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Editor’s Comments

by Ian Green 

Pam & Graham

It is sad to hear that Pam has decided to sell Summer Song. A founder member of the club who has been a driving force for many years on the committee and will be badly missed. I would like to thank her personally for all of the great and memorable trips I have had on Summer Song over the last few years and her great contribution to the running of the club. 

On a similar note many thanks also to Graham for equably memorable trips on Eliona and his contribution to the club committee. Sadly the wonders of an electric winch and the endless jokes about the life of luxury and decadent goings on in Eliona's Piano bar while Grovsey sips a G&T and adjusts his cravat are no more. 

I hope that both will continue as members and join us on future cruises and I wish both well for whatever future projects or hobbies they may have planned with all that extra free time.

Microsoft Word & Log Articles

Microsoft in their continuing efforts to dominate the market place and make life more complicated than it needs to be have introduced a new document format in their latest Word software which creates files with a '.docx' extension. Currently the software that I have cannot read this file format. Thus could I please request that anyone who has the latest version of Word and who writes a Log article uses the 'save as' option and selects the traditional Word  '.doc' file format.

Safety Notice

This request for return of faulty life jackets was covered in More detail in last months edition:

Seago 150 and 175 Newton Life jackets including Junior Life jackets

The life jackets are marked with a manufacture date in Roman numerals, for instance the last quarter of 2005 is shown IV/05.  The quarters concerned are:  IV/05,  I/06,  II/06,  III/06,  IV/06,  I/07

Seago Yachting Ltd,

Mullany Business Park, 

Golden Cross, Hailsham, 

East Sussex, BN27 3RP 

I understand that the actual premises can be difficult to find, however Maurice and Jill Phillips can assist if required as they have already tracked the site down.

Regards

Ian 

Club Cruise Reports

Summer Cruise – June 2008











By Chris Britten

Raggamuffin – Skipper’s Diary

Crew:
Chris Britten, John Moore, Nigel Barraclough, John Panting and Rose Green

Saturday 14th

JP arrives early morning, then Nigel and finally Rose (laden with lunch and dinner !).  Whilst still in Brighton a trip to the chandlery was required to purchase a chart and gas bottle. Eventually leave at 1400 hrs.  A watch system was organised and started at 1500 hrs i.e. 2 hrs on 3 off which worked brilliantly.  Sails up.  Night crossing was good.  

Sunday 15th

Engine put on 2 hrs prior to arriving at Ouistreham.  Arrived at the entrance at around 1500 hrs.  We missed the lock so we rafted up to another boat  only to discover after an hour that it wanted to go.  That’s when the fun started handling the boat because the depth was pretty shallow and we needed to be at the furthest point from the lock or literally in the middle of the entrance.  At one point a ferry came down and basically did a 3 point turn although at one point we were unsure where it was going!  Slight rain.  Eventually the lock opened at 1800 hrs.  This was the first time I had helmed into a lock !  Everyone was good.  I think the secret is just go SLOW.  Whilst in the lock we saw our cruise leader Gerry waving.  Hurray we’d made it.  Also saw Robin and Val walking.  In the marina moored alongside Blue Scherzo. Niemu and Opalescence were already in the marina. All were invited on board BS for nibbles and sample the “Magic Dip” – Gerry’s punch !

Monday 16th

Lady J arrives with Robbie shouting “Les put the handbrake on” whilst mooring up.  Great humour Robbie !  Sea Holly arrives too.  Decide to take 3 boats up the River Caen.  Niemu, Lady J and Raggamuffin.  Saw Pegasus Bridge.  History!  On board Raggamuffin was Do, Ian, Robin,Val, Jane, Sandi and my crew.  Great fun.  Many bridge lifts.  JP moored boat in Caen.  Walked around.  Sun shining,  Had coffee, bought cakes etc.  Left at 0230 hrs for bridge lift at 1500 hrs.  Other 2 boats departed quickly.  When we arrived at bridge they were on the other side!   We all were beginning to think a possible “lock in” could happen.  Spot on 1500 hrs bridge was lifted.  Phew!   John Moore at the helm and took Raggamuffin back to Ouistreham.   Rose and I go wine hunting and come back laden.  All invited on Opalescence for drinks and nibbles.

Tuesday 17th

Left Ouistreham for Deauville.   Next to us in the lock was a fishing boat and as we were securing ropes John Moore pulled a box completely off the bow and replaced it rapidly before the fisherman noticed.  Yes it did look solid and attached to the boat but you were caught out (laugh).  This is when the fun started.  We knew we had to get to the lock at 1500 hrs.  We were sailing, talking, eating and generally having a good time.  Well we arrived on a rapidly disappearing sea !  Put it this way, the bouyage was practically on its side, sand banks were all around and we realized the tides were 1 hour out on our calculations !  The depth gauge was reading 0.0 metres!  Sandi was standing on the lock wall watching us come in and thinking “ What are you like!”  Made the lock … don’t know how.  In the lock Sandi jumped the lock wall and came aboard Raggamuffin to the pontoon.  Feeling in Deauville a bit like a Dr Who time set.  Possibly hit bad times.  There was an underground bunker for the visitor loos !   A bit spooky but at least there was hot water to have a shower!  Good chandlery though.  First meal out as a crew.  Had a good meal overlooking the town square.

Wednesday 18th

Left Deauville for Honfleur at 0830 hrs.  The now known “Raggamuffin Groovers” decided to hold back and let the others go first through the lock so they would be first out.  In the lock the fishing boats thought they were on a formula 1 racing track!  We already knew how shallow the entrance was.  However I’m sure others miscalculated the height of tide on that curving mud bank exit.  Of course everyone claimed they had at least 5mm of water under their keel!!  Raggamuffin kept tight in and once again we showed them how to do it through experience of course (laugh).  Sails were up.  We knew we had to get to the lock by 1100 hrs.  With only 40 minutes before the lock was due to open and behind all the other boats and still 3 miles to cover, we motored sailed past everyone else doing about 7 knots.  We were not going to miss the lock opening and arrived a quarter of an hour early!  At 1130 hrs the road bridge was lifted.  Most of the onlookers were waving.  It was a great welcome to Honfleur.  A beautiful place.  Some very old buildings and just had a fantastic atmosphere. We moored alongside a motor boat called “October Star”.  Bill the owner stated we could go alongside him any time!  Chat and more good chat.  Here Gerry sent Rose and I on a mission to find a restaurant for tomorrow evening for 24 persons.  Not as easy as it sounds but we managed it !

Thursday 19th

Whole day in Honfleur.  Great just walking around streets.  Great gardens.  Met up with my crew for lunch.  How did John Moore eat 3 crepes with thick chocolate on?  Visited museums in the afternoon.  Skipper’s meeting at 1700 hrs on Blue Scherzo.  Drinks and nibbles on Niemu.  We all toasted Yvonne and Jane’s birthday for tomorrow with champagne and strawberries.  Went on for club meal.  Really good.  Afterwards found pub playing jazz.  Finished in a pub around the marina with Robbie’s crew.  What a day!

Friday 20th

Lock opening 0830 hrs destination Fecamp.  Lady J,  Niemu and Opalescence setting off back to UK.  Sea Holly, Blue Scherzo and Raggamuffin staying together.  Arrived Fecamp at 1600 hrs.  Entrance similar to Brighton and with John Moore at the helm we found the visitors pontoon (looking for V on posts only to find they had been painted over!).  Gerry had weed on his prop so all crews on board Blue Scherzo to help him “de weed” !   Drinks on Raggamuffin that evening.  Time did not exist after that!!

Saturday 21st

Blue Scherzo and Sea Holly left early morning.  The “Raggamuffin Groovers” stayed in Fecamp.  Watched the sea festival that is held every year in June.  Very colourful.  Had lunch.  Left around 1500 hrs.  Whilst leaving a rescue boat covered in flags came flying in with 3 other big boats.  JM at the helm and waves all round.  Goodbye Fecamp.  Motored all the way. Our watch system was once again put into action.

Sunday 22nd

Arrived Brighton at 0300 hrs.  My usual berth had been taken so in the dark we found another luckily on the same pontoon.  All the crew hit their bunks.  In the morning both JP and Rose left leaving John, Nigel and myself.  We decided to refuel.  The next problem was getting back on the temporary berth in a SW wind growing stronger!  We ended up in a bottle neck situation.  We managed to moor up against some concrete posts (not good) with some help from about 15 passers by!  No pressure! We eventually man handled Raggamuffin back into the berth by winching ourselves in.  Luckily we had some really long ropes on board and I had only questioned a week ago why would we need them!!  John admitted he had never done anything like that before.  Just shows you how professional we looked (laugh).  

Thanks Gerry it was a great cruise !   

July 19th 2008 Concert Cruise











By Sandi Shiret 

Six boats and 21 people convened in Cowes last month to enjoy an evening of classical music and champagne at Osborne House in East Cowes. 

Saturday morning dawned bright and breezy, our crew Mark Hitchen, Louise George and Ian Green arrived off the ferry that services our mooring, promptly and we were soon under way. Passing by the famous Victory and the first iron clad warship the warrior sitting alongside the impressive and very modern Spinnaker Tower as we went out of Portsmouth Harbour. Usually the trip to Cowes is an easy ride but today with strong winds on the nose we were going to have to fight our way up there. The tide was with us which helped and hindered, it was going the right way but against the wind which made the waves a bit choppy. 

Although Taransay Mhor was having a great time as we approached Wooton Creek we saw gusts of 30 knots and decided it was time for a reef. Just after we had finished Mark looked longingly over his shoulder at Wooton Creek and said wistfully ‘I’ve always wanted to go in there’. ‘Tomorrow’ we chorused in reply, funny but Mark does the same thing every time we go past Ryde too. We arrived in Sheppard's Wharf Marina just before the remaining four boats, soon everyone was tied up alongside with tales to tell of the exciting sail we had all had.

We left the marina en mass at 6.30pm for the invigorating walk uphill. Sharpening our appetites for the delicious picnic we were carrying. Nothing quite prepares you for the sense of history and tradition that envelops you as you walk through the main gates, across worn flagstones and out on to the long tree lined gravel drive. The lawns spread out either side of the drive and it is easy to imagine a horse drawn carriage is just behind you. Or was it Gerry’s wheeled toolbox! Osbourne House was Queen Victoria’s favourite residence, in the summer the entire court would move to the Isle of Wight. The Queen would swim from a bathing house wheeled in to the water in Osbourne Bay, which was rather more secluded than it is today.

There was a suppressed excitement in the air as groups of sailors crunched up the drive carrying the paraphernalia of a summer’s picnic. Chairs, panniers stuffed with delicacies, Rugs & umbrellas, the occasional clinking of glass clearly audible.  Leaving the ticket gate behind we discovered spread before us the magnificent lawn beside Osborne House which glowed gold in the sunlight, almost filled to capacity, with eager crowds all enjoying the evening sun, the sound of expectant conversation and the clinking of yet more glasses floated up to us. Happily as we entered we met Bill & Ianthe from Pastorale, who along with their crew Nigel Barraclough and friend Steve had made their way to Cowes by car, cleverly saving themselves the steep walk.

The Bournemouth Symphony Orchestra performed many well known favourites including Fingalls Cave and Elgar's Pomp & Circumstance. Our evenings compère a famous, or so he told us, West End actor, taking a night of from performing in London gave us an informative and humorous commentary throughout rousing the crowd to sing along with Land of Hope and Glory and Jerusalem. Even keeping us entertained, by singing during the orchestras break.

We had a fantastic evening which finished with some spectacular fireworks. Groping around in the dark we packed up our things and said good bye until next year.

Did anyone end up with a chair that wasn’t theirs as I may have yours?

Next Morning we did enter Wooton Creek for a look round and found a tiny inlet that was dwarfed by the Isle of Wight Ferry that stops here. Mooring to the drying pontoon (it was near high water) was interesting as a cross wash from the ferry continually pushes you away to the west. (The moorings were all taken and none looked big enough for Taransay.) The Royal Victoria Yacht Club is based here, they own the pontoon. The yacht club was founded by Queen Victoria when she found she was not eligible to join the Royal Yacht Squadron despite owning the royal yacht ‘Britannia’ simply because she was a woman. 

After suitable refreshments in the yacht club and an adventurous lunch on-board, wherein we taste tested some tinned cheese I had found in Asda, we departed for home. The winds were kinder today not as strong as yesterday and of course we were going with them.

We all enjoyed this cruise with a difference and hopefully have made enough converts to do it all again next year.

Anchor Cruise – 5-6 July















By Ian Sandell

The week leading up to the Anchor Cruise was buzzing with anticipation and speculation. Chichester, Osborne Bay, Beaulieu River, Hurst Point and many more places:  Mark Hitchin, the cruise organiser, had them all in his sights. Nimue would be coming out of Poole on Friday, Sea Holly would leave Gosport on Friday evening and Fizzgig would come out of Chichester on Saturday morning. The plan was to all meet up in the Solent and decide where to spend the night at anchor, perhaps having lunch at anchor also.

Well, that was the plan. Friday saw a brisk easterly. Mark Hitchin, Mark Jones and a non-sailing friend, Dave Stubbs, met up at Gosport and, after a quick trip to Waitrose,  we slipped our berth and we motored Sea Holly the short distance to a pre-arranged mooring at Portchester Sailing Club, just by the castle.  We dinghied ashore and spent a excellent evening as guests of the very hospitable sailing club. 

Early on Saturday morning, it was blowing hard from the south west and I was awake early as Sea Holly had grounded at low water springs. Fortunately, within 30 minutes we were upright again. After enjoying a Mark Jones big fry-up, we motored and then sailed towards the harbour entrance, with the hope of seeing Lively Lady return from her round the world voyage. Text messages and phone calls established that Friday’s strong easterlies had put paid to Ninue’s plans and that Fizzgig had decided to stay put in Chichester. Mark H had phoned Louise for the latest inshore and, with forecasts of worse to come on Sunday, we decided not to venture into Chichester.

Just before 1200, we were at the harbour entrance and Lively Lady was coming in, accompanied HMS Mersey, which looked huge close to but is, in fact, a relatively small Fishery Patrol Vessel, and several motor launches and ribs. Unfortunately, we appeared to be the only yacht in sight but we did blow our fog horn several times. A beat to windward outside the harbour was rather fractious as we were still towing the dinghy, which kept flipping and burying its bows, so we headed back to harbour. At 1430 we picked up a buoy by Frater Lake, stowed the dinghy and had lunch. It was still blowing hard so we put 3 reefs in the main for a sail up Fareham Reach, turning round just below Fareham itself for a sail back to Hardway, our intended evening stop. Dinner was a joint effort as crew variously went ashore for showers and gave a hand with the cooking. We finished dinner in time for a free firework display, courtesy of the Bournemouth Symphony Orchestra’s concert at Portchester Castle.

Sunday morning was horrible: grey, wet and windy. Mark H’s suggestion of a Hardway breakfast was agreed unanimously and it was gone 1100 before we slipped Hardway and motored the short distance back to Sea Holly’s berth. By the time we packed up, it was lunchtime and, as we would be passing Hardway Sailing Club, it seemed rude not to call in, if only to buy tickets for the meat raffle. I don’t know what the Jones household thought of Mark returning from a sailing trip with a chicken AND a gammon joint.

A half century milestone.









          By  Nigel Barraclough 

We occasionally think of “milestones” in our sailing: first cross channel, first watch, first time we put the sails up and switched the engine off, first 10 000 miles – that sort of thing.  Well how about this one: first 50 boats. 

I know the obvious joke: “only sailed on the boat once - he has never been allowed back”!  So far as I know that has never happened – I would be very sad if it was.  

The smallest, a Tabasco 17 called French Mustard, would hardly be appropriate for crossing the Irish Sea but for 4 adults and 2 Labradors and a BBQ at East Head she is ideal.

One skipper thought Sigma 38 racing was a contact sport!

In one “race” in very benign conditions we didn’t know whether to hoist the big boy or the spinnaker so we hoisted both on one halyard and went like a bomb past everyone until we had to gybe – then the 2 of us were left with a cabin full of ropes and sails, everyone sailed past us and we came in last!

Another yacht, a Contessa 32 is a classic design if ever there was one with superb sea keeping qualities – on the wall above my desk is picture taken from one of the sea coming back from Cherbourg in a F8.  I was glad to be on Czar that day and the Contessa 32 is admired by many, many people, me included.  Czar had another quirk – the sink had a hand pump to drain it rather the more usual plug.

Some yachts handled differently, some liked going backwards and would do so in a line as straight as a ruler others, a Rustler 36 for example almost seemed to have a mind of their own – at least in that respect!  That said the Rustler 36 has many other excellent qualities.

Some liked being sailed upright but unless you had a GK29 at the proverbial 45 degrees and washing the windows you weren’t really trying very hard!  

If you want a dry foredeck a Longbow is a good choice.  We went over St Alban’s ledge once, soaked the canopy, helmsman and lookout but the foredeck was dry – at least the blood from my finger tips which I had caught on the anchor chain a little while earlier was still there! 

If you want to serve breakfast, then can I recommend a catamaran, for example a Catabac 9m, Christchurch harbour on a sunny day in spring?  Plenty of space to sit, practically in arm chairs and enjoy it!    

GK29’s – for many reasons I lost myself to them years ago!  One, because it was the first time I went sailing for real and where I learnt the pleasure of switching the engine off and finding the boat sailing by wind alone.  Another reason because I nearly brought one myself (a share to be precise) and then came across the same boat in CSC years later!

Inevitably there are quite a few Westerlys – GK29s being the most numerate.

Some boats I sailed under more than one owner and others under several skippers (at different times of course!).  Others I have been lucky enough to Skipper myself.

If I have written about boats as characters with their own personalities then that is what I intended because “if only they could talk” what stories they could tell – some of which are probably best left unsaid!  One of my friends was retelling the tale of a trip to Ireland and how I had said  “there were 8 of us” – it took her a while to realise the”8th person” was Fizzgig herself; by all means regard me as being nuts if you wish!

50 boats – it is not a bad record!  It is certainly a long way from my first encounters with things that floated on water: dugout canoes at Nabagabo in Lake Victoria (kept bilharzia free by pollution from the copper mine) and the school dingy also on Lake Victoria.  Rumour has it that I expressed the view (aged 8 at the time) that getting dunked in boats was a “silly game!”

I have mentioned a few boats, some by name but that does not mean I have forgotten or am ungrateful to the others.  Also I am certainly not going to pick one favourite – it would be impossible and miss the point of this piece.  

Inevitably a tale like this one isn’t just about the yachts it is also about how, when and where they were sailed.  Different boats have different personalities (and crews) and as I have said, “if only they could talk” they could tell a story or two!

Basically most of the yachts were similar, mostly one mast (only a couple of ketches), one keel, one hull and one rudder but that is where the similarity ends.  It has always quite amazed me just how different yachts can be.  All, apart from one made of metal were GRP.  This leads me to express one drawback to all this variety so can I voice a plea to all the other skippers on boats I hope I sail on in the future:  if ever any of us non-boat owners ask “how you would like something done”, a bit of rope work perhaps; it probably isn’t a case not knowing how but just we would like to do it your way and not like the last boat – especially if it was different!

I said I wasn’t going to pick a favourite – nor have I listed the boats but I would like to make the last word one of thanks.  In sailing I have been very lucky; through various clubs I have been given the opportunity to sail on 50 different boats so to all those boat owners I hope you also take pleasure in my “half century”!  Thanks very much for the opportunities you have given me!

A Different Kind of Sailing







 









by Angela Lewis

I learned to sail in primary school. Not, you understand in an actual boat, but in a book and my head – an imaginative child devouring the Swallows and Amazons series of books by Arthur Ransome could learn the techniques and terms while staying safe, dry and cheap under the bedcovers at home. People like us didn’t get sent on children’s camps or join local sailing clubs. Fast-forward *** years and when I did get the opportunity to learn to sail a dinghy, the terms and techniques hadn’t really changed: Arthur Ransome is technically completely accurate in pretty nearly everything, as far as I can see.

I am lucky enough to have a daughter who enjoyed the books as much as I did, as well as being a keen dinghy sailor, and we have sailed Windermere and Coniston to fulfill her dream of visiting the islands used as inspiration in Swallows and Amazons, and we have sailed the Norfolk Broads where Coot Club was set. When she wanted more, we decided to try Secret Water.

We searched for a camp site, checked the internet for a place to launch, hitched up my wooden Miracle dinghy and towed it up to a part of Essex that doesn’t seem to have entered the twenty-first century. The inland sea is known as the Walton Backwaters; most of it dries out between tides and it’s pretty shallow at the best of times. There is a marina and a part where yachts can sail, but it’s best for dinghies and canoes. There is a causeway across to the biggest island which is accessible only at low tide (and extremely muddy and wet even then) and many other smaller islands dotted about this amazing wetland area. It is all so flat that you can’t always see where the land ends and the water begins, and there are narrow channels which may or may not lead to a larger area if you are brave enough to try. In the innermost parts we were sounding constantly using a paddle, and very conscious that if we got it wrong we’d be left high and dry, literally, till the next incoming tide, with mudflats we would not be able to walk on. Just in case, I had an emergency kit consisting of a bottle of water, large towel, torch, and two Mars bars. 

While sailing round the large island, we looked for a place on the mainland to stop for lunch, and tied up at some old wooden structure a bit like a dolphin; obviously bigger boats had used it in the past. It was a bit rickety but we are a nimble pair and we were soon ashore at a rather weird place. There was a horrible chemical smell, and lots of old deserted buildings, and nobody about. We found a pleasant grassy bit where the pong wasn’t too bad, and we could look down at the surrounding land and enjoy the hot sunshine and the view. Pretty soon we noticed a car heading in our direction, but some distance away.

“Bet we’re not supposed to be here,” I said to the daughter.

“There were no signs telling us to keep away,” she pointed out.

Finishing our picnic, we watched the car come as near as it could, which wasn’t very near, then two people got out and started towards us. It was obvious they were going to throw us out, but we weren’t going to make it easy for them and it was all uphill from them to us. Eventually they arrived and politely told us we were on private land. We politely answered that we had seen no signs telling us that. They politely said that, nevertheless, we shouldn’t be there and they would have to ask us to leave. We politely said that of course we would. We gathered up our things and they retreated, but we noticed they didn’t go very far until we had actually got into our boat and sailed away, and they were watching us all the time. We never did find out what that place was – a chemical factory, perhaps? But as potential terrorists or saboteurs I think we made an unlikely pair.

The nice little seaside town of Walton on the Naze, all of three miles away, doesn’t apparently know it has this amazing wetland on its doorstep; there are no signposts and very little access. There were no shops, no ice cream stalls, no tea rooms, and the whole place has the atmosphere it must have had in the 50’s when Arthur Ransome wrote the story of Secret Water. At the end of a drying creek, Walton has a Yacht Club and when we sailed up to it we felt quite grand as visiting yachtsmen, sitting on their rather nice balcony and drinking coffee served by a gent in a navy blazer with badges, while my battered little plywood Miracle reclined below among their posh Bavarias!

Crown & Anchor, Dell Quay

Mark Hitchin, ASC's official expert on Pubs and fried breakfasts offers these interesting facts about the Crown & Anchor at Dell Quay:

In the 16th Century Dell Quay was the third major Grain Port in the South East. The premises that are now the Crown & Anchor were, at that time, sleeping quarters for seamen and labourers who worked at the port. 

During the Roman occupation the site was (probably) a tavern for Roman Soldiers and Seamen.

When the Inn was a haven for smugglers. Local legend has it that Five Revenue men were killed in the Cellar (and the bodies dug up in the garden some years later) and the local vicar was leader of the smuggling gang.

Despite it’s history as a safe house for smugglers, at one time the Inn was a Custom’s House.

Books

'Sailorman – A Barge Master’s Story'           Captain Jim Uglow MBE











By Mark Hitchin 

The book was written by Uglow during RN service in WW2, mostly in an attempt to stay awake at night! He looks back wistfully to a time when risk wasn't a dirty word and a daring jump across a wide gap to a quay or cutting the wrong side of a wreck mark to get round a headland were considered desirable facets of everyday good seamanship! I’ll let Captain Uglow, himself give you an example from an arrival at a rather shallow Newport in a sailing Barge loaded with 160tons of guano. No Auxiliary engines then:

“We arrived at Cowes an hour before high water and the tides were neaping. We had no time to get the Bowsprit topped up out of the way but went tearing up the Medina with everything set. I knew she wouldn’t go too far. As luck would have it, she sailed right into her berth and stopped dead. There was no need for check ropes for she had come up out of the water a foot.”

I write wistful but that's not to say it's a romanticised or sterile look back. Uglow describes his childhood raised by 'housekeepers' who, in fact, were merely prostitutes his father offered accommodation in exchange for lodgings, and from the word go you get a feel for what must have been a life of drudgery shifting cement and other uninspiring cargoes around, initially under a harsh (and not always fair) Skipper.  As Captain, Uglow's speed allowed him to carry large cargo volumes (he was paid a percentage of the Cargo income) & made him famous for delivering more cargo than anyone else, but he cost twice as much in damage as the others when the chances didn’t pay off.  The book contains an interesting early example of 'globalisation' as cheap Dutch motor barges undercut prices in the UK. (On one occasion in a shipping agents office a Dutchman undercuts Uglow for a voyage into Brixham then turns to ask Uglow how to get into Brixham!)

After the war he took to racing with some success and is the only Barge Captain to win the MBE. Uglow has also introduced the word "Aggranoying" to my vocabulary, if we all use it maybe it will catch on! Probably the most fascinating feature of this book is the picture Uglow paints of the South Coast we know so well. Plying his trade along the South and East Coasts the places he visits are often familiar to us and sometimes referred to by names now forgotten. (For instance: I didn't know the anchorage West of Selsea Bill is called "The Park", to me “Jack in the Basket” is a Post, to Uglow it was a place to wait for a fair wind.) 

A terrifically written sailing biography packed with unpretentious enthusiasm. Incredible to think it was penned by a bloke who rarely attended school as a child and never after he ran away to sea at 13! 

'Land on my Right'

Ron Pattenden

I have not read this book but it came into the club e-mail as a sailing interest. The book covers Ron's 2004 single handed sail around Britain in a Laser Dinghy and may be an interesting read.

Ashdown sailing club 2008 programme

PUT THE DATES IN YOUR DIARY

Date

Cruise


Sep t 13/14
New Destinations Cruise

Organiser:  Gerry Raby


The plan is for a sail down the Solent to anchor in a pool behind Hurst castle on the way up to Keyhaven. Forms or emails to me please but please note I am on holiday the week leading up to that weekend so don’t email me after the 6th.  

Sept 28/29
Sunday to Monday Cruise

Organiser:  Ian Sandell
 (until 12 September only see below)

This is an opportunity to sail the Solent without the usual weekend and holiday crowds.  The weather will, we hope, still be “late summer”, with the clocks yet to go back.

With spring tides and high water near midday, a trip to some favourite places in the Solent should be within reach of both Chichester and Portsmouth based boats, although those from further afield will be most welcome. We have some places to visit in mind, but if you have anywhere you would like to go, please let us know.

As we hope to get away for the two weeks from the 13 Sep, please contact us by text or mobile.  Jean and Ian Sandell:

Oct 18/19
Weekend Cruise

Organiser:  Trevor Denham  

Nov 8/9
Firework Cruise

Organiser: Ian Green
 

Nov 29-30
The 'December' Cruise

Organiser:  John Alden 


Dec 27-28
The 'Cold Turkey' Cruise

Organiser:  Gerry Raby

Social Programme










By Jean and Ian Sandell

The talks and events in the 2007/2008 proved as popular as ever, with good audiences for the talks and other events and with the BBQ proving particularly popular. This year’s BBQ was David Bennett’s “swan song” and we would like to thank him for organizing the BBQ for a number of years. 

We have a talk, a walk, a photo viewing and Christmas evening lined up before the end of the year. We also have some talks and other events in the pipeline for next year. If you have any ideas for talks, activities or other events, such as visits to a lifeboat or coastguard station, please contact us and we will see what can be arranged. Unfortunately, there was little interest in a first aid course so we will shelve that idea for the time being.

3rd   September
Club Night

17th September
Club Night

1st October 

Talk:
Moody to the Med

8pm Start.

Mark Fowler's parents, Jo and Norman, will give an illustrated talk about their experiences in the Med. They took their Moody 376, Astral, through the French canals to Marseilles. They then set sail to explore the Greek and Turkish island, visiting some very exciting places. They took part in some rallies taking them to Israel. One not to miss.

12th  October
Autumn Walk -  Horsted Keynes

This year’s Autumn Walk will be a circular walk of approximately 5 miles around Horsted Keynes and passes by Carla Lane's animal sanctuary, hammer ponds and the Bluebell Railway. 

The McMillan family are buried in the churchyard at Horsted Keynes if anyone is interested in taking a look at the grave. The going is mostly good, a bit muddy in places subject to the weather. There are a few stiles, but not too many.

There is the Green Man pub in the village. If anyone wants a pub lunch, please let us know the week beforehand so that we can let the pub have an idea of numbers, which will be better for all concerned.  As we are new members of the Club, we have not previously been on a club walk so we don’t know how many to expect.

If folk want to make a day of it, there is Sheffield Park (National Trust) or a trip on the steam train at Bluebell Railway in the afternoon. Hope this covers most aspects, but if there is anything you want to know, please get in touch.

There is parking behind the British Legion Hall at the western end of the village adjoining the recreation ground (postcode RH17 7AE).

15th October

Club Night

5th November
Bring your Photos

AGM

19th November
Club Night

3rd December
Mince Pies and Mulled Wine

Meet at East Grinstead Rugby Club for mince pies and mulled wine to get you in the Christmas mood.

If you have any ideas for social nights that we could possibly host at East Grinstead Rugby Club then please let the committee know.

Many thanks.

Jean & Ian Sandall

	Cruise – 



	Name


	Telephone

	Any special requirements



	To be filled in by skippers bringing a boat

	Boat Name


	Total number of berths

	Crew already agreed



	I understand that Ashdown Sailing Club is introducing me to a skipper with whom I may sail and that ASC does not imply anything about the suitability of the boat or the skipper.

I agree to notify the skipper, before the event, of any relevant medical or physical condition from which I suffer. 

	Signature


	Date

	If you are interested in participating in this event, please return this form asap to the cruise organizer.
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