at the end of July starting with our annual ‘Fizz’ race; the prize being a bottle of Champagne. This was won by Scott Wilkinson (previous U15 World Champion in the Topper Dinghy category); this
year he has reached his eighteenth birthday and so was allowed to keep the prize.
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Dinghy Sailing in the COVID 19 Era

by John Powell OBE

We are hoping that the sailing will continue to be allowed and that the large numbers who have been having fun
on the water will look to partake in races too. What has been reinforced over this time is just what a friendly,
helpful, and forward-looking bunch the club members are.

Perfect July conditions in Rye Bay

Simon Marsh trying to keep his dinghy on an
even keel
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Dinghy Sailing in the COVID 19 Era

A veritable fleet of dinghies racing down the River Rother.
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by John Powell OBE

An Extract from “Sailing– My Life Afloat”

by Richard Cooper

Whilst at school and never having sailed, I and three others, hired a yacht on the Norfolk Broads in 1946. Only
my friend, Claud, had ever sailed and that was before the war when his father owned a small cruising yacht, so
we resorted to his knowledge to steer us through.
We started our voyage at Wroxham and spent our first ever sailing on the nearby Broad, partly in the small sailing dinghy, which we towed behind us. In those days there was no engine and we had to rely on the quant
pole, whose use could cause an occasional ducking. We duly celebrated our first ever day afloat with a bottle of
claret, which sounded rather 'posh' to me as I had never had wine before. Previously, cider was my drink on
our various cycling jaunts.
After exploring a lot of what the
Northern Broads had to offer, we
decided to head south for the
Southern ones.
Surviving a passage through
Lowestoft, we entered Breydon
Water, the largest stretch of water on the Broads.
The next day saw us sailing along
the river with a fair breeze. I was
at the helm and as we neared the
river bank, I started to tack, but,
for some reason, the boat would
not go about. The reason for this
soon became apparent, as an
underwater stake, not visible on
the surface, had pierced the hull
forwards and water was gushing
in, to our dismay. The aft part of
the boat had flooded.
Claud and Michael (the other Michael) sped off to find a telephone, on the other bank, whilst
the other Michael, who became a
great friend and I were left to
rescue what we could.

Claud at helm of Ranger

Obviously we saved the rest of the claret first, actually by drinking it and then took what we could salvage on to
the river bank. At sixteen we had our obvious degree of importance!
By using the boom crutch and the mainsail cover, we were able to construct a makeshift tent for us to spend the
night.
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An Extract from “Sailing– My Life Afloat”

by Richard Cooper

The others duly returned, having successfully phoned the yacht station, who, apparently informed Claud that a
rescue launch would arrive during the next morning, which it did.
We were all crouching together in the makeshift tent, when the heavens opened and together with the tent collapsing. We had not a very comfortable night and to add to our misery, the shredded wheat we had rescued for
breakfast, had been eaten by a wandering cow!
Rescue duly arrived the next morning, as promised and we went back to the station, where they kindly lent us
another boat for the rest of our holiday.
The following year, 1947, we again ventured on to the Broads and enjoyed an excellent holiday with no major
dramas.
The sailing bug had truly arrived!
After leaving school, Claud and I decided that we would buy a boat between us as soon as we could. First though
was National Service and whilst I lingered in England, although it wasn't my choice, but the War Office's one',
Claud was posted to Kenya to the Kings African Rifles. This enabled him to send food parcels to me, for our future
boat's food store. I, meanwhile, due to a quick bit of thinking by my colleague, who realised that the job that we
were doing, was to be led by a captain, not a 2/lieutenant. This resulted in us getting paid as a 2/Lieutenant one
month and as a captain on the second one. Hence, my 'purchase boat fund' was born.
After our releases from the army, Claud took up his place at Merton College Oxford as a classical scholar, I wondered what career to follow and as a result, had plenty of time to seek out a possible craft as I dithered on my
future career .
Having arranged one day, to view a boat at Gillingham, I discovered that its owner would not return from work
until 4pm and thus I had two hours to kill. Passing the Technical College, I went in to enquire if they taught Chemistry, Physics and Biology to A Level standards. This I would need if I was to be considering following my father
into dentistry. At school I had started to learn Spanish and Politics and Economics, which were of more interest
and I must admit it that it was easier for a lazy person, to understand. On being asked if I would like to sign up, I
said yes and the dye was cast!.
The boat that I saw was useless for us, but the bad news was my career was about to take off!
Eventually, left to fester on marshland, I came across a possible boat, although it needed a certain degree of imagination.
She was a 30ft lifeboat, originally on board the liner 'Rawplindi'. She, at the outbreak of war, was converted to an
armed merchant cruiser and all lifeboats were left ashore. Very unfortunately, the liner was an early casualty and
was sunk.
The lifeboat was bought by someone who had installed a rudimentary cabin (very rudimentary!!) and was powered by a Morris car engine of about 14 HP, with only 2nd and reverse gears left intact.
We decided to buy her, despite not having any sailing gear.
We motored her to a small yacht yard, near Rochester Bridge, where they removed the existing structure, built a
simple cabin and a foredeck and bolted on a large piece of oak to make a keel.
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An Extract from “Sailing– My Life Afloat”

by Richard Cooper

We located a barge's topmast, cut it down to size and we had a mast. We obtained further bits of wood to construct a boom and a short bowsprit, thus, 'High Ho', RANGER was born.
The first sail took us out of the Medway and round the wreck of the 'Richard Montgomery' which was sunk off
Sheerness laden with ammunition. It is still there in 2020!
With six of us on board and in a F5 wind, we were barely able to keep the boat upright. Obviously more ballast
was required.

Ranger with friends aboard

We obtained pig iron and stowed it in the bilges.
Later, we obtained a mooring off Upnor's wooded shore. On the other side of the river several Royal Navy ships
lay mothballed.
Claud and I decided to make an inaugural passage to Burnham on Crouch, but before leaving our mooring, we
had to bring our stores aboard.
We had acquired a small dinghy, largely held together with a mountain of tar. We got very cheaply! We filled
the dinghy with all our tin loads of food, which Claud had sent to me whilst in Kenya, as well as a battery radio
and the last remaining pig iron. Halfway out to Ranger, who only lay about twenty yards from the beach, the
dinghy could not take the weight anymore and filled with water and turned over, spilling all its contents into the
muddy bottom of the river!
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An Extract from “Sailing– My Life Afloat”

by Richard Cooper

The next two days were spent trolling the river's bottom, with a variety of nets, anchors and anything else we
could find. Nothing was ever found!!
So slightly on a different diet, we set sail.
We intended to approach Burnham, via the Havengore entrance. As we approached, we found the water ahead
full of water spouts, which we could not fathom out why. Eventually the spouts stopped as we neared the lifting
bridge.
The bridge keeper was not happy, saying that the army had to abandon their artillery practice and that we could
have been sunk. “ YOU MUST ALWAYS PHONE BEFORE CONSIDERING A PASSAGE THROUGH HAVEN GORE TO ASCERTAIN IF IT IS A VIABLE!!!”.
The only time two ex-army officers had come under fire!
The rest of our voyage proved without incident and we explored the rivers, Crouch and Roach and visited the
town itself. Our trip back to the Medway was without incident, including our passage back through Havengore, of
course, we had first phoned the bridge keeper.

WANTED!
A VOLUNTEER WITH THE SKILLS NEEDED TO SET
UP A NEW CLUB WEBSITE
The Club has entered into a new hosting arrangement and urgently needs a volunteer who has the
ability to set up a replacement web site. The aim is to replicate the existing website although enhancements proposed by the volunteer would be considered.
The volunteer could be a member of the Club or a family member or friend who is prepared to devote some time to this task. He or she could use the Ionos website design program, to be provided
by the Club, or another program they are familiar with. The aim will be to make it easy to use for
others as well to add content and make changes.
If you are interested or know someone who might be, please contact Eric Zon on
ericzon@lankelma.com
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Rye Harbour Sailability News
New Roof for RHSC garage
Having taken possession of the new Safety Boat for Rye Harbour Sailability we were pleased to be able to take
up the offer of renting the garage from Rye Harbour Sailing Club but at the same time, concerned about the
state of the cracked roof that was letting in water.
At a time when Covid 19 is impeding on the finances of all charities and clubs it is difficult to find the funds for
such projects as the Commodore of RHSC acknowledged in his letter of thanks.
Bearing this in mind we approached the Hobbs family, owners of Southern Sheeting, and very longstanding
friends of ours, to see if they could help.
A reply from Tony Hobbs was received with the very generous offer of providing the materials free of charge
for which we were most grateful.
Southern Sheeting have been able to help both Sailability and the Sailing Club through their generosity. Sea
Rush and our equipment will now have dry storage space.
Thank you Southern Sheeting
David and Jen Tomkinson RHS Volunteers

Kerry having enjoyed the sail
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Rye Harbour Sailability News
Rye Harbour Sailability Win Award from People’s Postcode Trust Fund

A massive thank you to People’s Postcode Trust who have supported Rye Harbour Sailability with an outstanding
award of £19,617 to enable the charity to buy its second Sailability boat, a Drascombe Lugger. The number of sailors has increased steadily since our launch in August 2017 and with only one boat our sailors have had to wait
sometimes for over an hour for a sail. The second boat will enable us to take more sailors out on the water and
reduce waiting times. For sailors, the wait has often been exasperating, and this second boat will relieve the frustration felt by both sailors and volunteers. The whole project has been made possible by this award
from People’s Postcode Trust, a grant giving charity, funded entirely by players of People’s Postcode Lottery. A
huge thank you to everyone who plays the People’s Postcode Lottery from the Rye Harbour Sailability family.
Kerry one of our sailors, who was the first member to join our Sailability family, says “I like the open air and the
feeling of the sea and the freedom of the sailing. I also like to help with the rigging of our boat. I have made lots
of new friends too”.
David and Jen Tomkinson took the initiative in applying to People’s Postcode Trust. A huge thank you to them
both from all at Rye Harbour Sailability.
The order for a Drascombe Lugger was placed earlier in the year and should be completed by the end of September when, if Covid-19 allows, we shall have our first sail. We are all extremely excited about our new boat and
cannot wait for the day when the Drascombe Lugger arrives at Rye Harbour. Our grateful thanks again to People’s
Postcode Trust and everyone who plays People’s Postcode Lottery who have made this possible.

Our charity is run entirely by volunteers and after each sail we hold a BBQ, or provide a hot meal, for our Sailability family where we can all share our experiences together. At each sailing day, held once or twice a month during
the sailing season, we cater for 30 or more people including sailors and volunteers. Our sailors include people
with autism, mild mobility issues, cerebral palsy, learning difficulties, dementia and mental health issues, who all
enjoy sailing at Rye Harbour. Next season we are holding volunteer sailing days. If you would like more information about what we do or to explore the chance to volunteer some of your time to this excellent and worthwhile charity, please email carolinewylson@btinternet.com

Rye Harbour Sailability

Garage with new roof

18

Gusbourne Fizz Race

By John Kenny & Anna Knight

A story of capsize and rescue - and lessons learned
River Rother and Rye Bay, 27th July 2020
THE TOPPER

The wind was force 5 gusting 6. John Powell was OOD. John Kenny was helming the safety boat crewed by his
wife Helen. Race to be three laps, starting between the club flag and the Harbour Master’s flag up to last green
mark before the sea wall and down to a yellow buoy at the floating pontoons finishing across the start line.
Six boats started. I was in a Topper at the back. They all turned before me. I mistook the first mark for the last
green mark before the entrance structure and sailed into the zone where the wind changes direction and there
are strong currents. I capsized going about. Standing on the sea wall to lever the boat up didn’t help me get onto
the dagger board and the capsized Topper was blown over the sea wall. The safety boat was following and John
was able to manoeuvre the RIB to lift the top of the mast as I tried to climb on to the dagger board. It wasn’t possible to lift the mast high enough. After a few attempts failed to right the Topper it came up and went straight
over- even though it was head to wind. My foot became tangled in the mainsheet. I was alone, it was dark and I
was using one hand to free my feet from tangled lines while trying to swim round the bow. I held on to the painter but I had to let go of it to reach the dagger board. The wind was blowing the hull away. I managed to scrabble
at the hull and grab the dagger board. Thank goodness the Topper came up. The waves were huge, cavernous,
grey and breaking. John manoeuvred the RIB as close to the Topper as he could for Helen to throw me a line. The
first problem was that it was too tangled to throw. She got the line to me but the rope wasn’t tied to the safety
boat. In high waves and wind it was difficult for the RIB to get close enough to the Topper for me to throw the
loose line back. Eventually John manoeuvred the RIB close downwind so the line was blown towards and into the
RIB. The dagger board came up but the mainsheet was tangled in the rudder and the Topper was sliding over the
waves out of control. I don’t know how but I got some steering back. I could see how far we had drifted once I
was being towed back. I was offered a tow all the way, but the mainsheet was easily untangled so I sailed back.
As John raced off to the other boats, I realised how much time he had spent rescuing me, so he hadn’t been
providing cover for most of the race.

THE RIB
The race started pretty well with 6 dinghies heading for the turn at the sea wall. We followed them up but were
a bit mystified that Anna seemed to be going further than necessary. By the time we decided to intervene she
was already in trouble as the shifting winds, current and size of the waves pushed her onto the wall. I got close
enough for Helen to be able to help lift the mast as Anna was struggling to right the Topper. Unfortunately, the
wind and the waves put Anna back in the water and we then had a series of attempts to right her by lifting the
tip of the mast out of the water and into wind so that Anna could pull her back up. With the wind driving her towards shore, the current taking her along the beach and the waves getting bigger all the time, we needed to
throw her a line and start towing the Topper. This was not easy as the wind and waves capsized her a number of
times and I was thinking that we may need to get her onboard and leave the Topper to drift in on its own. Keeping the nose into wind, riding out the waves while manoeuvring close enough for Helen to throw Anna a line was
tricky. The waves were big enough that I was scared that we might end up being pushed onto the Topper.
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Gusbourne Fizz Race

By John Kenny & Anna Knight

When we did manage to get a rope to her we were left looking a bit daft as our end hadn’t been properly secured
to the RIB. After a few attempts by Anna we got the line back from her and commenced a difficult tow back out to
sea and around the green tower at the end of the East wall. The saving grace was that we all kept calm, worked
together and managed to recover a difficult situation. With Anna safely back in the channel, she was happy
enough to sail back unaided so we headed back towards the club to make sure we were not needed elsewhere.
We later found out that Jeremy had a few hairy moments and could have done with our help too.
All in all, a lively outing and some lessons learned. I was reminded that The RIB always needs 2 people- you can’t
drive it and help people at the same time.

Lessons learned
Topper
Get a longer painter.
Get the sail down or flapping loose. I never thought to release the out haul and detach the mainsail from the
boom to let the sail flap freely.
Forgot race briefing… didn’t use common sense. Sorry (Jeremy) for tying up the safety boat. And risking the safety
boat crew.”

RIB
If someone is heading into danger, tell them. Don’t assume they are just turning late.
Check tow lines are tied on and untangled before going out.
Throw a towing line downwind.

If you haven’t been out for a while (like I hadn’t) you should do a refresher course on the basics of how to deal
with a few rescue situations.
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Not already a member of the Club but would like to join? - follow the
simple instructions below:
1.

Download an application form from our website: http://www.rhsc.org.uk/Membership

2.

Refer to the notes on page 3 of the form and decide which category of membership is appropriate for you or your family and complete the form accordingly

3.

Calculate the fee payable based on the notes on page 3 (including any berthing fee)

4.

Either:
Send a scanned copy of the completed form by email to the Membership secretary, Richard

Hopper (richard@richardhopper.plus.com) and pay the fees by bank transfer to:
Sort code: 30-90-28 Account No. 00752410 (Rye Harbour Sailing Club) quoting your surname as
the reference.

Or: Send the completed form and your cheque for the fees payable to:

Richard Hopper Esq., TD,
Membership secretary

Thornhill
Playden
Rye
East Sussex
TN21 7PH

5.

Should you have any queries about applying please telephone Richard Hopper on 01797 222291
or write to him by email or post.

6.

Once your application has been processed Richard Hopper (and, if relevant, the Berthing Master,
Jeremy Short) will contact you.
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Tales of a Cornish Trader Part 7: The Continued Story of “How not to
buy a boat” By Gary Palmer
Plymouth to Dartmouth.
After a good evening meal ashore and with all visitors departed we slipped lines from the Queen Anne’s
Battery marina at 08:30 and motored out into very pleasant, gentle, sunny morning, and for while managed
some sailing, but the wind died away and the weather deteriorated and by 11:30 we were AGAIN motoring but
with the addition of rain – unlucky for Michael who had a very wet watch.

A misty Dartmouth

My watch was next and still in the now quite heavy rain, but I hadn’t been on the helm for long before one of
those phrases that all skipper’s dread came up from below: ‘Er… We have a problem Gary, I think that you
better get down here’. Allan took the helm whilst I went below to find that there was a constant trickle of water running from under the headlining over the chart table, down the VHF radio mounting bracket and all over
the set. We quickly had the set removed and wedged temporarily out of the way of the water whilst we investigated
further.
It wasn’t
where
Alan
& Irene:
“Gary,obvious
this bit goes
at the
the water
front…”was coming from, other than it was a leak somewhere in
the (wooden) coachroof and / or bulkhead to the cockpit, but after removing the mounting bracket the water
started to run along and then behind the head lining. A glance told me that we might well have a bigger problem than a wet radio as the next thing downstream for the water to reach was the back of the main electrics
switchboard. Fortunately the switchboard was easily accessible and swinging it open and down on to the chart
table I could see some water but fortunately nothing had got to any electronic parts, nor thankfully had it
shorted anything out. . I mopped up what water I could see, but although opening the switchboard had
stopped the water running behind the headlining and into the electrics, the water was now varying its tactics
by utilising the movement of the boat and dripping in any of several places as the boat rolled – including on to
the open and vulnerable back of the switchboard. Something like a daft1970’s sitcom then ensued as with my
What better way to start the day?
two helpers we all tried at once to shield or move anything vulnerable, but in far too small a space for us all.
Michael and I fumbled ineffectively to cover the switchboard with an inadequate plastic bag whilst Ken tried to
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catch the water from one of its potential next dripping points with, of course, a background of a constant stream
of ideas for solutions. (One of which, delivered less than politely, but decidedly correct, was for me to get my
hands out of close proximity to the switchboard as the water running of my still dripping oilies was not helping
matters.) The contortions was a bit like having three big blokes in an old-style telephone box with one holding the
receiver, but in the way of the bloke doing the dialling, with the third trying to put the money in.
Almost by accident I discovered that by putting my little finger next to the small hole where we had identified that
the water was emanating from, it ran down my hand and off of my thumb, not an ideal long term solution I grant
you, but it gave me an idea and with a small screw fitted next to the hole and a piece of cord with a fishing weight
on the end of it we could get the water to run predictably down the line and into a bowl. We all three paused and
continued watching the water run obediently down the line for some seconds, waiting for the next change of
attack from the water. But it continued to obediently follow the line into the bowl.
But before we could even start to congratulate ourselves on this bit of DIY bodgery, the call came from on deck; ‘If
you have quite finished faffing about down there I think you had better come up’.
On deck the rain had stopped and had been replaced by decidedly thicker, proper fog.
There was no problem with our
position, or course, the chart
plotters (2) were consistent in
their read-outs and waypoints,
and the radio was secure from
the dripping water leak for the
moment, but there were clearly
other vessels in the vicinity and
I began to think that the hefty
price tag that I considered for
AIS might have been a worthwhile expense. However Michael (the most iphone savvy
amongst us) quickly found an
AIS ‘ap’ and for a fiver we instantly could see the shipping
around us.

The lighthouse at Start Point

We went into Fog Drill, with the cover off of the life raft, everyone on deck with life jackets, grab bag to hand
and a sector each to keep a lookout on, whilst Michael monitored the positions of any potentially nearing boats.
We rounded Start Point unseen and without too much manoeuvring out of the way of other traffic crossed Start
Bay, and turned in on our approach into Dartmouth. But the land remained obstinately invisible to us, although
the chart plotter showed us close in to the Dartmouth entrance. . Finally, mistily and mysterious, the hazy outline of the small fort on the port side of the entrance became just visible. This shrouded view of the fort very
gradually became more discernible, and had a strong effect on Ken whose reaction to the gradually developing
scene had him murmuring about strange and spooky things hidden in the mist, his low Scottish voice making
him sound like a subdued Frazer from Dad’s Army – but fortunately without any reference to being doomed.
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We berthed in Darthaven Marina, with a very cheerful welcome from the lady on duty, who directed us to the
Steam Packet Inn on the hill above the marina, recommending their home made pizzas, and she wasn’t wrong.
A very good pizza and a couple of very welcome pints down the hatch and we all slept very well after an
‘interesting’ day. I was keen to make a trip up-river to let the crew (none of whom had been to Dartmouth

Dartmouth

before) see some of the lovely scenery but in the morning the fog was
thicker than ever and we couldn’t
see across to Dartmouth town, so
we made use of the time in tidying
up and applying copious amounts of
tape to the outside of the coachroof
where hairline cracks in the paint
betrayed possible places that the
water was gaining entry. Michael left
us at this point to start his journey
back to Dubai. But at least he left in
style – and we waved him off, travelling by steam on the Dartmouth
Steam Railway from the station adjacent to the marina.

The forecast was better for the next day (little or no fog) for our crossing of Lyme Bay, and so it proved as the
visibility was much better from our berth. So we fuelled up and left Dartmouth behind but after a couple of
hours at sea (motoring again !) fog patches started to drift across our course and we were back to ‘fog stations’ and keeping a close eye on the AIS ap. Although the signal started to vary as we got further from the
coast, it proved very useful in showing us the route that almost all of the traffic was taking (mostly in a straight
line from Portland to Start Point), and enabling us to set a course well to the north to keep clear.
The fog continued to come and go as we continued across Lyme Bay but out of the traffic and no fog horns to
be heard it was a relaxing passage until, with my head inside a locker right up in the forepeak, I heard a transmission come through on the radio. But I couldn’t hear what the message was due to my position in the forepeak and the noise of the engine. I reversed myself out of the locker and out of the forepeak with difficulty
and scrambled back into the saloon and just caught the end of the message ‘… we will commence live firing at
18:00. HMS Defender out’. Well that wasn’t something that I had considered likely when passage planning.
Those on deck had heard the message but hadn’t retained the position given. I knew that we were in an area
where the Navy do this sort of thing, and I knew that it was 99% certain that they would have got us on their
radar if we were anywhere near close by but… having a strong desire of not wishing to get in the way of the
Navy or their live firing. I felt that I really ought to make sure that they knew where we were.
So I called them up, feeling strangely self-conscious, having never before called up one Her Majesty’s warships, and being acutely aware of probably being an irritating distraction from their business of the day. I explained that I had heard only the tail-end of their message and thought it appropriate to give them my position. I received a swift and crisp response of ‘Thank you Golden Nomad – Stand by’ and with a pause of only a
couple of seconds, whilst they plotted our position, they called back to say that we were not in or near to their
area of operation.
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So that was good to know, as in the pause whilst I waited for their reply, I had visions of us being quite firmly
given a course to steer to be out of their way whilst the Navy delayed their operations whilst we moved clear.
Soon after this episode the wind, so frequently absent from almost our entire passage so far, started to pick up,
the fog lifted quite a bit, and we set all sails, turned off the engine and enjoyed a couple of hours good sailing,
running before a 3-4 westerly. Predictably though, as we approach the Race, and despite having arrived at what
ought to have been a good time, and well to the south of the main area of overfalls, it started to get a bit bumpy,
the wind picked up and Allan started to find it a bit difficult to keep her straight.
The following sea was, as usual, lifting her by one quarter and slewing her off course. But I was beginning to
wonder if Nomad was going to be a difficult boat to keep on course with some wind and swell, as the wheel was
spun fully one way and then the another. I dropped the centreplate fully down but it didn’t seem to make much
difference. But when I turned to speak to Allan on the helm, and on looking behind him, I suddenly realised what
the problem was.

Dartmouth

Dear reader, at this point you will have to realise that this was still a new boat to me, I had never sailed a ketch
before, and we were all, as you do, looking to where we were going and not behind us…
The reason that Nomad had become difficult to handle is that we were running in quite a bit of wind and we
still had the mizzen up. This (of course!) was pushing her stern round hard in the increased breeze and making
her difficult to keep straight. We took the mizzen off of her, and control was restored.

26

Tales of a Cornish Trader Part 7: The Continued Story of “How not to
buy a boat” By Gary Palmer

Predictably, as we neared Weymouth entrance, the fog returned and we were back to AIS watching, and as we
neared the harbour entrance we saw on the screen a large vessel starting to leave port- a ferry as the allknowing AIS told us – so we gave a distinct course change and slowed until it throbbed past unseen and tied-up
inside the harbour at 21:30.

Next Time: Weymouth to Cowes, a reminder of the risks at sea… and more fog !

27

Letters to the Editor

Dear Fellow Members,
Apologies for bothering you with this as you may already be aware but…
I don’t know if you know of the plans to upgrade an aggregate working plant at Rye Harbour to
operate 24hrs a day, with unlimited HGV movements and floodlights. This just sounds awful and
the Rye Harbour community is, quite justifiably, campaigning against this and have set up an
online petition.
Personally I feel that this campaign, and the residents of Rye Harbour, need support to prevent
this, if you do too, please add your name to the petition, it only takes a minute:

https://www.change.org/p/long-rake-spar-stop-noisy-and-polluting-24-hour-working-at-long-rake-spar-ryeharbour

Rye News article:
https://www.ryenews.org.uk/news/harbour-petition

…and do pass it on to whoever you think might support this cause (especially by social media…
something that I don’t subscribe to !)
Cheers

Gary Palmer
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The ship was named the Bounty: I was appointed to command her on the 16th of August 1787. Her burthen was
nearly two hundred and fifteen tons; her extreme length on deck ninety feet ten inches; extreme breadth twenty
-four feet three inches; and height in the hold under the beams at the main hatchway ten feet three inches. In
the cockpit were the cabins of the surgeon, gunner, botanist, and clerk, with a steward-room and storerooms.
The between decks was divided in the following manner: the great cabin was appropriated for the preservation
of the plants and extended as far forward as the after hatchway. It had two large skylights, and on each side
three scuttles for air, and was fitted with a false floor cut full of holes to contain the garden-pots in which the
plants were to be brought home….. I had a small cabin on one side to sleep in, adjoining to the great cabin, and a
place near the middle of the ship to eat in. The bulk-head of this apartment was at the after-part of the main
hatchway, and on each side of it were the berths of the mates and midshipmen; between these berths the armchest was placed.
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1787. December. Sunday 23.
On Sunday morning the 23rd of December 1787 we sailed
from Spithead and, passing through the Needles, directed
our course down channel with a fresh gale of wind at east. In
the afternoon one of the seamen, in furling the main-topgallant-sail, fell off the yard and was so fortunate as to save
himself by catching hold of the main-top-mast-stay in his
fall. At night the wind increased to a strong gale with a
heavy sea.

Tuesday 25.

It moderated however on the 25th and allowed us to keep
our Christmas with cheerfulness; but the following day it
blew a severe storm of wind from the eastward, which continued till the 29th, in the course of which we suffered greatly. One sea broke away the spare yards and spars out of the
starboard main chains. Another heavy sea broke into the
ship and stove all the boats. Several casks of beer that had
been lashed upon deck were broke loose and washed overboard, and it was not without great difficulty and risk that
we were able to secure the boats from being washed away
1788. January 4.
This forenoon we spoke a French ship bound to the Mauritius.
Saturday 5. Tenerife

The next day at nine in the forenoon we saw the island of Tenerife bearing west-south-west half west about
twelve leagues distant. It was covered with a thick haze except the north-westernmost part which is a remarkable headland, resembling a horse's head, the ears very distinct. To the eastward of this head lie two round
rocks, the northern boundary of Tenerife. I had a good observation at noon by which I make the latitude of the
two rocks 28 degrees 44 minutes north and their longitude by our timekeeper 16 degrees 5 minutes west. To
the southward of these and near the shore is a high needle rock: about four leagues farther to the southward
the coast inclines towards the west to the road of Santa Cruz, where we anchored at half-past nine on Sunday
morning in twenty-five fathoms water, and moored along shore in the same depth, with the cupola tower of
the church of St. Francis bearing west half north one mile, the east part of the road east by north, the castle on
the south point south-west, and the west part of the Grand Canary south-south-east. A Spanish packet bound
to Corunna, an American brig, and several other vessels, were lying here.
Thursday 10
Having finished our business at Tenerife on Thursday the 10th we sailed with the wind at south-east, our ship's
company all in good health and spirits.
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I now divided the people into three watches, and gave the charge of the third watch to Mr. Fletcher Christian,
one of the mates. I have always considered this as a desirable regulation when circumstances will admit of it on
many accounts; and am persuaded that unbroken rest not only contributes much towards the health of a ship's
company but enables them more readily to exert themselves in cases of sudden emergency.
As it was my wish to proceed to Otaheite without stopping I ordered everybody to be at two-thirds allowance
of bread: I also directed the water for drinking to be filtered though dripstones that I had bought at Tenerife for
that purpose.
We ran all night towards the south-south-west having the wind at south-east. The next morning we could see
nothing of the land. I now made the ship's company acquainted with the intent of the voyage and, having been
permitted to hold out this encouragement to them, I gave assurances of the certainty of promotion to everyone whose endeavours should merit it.
The winds for some days after leaving Tenerife were mostly from the southward. Fishing-lines and tackle were
distributed amongst the people and some dolphins were caught.

February. Saturday 2
This morning we saw a sail to the north-north-west but at too great a distance to distinguish what she was.
Monday 4
Had very heavy rain during which we nearly filled all our empty water casks. So much wet weather, with the
closeness of the air, covered everything with mildew. The ship was aired below with fires and frequently sprinkled with vinegar; and every little interval of dry weather was taken advantage of to open all the hatchways, and
clean the ship, and to have all the people's wet things washed and dried.
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I now divided the people into three watches, and gave the charge of the third watch to Mr. Fletcher Christian,
one of the mates. I have always considered this as a desirable regulation when circumstances will admit of it on
many accounts; and am persuaded that unbroken rest not only contributes much towards the health of a ship's
company but enables them more readily to exert themselves in cases of sudden emergency.
As it was my wish to proceed to Otaheite without stopping I ordered everybody to be at two-thirds allowance
of bread: I also directed the water for drinking to be filtered though dripstones that I had bought at Tenerife for
that purpose.
In the evening we passed the south end of Tenerife which is a round lump of land that, from the lowness of the
contiguous land, has at a distance the appearance of a separate island. By our run from the bay of Santa Cruz I
make the latitude of the south end of Tenerife to be 28 degrees 6 minutes north.
We ran all night towards the south-south-west having the wind at south-east. The next morning we could see
nothing of the land. I now made the ship's company acquainted with the intent of the voyage and, having been
permitted to hold out this encouragement to them, I gave assurances of the certainty of promotion to everyone
whose endeavours should merit it.
The winds for some days after leaving Tenerife were mostly from the southward. Fishing-lines and tackle were
distributed amongst the people and some dolphins were caught.

The mutineers set Lieutenant Bligh adrift

Thursday 17
On the 17th the wind came round to the north-east and continued steady in that quarter till the 25th on which day at noon
we were in 3 degrees 54 minutes north. As the cloudiness of the sky gave us reason to expect much rain we prepared the
awnings with hoses for the convenience of saving water, in which we were not disappointed. From this time to our meeting
with the south-east trade wind we had much wet weather, the air close and sultry with calms, and light variable winds generally from the southward.
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Tuesday 29
On the 29th there was so heavy a fall of rain that we caught seven hundred gallons of water.
Thursday 31

On the 31st, latitude at noon 2 degrees 5 minutes north, found a current setting to the north-east at the rate of
fourteen miles in the twenty-four hours. The thermometer was at 82 degrees in the shade, and 81 1/2 degrees
at the surface of the sea, so that the air and the water were within half a degree of the same temperature. At
eight o'clock in the evening we observed a violent rippling in the sea about half a mile to the north-west of us
which had very much the appearance of breakers. This I imagine to have been occasioned by a large school (or
multitude) of fish as it was exactly in the track the ship had passed, so that if any real shoal had been there we
must have seen it at the close of the evening when a careful lookout was always kept. However if it had appeared ahead of us instead of astern I should certainly have tacked to avoid it. To such appearances I attribute
the accounts of many shoals within the tropics which cannot be found anywhere but in maps. Our latitude at
this time was 2 degrees 8 minutes north and longitude 19 degrees 43 minutes west. The next day we had more
of these appearances from the number of schools of fish by which the ship was surrounded.
February. Saturday 2
This morning we saw a sail to the north-north-west but at too great a distance to distinguish what she was.
Thursday 7
The next afternoon we crossed the equinoctial line in
longitude 21 degrees 50 minutes west. The weather
became fine and the south-east trade wind was fresh
and steady, with which we kept a point free from the
wind and got to the southward at a good rate.
The weather continuing dry we put some of our bread
in casks, properly prepared for its reception, to preserve it from vermin: this experiment we afterwards
found answered exceedingly well.
Saturday 16
On the 16th at daylight we saw a sail to the southward.
The next day we came up with her and found her to be
the British Queen, Simon Paul, master, from London,
bound to the Cape of Good Hope on the whale-fishery.
She sailed from Falmouth the 5th of December, eighteen days before I left Spithead. By this ship I wrote to
England. At sunset she was almost out of sight astern.
Monday 18

Bligh’s List of Mutineers

In the course of this day's run the variation changed
from west to east. According to our observations the
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true and magnetic meridians coincided in latitude 20 degrees 0 minutes south and longitude 31 degrees 15
minutes west. At noon we were in latitude 20 degrees 44 minutes south and longitude 31 degrees 23 minutes
west. In our advances towards the south the wind had gradually veered round to the east and was at this time at
east-north-east. The weather after crossing the Line had been fine and clear, but the air so sultry as to occasion
great faintness, the quicksilver in the thermometer in the daytime standing at between 81 and 83 degrees, and
one time at 85 degrees. In our passage through the northern tropic the air was temperate, the sun having then
high south declination and the weather being generally fine till we lost the north-east trade wind; but such a
thick haze surrounded the horizon that no object could be seen except at a very small distance. The haze commonly cleared away at sunset and gathered again at sunrise. Between the north-east and south-east trade winds
the calms and rains, if of long continuance, are very liable to produce sickness unless great attention is paid to
keeping the ship clean and wholesome by giving all the air possible, drying between decks with fires, and drying
and airing the people's clothes and bedding. Besides these precautions we frequently wetted with vinegar, and
every evening the pumps were used as ventilators. With these endeavours to secure health we passed the low
latitudes without a single complaint.
The currents we met with were by no means regular,
nor have I ever found them so in the middle of the
ocean. However from the channel to the southward
as far as Madeira there is generally a current setting
to the south-south-east.
Thursday 21
On the evening of the 21st a ship was seen in the
north-east but at too great a distance to distinguish of
what country.
Friday 22
The next day the wind came round to the north and
north-west so that we could no longer consider ourselves in the trade wind. Our latitude at noon was 25
degrees 55 minutes south, longitude 36 degrees 29
minutes west. Variation of the compass three degrees
east.

Fletcher Christian and the mutineers seize HMS Bounty
on 28 April 1789

Saturday 23
Towards night the wind died away and we had some heavy showers of rain of which we profited by saving a
ton of good water. The next day we caught a shark and five dolphins.
Tuesday 26
We bent new sails and made other necessary preparations for encountering the weather that was to be expected in a high latitude. Our latitude at noon was 29 degrees 38 minutes south, longitude 41 degrees 44
minutes west. Variation 7 degrees 13 minutes east. In the afternoon, the wind being westerly and blowing
strong in squalls, some butterflies and other insects like what we call horseflies were blown on board of us. No
birds were seen except shearwaters. Our distance from the coast of Brazil at this time was above 100 leagues.
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March. Sunday 2
In the forenoon, after seeing that every person was clean, divine service was performed according to my usual
custom on this day. I gave to Mr. Fletcher Christian, whom I had before directed to take charge of the third
watch, a written order to act as lieutenant.
Saturday 8
We were at noon in latitude 36 degrees 50 minutes south and longitude 52 degrees 53 minutes west. The last
four days we several times tried for soundings without finding bottom, though considerably to the westward of
Captain Wallis' track, who had soundings at fifty-four fathoms depth in latitude 35 degrees 40 minutes south
and longitude 49 degrees 54 minutes west. This day we tried with two hundred and forty fathoms of line but did
not find bottom; at the same time, observing a rippling in the water, we tried the current by mooring a keg with
one hundred fathoms of line, by which it appeared to run to the north-north-west at the rate of a mile and a
half per hour. By the noon observation however we were eighteen miles to the southward of our reckoning.
The change of temperature began
now to be sensibly felt, there being a
variation in the thermometer since
yesterday of eight degrees. That the
people might not suffer by their own
negligence I gave orders for their light
tropical clothing to be put by, and
made them dress in a manner more
suited to a cold climate. I had provided for this before I left England by
giving directions for such clothes to
be purchased as were necessary.
A replica of HMS Bounty
Monday 10

In the forenoon we struck soundings at eighty-three fathoms depth; our latitude 40 degrees 8 minutes south
and longitude 55 degrees 40 minutes west. This I conclude to have been near the edge of the bank for, the wind
being at south-south-west, we stood towards the south-east; and after running fourteen miles in that direction
we could find no bottom with one hundred and sixty fathoms of line. In the night we stood towards the westsouth-west with a southerly wind and got again into soundings. The next day we saw a great number of whales
of an immense size that had two spout-holes on the back of the head. Upon a complaint made to me by the
master I found it necessary to punish Matthew Quintal, one of the seamen, with two dozen lashes for insolence
and mutinous behaviour. Before this I had not had occasion to punish any person on board.
Friday 14
On the 14th in the afternoon we saw a land-bird like a lark, and passed part of a dead whale that had been left
by some whalers after they had taken the blubber off. Saw likewise two strange sail. The next day at noon our
latitude was 43 degrees 6 minutes south and longitude 58 degrees 42 minutes west. Had soundings at seventyfive fathoms; the bottom a fine greenish sand. Saw two hawks.
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Wednesday 19
On the 19th at noon by my account we were within twenty leagues of Port Desire; but the wind blowing fresh
from the north-west with thick foggy weather I did not attempt to make the land. We passed a good deal of rock
-weed and saw many whales, and albatrosses and other seabirds.
Sunday 23
We steered to the south-south-east and on the 23rd at two o'clock in the morning we discovered the coast of
Tierra del Fuego bearing south-east. At nine in the forenoon we were off Cape St. Diego, the eastern part of Tierra del Fuego.
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INTERESTED IN BECOMING A MEMBER OF THE RYA?
The Royal Yachting Association (RYA) is the national governing body for dinghy, yacht and motor cruising, all
forms of sail racing, RIBs and sports boats, windsurfing and personal watercraft.
The RYA is the leading representative for those involved in boating and helps protect and advance the interests
of sailors at both national and local levels. With more than 1500 affiliated clubs the RYA sets and maintains recognised standards for training for both leisure and commercial boating through a network of more than 2,400
RYA Recognised Training Centres across 58 countries. The RYA is also responsible for one of the UK’s most successful Olympic medal winning sports and its coaching and development schemes actively support 800 of our
country’s top sailors, from talented juniors to Olympic and World champions.
Although Rye Harbour Sailing Club is an RYA affiliated club this does not mean that you are automatically a
member of the RYA! The benefits of being an RYA member include access to:
specialist cruising, legal and technical boating advice from RYA in-house experts;
exclusive offers and discounts from over 80 member reward partners, from clothing, personal and boat equipment, to the latest technology, holidays and travel, insurance, magazine subscriptions and boat show tickets,
helping you keep down the cost of your boating;
all the latest news and information via the RYA Magazine, website or direct to your inbox with a host of eNewsletters.
Our club is now a joining point for the RYA. If you join through us the Club will receive a financial benefit by
way of commission. You can join through the Club by one of the following methods:
By completing an RYA Application form which will shortly be available at the Clubhouse and returning it to the
RYA;
By Phone – by calling the RYA’s Member Services team on 023 8060 4159 who will happily talk through the
benefits of becoming an RYA Member. Don’t forget you will need to quote the Club’s Joining Point number
(008101027) to ensure the Club benefits from your application.
Online at www.rya.org.uk/go/join by selecting your reason for joining as ‘Joining Point’ and you will then be
prompted to enter the Club’s joining point number.
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