‘Dec 07

Editor’s Comments

by Jane Fentiman 

Welcome to the December 2007 Log. I’ll just do a quick round-up of past events and things to look out for, before leaving you to throw yourselves wholeheartedly into your Christmas festivities!

First of all, the AGM. This was held at the East Grinstead Rugby Club on the 7 November and was well attended by club members. After a brief review of the club’s main activities and the presentation of the annual accounts, new officers and committee members were elected (see page 2 for a list of the new committee structure). I would like to reiterate the club’s thanks for past support to all of the committee members and officers who stood down this year, and to those who remained in office, whilst welcoming those who are new to the committee for the coming year. Please support activities. I know that the committee are keen for feed back and are looking to you for ideas and initiatives to develop the club activities and sailing programme.

There have been a number of cruises since the last log, with some foolhardy souls actually taking a dip in the water (in September and October!). Not for the fainthearted! Please read on for the cruise reports and more details.

The Christmas Dinner was held at the Crown, Turners Hill, on Saturday 1 December, and I certainly had a good time – fine food and fabulous company. Look out for the photos on the web-site.

Gerry Rabby, our newly appointed Vice Commodore, has drafted the preliminary sailing programme for the early part of 2008. Have a look and sign up fast. A few dedicated sailors have already volunteered to organise some of these, but please contact Gerry if you are willing, keen and able to step into the gaps! 

I have received suggestions for new sections and am pleased to introduce the “Book Corner”, with Mark Hitchins our bookworm of the month! The intention is to scribble down a few lines about interesting reads… Other suggestions include, “Top Tips” and “Galley’s Corner”. Please send me snippets of useful sailing tips and trivia and top recipes for mustering gourmet delights in an itsy-bitsey space, so that I can build these into the next edition! 

I’m nearing the end of my blurb. Please keep sending me your cruise reports and articles. This is fun, almost as much fun as me running aground in a pedlo in Dunorlan Park, TW, which was the highlight of my October half-term! Let me know what you like and don’t like about the Log; format, content, too long, too short? 

All that remains is for me to wish you all a very 

Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year! 
Club Cruises Reports

New Destination Cruise Sat 15-Sun 16 Sep 

by Chris Fentiman

Eliona and Diamond Life joined forces to visit Marchwood Yacht Club for the New Destination Cruise.

After the summer we have had, who would have guessed that in Mid-September we would be swimming in Whitecliff Bay? The photos to prove it are on the website. (If only I’d remembered my togs...!) At one stage we thought we’d lost Jane in the cavernous aft locker on a mission to find the top up oil. 

We managed to get the cruising chute up during the trip to Southampton, a new experience for a few of us, before passing close by the exhibit boats at the Boat Show. Then onto Marchwood Yacht Club, where we had a warm reception, and the clubhouse service and food are to be recommended. 

On the return journey, we had enough of a breeze to warrant a detour around the Nab Tower (another new experience), and one member of crew logged a record speed surfing the waves before handing over the helm, in the lee of the Island, to prevent any challengers. (See the website gallery for further details).

Thanks to Ian, Jean and Mark for organising this one.

Newtown Creek Adventure Sat 6-Sun 7 Oct





by Gerry Rabby

Crew: Mark Hitchin, Kim, Piers & Sophie Bull


Boats: Blue Scherzo, Summer Song, Taransay Mhor and Lady J

The crew consisted of Mark Hitchin, Kim Bull with Piers (Water Officer) and Sophie (Flag Officer).  Mark joined me on the Hardway Sailing pontoon at about 9am and we immediately retired to the clubhouse for a full cooked breakfast. Eggs, bacon, sausage, beans, fried bread and a mug of coffee – all for £2.99. You can’t beat it! 

After Kim and crew arrived we slipped our lines and headed down Portsmouth harbour in glorious sunshine. We had a cracking sail down the Solent, dodging the racing fleets.  Once past Cowes and Guarnard, we dropped the hook in Thorness Bay with other boats taking advantage of the fine weather. The sun was quite hot and the sea as flat as a pancake. What happened next surprised us all…

Mark appeared in his swimming trunks and went for a swim! (nutter). Never one to miss a trick, I rummaged below, found a mask, snorkel and a wire brush and Mark volunteered (more like press ganged) to clean my prop after swimming under the keel of Blue Scherzo (utter nutter!).

With the crew and anchor retrieved we caught the first of the flood tide back to Cowes. Surprisingly, Cowes was packed. There were no spaces in East or West Cowes or Shepherds wharf. I managed to squeeze into Cowes Corinthian as a boat slipped out having watched the rugby. Summer Song, Taransay Mhor and Lady J all ended up on a pontoon on the river. Following a curry on board, we retired to the clubhouse to join the other boats for further liquid refreshment. 

Due to the late flood tide, Sunday morning gave us the luxury of a lie in and a leisurely breakfast. 

Now, everyone knows that if you put some bacon on a bit of weighted string and drop it over the side, within minutes you will be able to haul up crabs the size of your fist. Not this day! We tried close to the boat and close to the shore and nothing was biting. After failing miserably we went for a walk down to the town quay to try again. For some reason we couldn’t catch anything, although we did see a crab clinging to the string on one occasion, but he had the sense to let go when he saw that he was heading for Piers!

Crabless, we returned to Blue Scherzo, slipped the lines and made our way back up the sunshine Solent to Portsmouth and our mooring on Spider Lake.

Southampton Water and the Hamble River Cruise Sat 20-Sun 21 Oct

by Trevor Denham

This cruise saw boats from Portsmouth, Chichester and Brighton converge on the River Hamble for an overnight stay at Swanwick.   The whole weekend saw light south-easterlies and brilliant sunshine so the amount of hard sailing was limited.  However, Summer Song from Chichester managed to sail in both directions with more gybes and tacks than anyone can remember.

The River Hamble was as attractive as ever, and the pre-dinner hospitality on board Ragamuffin completed our welcome to Swanwick. Neap tides and light winds made for a comfortable return trip, during which we were briefly joined by Pastorale, and we managed most of the passage before the sun disappeared and the temperature dropped sharply.

Many thanks to the skippers of Blue Scherzo, Summer Song and Ragamuffin for shielding us from a disastrous weekend of English sport, and giving us a last great weekend on the water before the clocks went back for winter.

Firework Cruise Sat 3-Sun 4Nov

The plan for the Firework Cruise looked good - pack as much activity as possible into a sailing weekend; head out for a day sail; meet up with Eliona and Summer Song at Hardway SC; Chinese Takeaway and then as darkness falls, head west down the Solent to enjoy the fireworks.


Louise and I found ourselves sailing on Blue Scherzo. (Yet again writing 'Eliona' on a £20 note and folding it in the cruise application failed to pay off!). A regular feature of Blue Scherzo cruises these days seems to be a slap-up brekkie at Hardway SC. In keeping with the new tradition, Gerry, Tim (a Pal of Gerry's) myself and Louise found ourselves sitting in the bright sunlit clubhouse tucking into improbably large heaps of full English breakfast, washed down with steaming mugs of coffee!


Somewhat optimistically, the four of us set out in the sunshine hoping for a sail. This didn't work out, and after persevering for a while the engine went on and we left Eliona anchored in Priory Bay before entering Portsmouth Harbour with Summer Song to explore Gunwharfe Quay. Skipper Gerry 'Homer' Raby spotted a queue for free donuts and shot off to acquire three cases! Thirty six donuts. Nine each! 


Loaded to the gunwales with confectionary, we set off to motor down to Hardway SC to rendezvous with the other boats. As we were crossing back to the West Side of the harbour an interesting Ketch seemed to stand out. As we got closer we realised it was the Gypsy Moth motoring past her birthplace with just her mizzen up - understandably there was something of a stampede for cameras to capture what was quite a magic moment: sunshine and three Ashdown boats motoring North in the Company of GM IV, released from captivity in Greenwich.

We arrived to find Hardway SC limbering up for a Firework night party, and a prudent quantity of ale was consumed before the takeaway turned up and we adjourned to Eliona's plush saloon to tuck in.

There was still a total absence of wind, but a flat sea and clear evening were perfect for the three boats motoring in close company on our firework cruise. As we made our way up the dark Solent, Blue Scherzos generously passed on some of the donut stash to the Eliona, who shared their remainder with Summer Song. There was a consensus that Ryde fireworks were best.

We arrived at West Cowes around 9pm (see Louise and Graham modelling some rather stylish headgear, see below, and moored up in front of the Customs Launch, 'Valiant'. Eamonn (taking on Summer Song in the absence of Pam) had deployed an outstanding array of fenders, which was prudent but rather unfortunate for him, as he suffered mockery from the more immature cruisers, who childishly christened him 'Fenders' Furlong. Needless to say I, myself, rose above this rather foolish banter. Although, I did helpfully point out when a chink of fibreglass became visible through the rubber! 

A close look at the Customs boat was quite interesting. The generator was left on all night with a powerful working light. The ship's main armament, which always looked excitingly like a four-inch gun out of a war film, disappointingly turned out to be a water cannon with a bore the size of a drainpipe. She compensated for it with a RIB in a James Bond-esque 'pen' at the stern. Why have davits when you can hinge your entire transom?

Clearly looking at Customs vessels wasn't going to keep thirsty sailors happy for very long so we set off in search of a quiet hostelry, settling on the snug of the 'Union' in Cowes which accommodated all of us in cosy comfort until well after closing time.


With the tide starting East late in the day we all got a lie in before leaving Cowes in the Sunshine to chug back after a great weekend.

Other Cruises 

“Three men in a boat” – or how Fizzgig went to Ireland

by Nigel Barraclough

Not unusually, 280 and Johnbuoy arrived to find Fizzy in a state of turmoil with Kipper doing some final work on the batteries.  Leaving Kipper to his pleasures we attended to the victualing – 3 trolleys later Fizzy was stocked.

All well for a morning departure, or so we thought!   Alas the next day the ignition mechanism decided that this was the time to finally give up the ghost and that we weren’t going to leave after all – at least not on that tide.

Sterling efforts by Kipper and Johnbuoy (“Sparks” one and two), fed on tea by 280, meant Fizzy was ready by 18:00.  What do we do?  No point staying here – go west!  Dinner on the hoof, and one of the best sunsets for a long time seemed to suggest the omens were good.   Off down the Solent, having being slightly confused by a dredger operating near the West Pole, night time, warm weather, who could ask for more?  280 could – he wanted sleep!  The fact that we were motoring rather than sailing would make little difference – 280 needed his sleep even if he could have steered the course without difficulty (awake or not).

Johnbuoy took the helm at the forts and didn’t let go until approaching Anvil Point, where 280 was woken and Kipper took his place.  Close in to Anvil, St Alban’s at night, in a flat sea,  Johnbuoy took his leave at dawn and set the tone for the rest of the trip – often only one of us on watch.  280 debated about going onto a buoy outside Weymouth before or after waking the “sleeping beauties”.  Alas his decision was made for him and into Weymouth we went.  

Going alongside in the traditional manner, the boat inside politely told us they were leaving in a coupe of hours.  No problem we are going too.  “Where from” they asked?  “Chichester” we replied.  For a few moments they didn’t believe us – neither did the Harbour Master who wanted to charge us for an overnight stay.  Given we had just done Chy to Weymouth in 10 hours 40 minute we could understand their scepticism.

Leaving together we showed the other yacht round the inshore passage around the Bill – they had not done it before and were suitably grateful for the lead.

Sadly, the rest of the day turned out to be a chug chug across Lyme bay, in a half mist and drizzle before a foggy arrival in Dartmouth.  Still we could have little to complain about – Chy to Dartmouth in under 24 hour hours.

Next was Fowey, Falmouth, Helford or Plymouth.  Still wanting to make west we settled on Fowey.  Fowey is a lovely place except when it is blowing in the south and makes the boat rock all night!

A lumpy night and an even lumpier motor sail to Falmouth followed the next day, but the sun was out and we were looking forward to Ireland.  Falmouth – well Falmouth is always good and is a favourite port of call.  It also gave us a chance to top up with fuel for both Fizzgig and her crew.

The “long leg” followed.  Sadly, the forecast was for no wind but it did include sunshine.  Reasonably close in we passed the Lizard, Porthcurno (where the trans-ocean cables leave the land) and a rock called the Runnel Stone.  Turning right to pass outside Longships (glad there is lighthouse on that set of rocks) and Cape Cornwall (remember the quiz?).

The watch system of 3 hours on and 3 off worked very well and meant that for the middle hour you were on your own.  By luck and good fortune it meant 280 had (and enjoyed) both the sunset and the sunrise to himself.

The Irish Sea, that stretch of water of such “foreboding” reputation, was as rough as a pint of Harvey’s at the rugby club.! In other words, flat, calm with a slight swell.   Kipper and 280 gave themselves the challenge of picking up a buoy – a little plastic fishing float the size of a fist which proved suspiring elusive and after the 3rd, or was it the 4th attempt, Johnbuoy came up wondering why we were going around in circles!

By now Cork beckoned and the debate centred on when we were going to eat – a debate Kipper had difficulty following because, as far as he was concerned, 280 and Johnbuoy had hardly stopped eating since Chy! 

Cork entrance was made by 1930, 144 miles since Longships, just under 32 hours since Falmouth and it was still Thursday.

What followed?  As warm a welcome as you could wish for -  Guinness; two more crew (Steve Kennedy and Ian Green) and some wonderful sailing to Kinsale, Baltimore and the Fastnet Rock.  Strong winds kept us in Baltimore for a couple of days and gave us an interesting trip back to Cork in a F7, with a decent swell and stuff occasionally flying across the cabin.  Finally a gentle chug up to Cork city using 280’s OS maps for navigation. 

Highlights?  Let us stick to just two: rounding the Fastnet Rock and the welcome wherever we went .

Thanks Kipper!

The cast - would you call us a crew?  We would!

Kipper

-
John Alden
Johnbuoy
-
John Moore
280

-
Nigel Barraclough
Time for Something Else

from Nigel Barraclough

Seen on the island of Jura;

A piece of rope nailed to a board titled “Weather Station”, accompanied by the following guide:

	Rope vertical
	Calm

	
	

	Rope flapping
	Windy

	
	

	Rope horizontal
	Stormy

	
	

	Rope dry
	Dry

	
	

	Rope wet
	Rainy

	
	

	Rope white
	Snow

	
	

	Rope rigid
	Frost

	
	

	Rope invisible
	Fog

	
	

	Rope gone
	Hurricane


Book Corner

More Books - The second in a rather irregular series! By Mark Hitchins

“Fastnet and After”, Bob Fisher

This book is a collection of first hand accounts of the experiences of competitors together with analysis published just after the disaster. Many of the lessons of ‘79 have become so ingrained in the minds of modern sailors that time and time again you find yourself thinking, "Well duh!" Nonetheless this is a gripping book, well written and so close to the events it has real immediacy. The style is wonderfully understated. I liked this, other's may not.

PS. In a Kennedy-esque way I know I was in Yugoslavia during the race. Remember where you were?

“Fatal Storm”, Rob Mundle 

There's no understatement in the title of Rob Mundle's account of the '98 Sydney to Hobart Race! This book is possibly more relevant to us because it takes place in the Brave new world of EPIRBs and GPS, but in another sense perhaps not. A '98 SHYR racer and veteran of the '79 Fastnet described '79 as just the same, “but in the fridge”! Rob Mundle captures the human drama and gives us a real insight into the minds of competitors and rescuers alike. One unfortunate outcome was an imposition of a minimum age of 18 for SHYR competitors, which seems a shame? Read the book and decide what you think…

“The Perfect Storm”, Sebastian Junger

In Oct '91 a sword fishing Boat made its last trip of the year in the dying days of the season. It met a once a century storm, with 10 storey waves and 120mph winds. Quite literally the storm could not have been worse. The drama is almost unbearable. Aircraft crash and the crews get rescued against impossible odds! Best of all, Junger is an insider and you get to really understand the poor working class community, within the world’s richest nation, who go to sea at such immense risk for the financial rewards of sword fishing.

My thanks to Mark Hitchins for resurrecting our book reviews. He gets the bookworm of the month award! I know lots of you are reading, so please send in a brief note. I’m sure others will be interested too!

Great New Year Cruising Events: the 2008 Programme

The Vice Commodore speaks to the club! 

I have been asked to look after the sailing programme for 2008 so please find below cruise dates through to June next year. May I suggest that over the Christmas period you take your new calendar / diary and get the sailing dates in. Then take the time to post off the forms to the relevant organisers. As I said at the Christmas Dinner,

“No form = No sail = Unhappy sailor”

“Form in = Great sail = Happy sailor”.

You will note that there are some cruises which do not have organisers yet. That is easily resolved – volunteer to organise a cruise!. It isn’t hard and we would love to encourage people who would like to get more involved and have a go. If you would like to talk to me about it, without committing yourself, please feel free to give me a call. I would love to chat to you.

Equally if you have an idea for a cruise or a destination you haven’t yet visited please give me a call. We are always open to suggestions and new ideas keep the cruising programme fresh and interesting.   

Lastly may I wish you all a happy Christmas and great sailing in 2008.    

Gerry

Social Programme

Five Mile Walkies: the Ashdown Ramble, Sunday 13th October 07

Weather?

Fine - as usual I had laid on the weather, even arranging for some of the more sandy paths to have been dampened down and made easier by a little rain earlier in the week.  If anything, with the sun out, it was a tad warm and shorts and T-shirts were almost needed.

So where did we go?

The starting point was the Wooton Hatch, a pub on the A25 a few miles west of Dorking.  A short walk south, before turning off the country lane to walk through the trees round the back of Westcott and past the church, taking in some particularly expensive houses along the way. The crew declined the chance to take the short cut home and we continued on to the lakes at Old Bury Hill, just south east of Westcott, before turning south and finding a little mud (after all, it wouldn’t be one of my walks if there wasn’t any mud!). Shortly after this we disappeared back into the trees, followed by the customary little climb, this time up the Greensand ridge, before a gentle amble down Wolverns Lane, one of the old tracks of Surrey, with some fine views and magnificent trees. Finally there was the “ultimate” reward of a beer .

Over lunch we were joined by Alan, Graham (he cycled over but had a lift home), Ianthe and Bill along with George and Billy (four legged friends).  The weather was warm enough to eat outside, no mean feat for late October.

Next year?
As usual there are various possibilities: a return to Wooton and a walk over the downs or something nearer East Grinstead. Another possibility is a “low tide” near Chichester. Keep a look-out.




Nigel

Saturday 1 December – Christmas Diner at the Crown, Turners Hill

There was a super turn-out for the Christmas dinner – 44 members and guests. A good time was had by all, and our thanks go to Pam Wyatt for organising the evening and for ensuring that everything ran smoothly on the night. I’m looking forward to the paparazzi shots, which will be available on the web-site later this week! 

Following the success of Saturday, many members have indicated that they would welcome another club dinner earlier in the year. What do you think? When would be the best time? Drop me an email and let me know.

Jane 

Club Nights

Have you got any ideas for social nights that we could host at East Grinstead Rugby Club? If so,  then drop your committee members a note or give them a call..
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