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SATURDAY 
 
“You’ve got a marvellous day for it!” 
 
We turned away from the monstrous pile of gear and saw Dave Payn 
beaming at us. “I’ve been listening to the forecast,” he continued, “and you 
are to have south- east winds up to force 4.” I, too, had heard the forecasts 
and had come to the same conclusion. Indeed the morning was full of 
promise, the sun blazed down from a cloudless sky, and the burgee fluttered 
idly at the masthead. The cheerful Dave had undertaken to store my car at 
his house in Burnham whilst Harry and I were cruising and had come down 
to Creeksea in order to give any assistance he could.  
 
Somehow we loaded all the gear except the Tilley lamp on to Popatop, my 
Wayfarer dinghy. Unfortunately, it proved impossible to find stowage space 
for such a fine large lamp, bought specially for this holiday two days 
previously, and so we had to leave it in the boot of the car. Then Dave 
suggested a cup of coffee at his place whilst we waited for the tide to turn. It 
had been my intention to try to reach the mouth of the Crouch before the ebb 
commenced, so that we could stand a good chance of reaching Walton 
Backwaters on one tide. But the south-easterly force 4 had not yet put in an 
appearance and, until it did, we could do nothing better than accept Dave’s 
kind invitation.  
 
Some ten minutes later we were comfortably ensconced in Dave’s lounge 
listening to his tape recording of that day’s shipping forecast, when two more 
club members arrived, Alan Crampton and his wife Jo. As we all drank 
Dave’s coffee I reflected that when I had originally conceived this idea, I 
had expected just to slip away quietly one morning on our cruise, without 
any fuss. We were delighted at the interest showed by our friends, but at the 
same time, thought what an anticlimax it would have been had the weather 
been bad.  
 
As it was, however, the wind was ideal, and we could expect the wind at any 
moment. I suggested to Dave that we should be leaving, and they all 
escorted us back to the hard at Creeksea and helped us to launch Popatop. 
Their help in this was greatly appreciated and, in fact, the send off was a 
delightful commencement to the holiday. As the camera clicked and the tape 
recorder whirred I recalled the stories I had read of single-handed 
transatlantic sailors taking their departures. It all seemed to be similar, if on 
a more modest scale, and despite the fact that, far from being single-handed, 
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I had Harry with me. Similar too, was the anticlimax as we drifted slowly 
away from them, the burgee hanging, a limp testimony to the incorrect 
weather forecast, from the masthead. It was ten minutes before we finally 
drifted out of sight of our friends on the shore, and the voyage could really 
begin.  
 
Although we started from Creeksea at l0.30, we had not finished passing the 
boats moored at Burnham until 11.30. The sun was beating down on us and 
the wind had risen to force 1. There was a continuous buzzing emanating 
from outboard motors amongst the boats on moorings at Burnham. One such 
motor destroys the peace of many people, and pleases only 2 or 3, whereas a 
sail makes an infinitesimal noise, looks picturesque and disturbs no-one. In 
fact it is often possible to count more than fifty sails visible on the Crouch 
and to hear no noise at all from then, whilst one motor will disturb them all.  
 
Gradually the noises and the fumes died away astern as we headed out into 
the Raysand Channel, and as the day wore on the wind strength increased to 
force 4, but from an easterly, not a south-easterly direction. This meant that 
we were close-hauled all the way instead of on a reach, and made the sailing 
that much slower. In addition we were taking a lot of spray aboard as we 
bumped over the waves. We were making progress, though, and by 14.00 
the Knoll buoy was abeam. This was definitely better! There were three 
boats riding at anchor near the Knoll, but we had no time to spare for them; 
Harry and I had just agreed to carry on to Walton Backwaters. Our reserve 
plan had been to put into Brightlingsea if it appeared that we would be 
unable to reach the Backwaters easily, but at the speed we were travelling 
all should be well.  
 
By 15.00 we were passing Clacton Pier with the wind still keeping us going 
in grand style. As part of our equipment we were carrying two multi-purpose 
buckets, one for each of us. These doubled as bailers, wash basins and the 
well known “bucket and chuck it” arrangements. We certainly travelled in 
luxury. After all, there cannot be many Wayfarers with two loos: During the 
course of the trip we had consumed the occasional beer and had been 
making use of our “facilities” from time to time, and therefore hygiene 
demanded that before we ate our sandwiches we washed our hands. This we 
did in the sea off Frinton, about 100 yards away from a black and white 
buoy, of whose purpose I was ignorant. Harry, who has been to navigation 
lessons, was muttering something about “spoil ground”, but his exact 
meaning failed to dawn on me. As we slowly sailed towards, this buoy, for 
the wind was now dropping, we munched away at our sandwiches feeling at 
peace with the world. Abruptly the peace was shattered. It became apparent 
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that the white paint on the buoy was, in fact, a faded yellow, and that the 
buoy marked the sewage outlet for Frinton. The faded colour had deceived 
Harry, who had had suspicions but had not voiced them with any force. As 
we looked over the side of the boat we could see the sewage welting up from 
the depths and creating a “two level” effect in the sea. The top six inches 
was clear seawater, and underneath it, flowing in a different direction, was 
the effluent provided by the worthy citizens of Frinton and their guests. The 
sandwich, which I was holding in my newly washed hand, ceased to titillate 
my appetite. In fact I felt nauseated, and by the look on his face I could tell 
that Harry was having the same trouble in consuming his repast. We 
decided that the people responsible for discharging such untreated effluent 
around our coasts should be condemned to sailing backwards and forwards 
through it themselves, preferably having a wash in the seawater from time to 
time.  
 
It was not until 17.30 that we reached Walton. What wind there was had 
backed to Northeast, but there was hardly enough to keep the sails filled, 
and by 18.45 we decided to start paddling. The tide was now flowing 
strongly against us, and we had kept close to the beach to avoid its worst 
effects. In this manner we had, so to speak, been able to eavesdrop on 
civilisation, experiencing a strange feeling of detachment as we listened, to 
dogs barking and to people on the beach talking as we ghosted by. The 
sound of our paddles shattered that illusion.  
 
By l9.30 we were aware that we had had a long day on the water and, as we 
passed the end of Walton Pier were relieved to find sufficient wind to make 
progress once more, so that by 20.00 the Naze Tower was abeam. What wind 
there was became more favourable as our course became more westerly, for 
we were hugging the shore closely as, in the fading light, we approached 
Walton Backwaters.  
 
Once we rounded the Walton point the current was in our favour, and 
eventually we crept round to Stone Point, where several yachts were already 
riding at anchor. On the beach a group of people were tending a bonfire of 
driftwood. At 21.30 we were ourselves anchored in about one foot of water 
and putting up the boom tent. Oh for that Tilley lamp now! In the darkness 
with only torches to aid us it was difficult to sort our the gear and prepare a 
meal, but we managed a tolerably good dinner, and by 23.30 we were lying 
high and dry on the sand, and ready to turn in.  
 
During the night I had occasion to step outside the boat and used the exit 
provided through the tent doors at the stern of Popatop. It was at this time 
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that I noticed the first fault in my design of the tent, namely that although 
there is room to pass through the opening, there is no room to turn around. 
As I had commenced my departure in the obvious way, head first, I therefore 
found myself in the unhappy position of completing the manoeuvre head 
first. So it was that I arrived upon the sand somewhat abruptly in a semi-
inverted posture. All this would have been most disagreeable, and caused 
me to reconsider the urgency of such an excursion at this late hour, but for 
the luminous sparks given off by the sand when my hands landed on it. The 
effect of this green luminescence was so striking that I spent some minutes 
examining the effects of percussion on sand and water. This green light is, I 
am told, given off by plankton in the water. Certainly it provided the excuse 
for, and added pleasure to, several night excursions of a similar type.  
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SUNDAY 
On the following morning we awoke to a pleasantly sunny day, with only a 
few fleecy white clouds passing across the sky to add contrast to the deep 
blue with which it seemed to tint the sea. This was a day to sail miles and 
miles, and to explore all the creeks in the Backwaters, but such sailing did 
demand a high level of fitness, and both Harry and I felt that after our 
Herculean efforts of the preceding day we deserved something less arduous.  
 
By the time the tide refloated us at 10.00 we were rigged and ready to go. 
The weather forecast persisted in telling us about a force 4 wind from the 
south-east, but in fact the wind was a northerly force 3. We sailed along 
Hamford Water and turned into Kirby Creek, where some other yachts were 
anchored. In one of them two men were sitting at their ease in the cockpit 
drinking coffee. We slowed down and checked that we were in the right 
place: a brief interchange between the two men and us as to the best course 
to follow for Kirby-le-Soken was followed by the customary comments as to 
the weather, and then we let the sails draw again and very soon left the 
anchored boats behind. As we sailed into Horsey Mere the sunlight was 
making the spray thrown up by our bow sparkle brightly, and through this 
sparkling curtain we could see the Naze Tower. Another yacht sailed 
towards us and as our tracks crossed, I asked him to confirm our course for 
Kirby-le-Soken, as it all looked somewhat different from the map I was 
using. He confirmed that we were going in the right direction and added that 
he was unable to give definite guidance on following the marked channel, as 
it appeared to deviate considerably from the withies which were supposed to 
mark it. Later, at low tide, we were to see what he meant, but at high tide we 
were blissfully ignorant of the difficulties which could beset the mariner.  
 
As we approached Kirby-le-Soken the Quay House, where two large yachts 
were moored, looked most impressive, and we agreed that a stay in this 
place would be mutually agreeable. So we nosed into a creek in the saltings 
andt ied up alongside the bank at 11.00. Within half an hour we had dried 
out level on the mud and were drinking coffee, beginning to feel very warm 
as the sun beat down on our sheltered position. Looking about us we could 
see several people swimming and, for a while, an occasional yacht on 
Horsey Mere, but, as the tide ebbed, no more boats were seen as the mud 
gradually assumed predominance on the Mere. Our mud berth grew even 
hotter in the sunshine and as the afternoon wore on we just soaked up the 
beauty of the scene, pitying the poor people who were even then enjoying 
their Sunday sweltering in a queue of traffic.  
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MONDAY 
The next morning the weather turned out to be much the same, except that 
the wind was very light from the south. We sailed across Horsey Mere 
dangling our feet in, the water for a while and then, as the wind freshened, 
we concentrated on sailing up Twizzle Creek to the Walton and Frinton Y.C. 
This really was a glorious sail. After a quick look at the Walton and Frinton 
Y.C. we decided that we preferred the comparative seclusion of Kirby-le-
Soken, especially as our course had taken us past what appeared to be the 
local rubbish dump where something highly unpleasant was being burned. 
Aftera quick look at the water height we determined to try to get back to 
Kirby and set off back across Horsey Mere. For a while I ignored the 
cruising image I had set myself, and we went back across Horsey Mere as 
fast as Popatop would move. We cut corners on the channels and at times 
can have had no more than three inches of centre plate down. But we 
rounded up in a racing finish in our mud berth of the previous night; by the 
time we had the sails off her she was settled firmly in the mud. We judged 
that we had earned ourselves a beer, and we had already found out that the 
Ship Inn was just up the road.  
 
We passed the night in a somewhat uncomfortable position as, when we 
floated with the tide, the deck edge caught on the bank; as the tide ebbed 
the weight of Popatop bore on it and part of the bank broke off and fell under 
the boat. As a consequence when we dried out we had a 15 degree heel and 
the stem was 6” lower than the bow. Over the years I have come to realise 
that Harry can sleep anywhere and at almost any time, but do not consider 
that I get the best rest with my feet up in the air and my stomach wedged 
against the centre-plate case, so I resolved to take more care when taking 
the mud in future. 
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TUESDAY 
The dawn was bright enough, but the sky soon became overcast. The 
weather forecast was ideal for us, though. Southwest force 4 backing and 
increasing to south force 5. It would be easy to go to Harwich and perhaps 
on to Pin Mill. We prepared to go to sea again and sat, with 5 minutes in 
hand, with all sail set but not drawing, watching the water creeping higher 
and higher up the saltings. Harry had said that we would have water at 
10.25. I considered privately that it would be very bad for crew discipline if 
we had the water a moment before 10.45, which just happened to be the 
time I had set for its arrival. At 10.30 precisely we floated away from the 
berth without any fuss. I made a few pointed remarks about how well I had 
organised the departure, how smoothly it had all gone, and hoped that Harry 
would not notice the exact moment at which we had gone. I might as well 
have cried for the moon! He waved his ornate watch, complete with movable 
bezels, in my face saying, “I told you so.” So much for crew discipline.  
 
The wind was southerly force 3 as we crossed Horsey Mere, once more 
passed along the Twizzle, turned northwards along Walton Channel, and 
then headed across Dovercourt Bay. The wind was freshening all the time as 
we crossed the bay, and outside the Harwich breakwater Popatop hit a very 
rough patch. We hung on grimly, knowing that a few minutes should see us 
safely inside the sheltered water. Up, down, splash, sit out, sit in, up, down, 
it seemed to go on for a very long time. It seemed, as it usually does at such 
moments, more dangerous to take positive action such as reefing or going 
onto a more quiet course, than just to hang on and hope that nothing carries 
away. Gradually the sea calmed down as we passed the breakwater, and very 
soon I felt able to risk the gybe so that we could alter course for Harwich 
Town S.C. To our surprise the gybe was without any doubt one of the 
smoothest we have ever made, and we stood in for the beach used by the 
sailing club. We had friends we wanted to meet.  
 
At noon I stepped ashore at Harwich, watched from a distance by a little 
knot of spectators. Harry held Popatop whilst I inflated one of our boat 
rollers. We then started to roll her up the beach but as the bow rose higher 
the stem sank lower into the waves and a mixture of water and sand was 
washed over the deck. We heaved and heaved, but beyond a certain point 
we just could not go. I looked round hoping to get some assistance from the 
knot of spectators but they had vanished. Now I knew why my friend had 
sold his G.P.14. The warning had been clear enough if I had only had the 
wit to see it. “We are getting too old to drag a G.P.14 up that sand,” he had 
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said, and I had imagined that we could pull a Wayfarer loaded with gear up 
the same sand. Why, our weight must have been double that of his G.P.14.  
 
Reluctantly we admitted defeat and re-launched. By 12.30 we were sailing 
up the Orwell aiming for Pin Hill, with the wind strengthening all the time. 
At 13.40 I noticed an interesting creek to starboard and we hove to whilst 
we had a consultation. My logic won the day, probably because I was the 
skipper, and so, in spite of Harry’s evident and frequently expressed desire 
to have a ploughman’s lunch at the Butt and Oyster at Pin Mill, at 13.45 we 
entered Levington Creek.  
 
Once out of the full force of the wind our progress was slower and we 
lowered the mainsail to slow us down even more, for we were once more in 
unknown waters. Carefully feeling our way with the centre plate we arrived 
at the quay, only to find that a barge blocked it. We managed to wriggle 
Popatop into a gutway near to the quay, however, from which we could get 
ashore with some difficulty. Within ten minutes of our arrival we were 
aground, a consequence of our arrival at any place which we were by now 
taking for granted. As soon as we were completely immobile we observed 
that we had landed within 20 feet of a swan’s nest. Mr. and Mrs. Swan had 5 
cygnets and showed their displeasure at our arrival with an unpleasant 
hissing which strikes terror into the heart of explorers. I had no coloured 
trinkets to give these natives, but I stood up and explained politely to them 
that we had been unaware of their existence until the water had departed, 
that they could accept my word that we would be no less pleased than they 
at our departure, and, in short, that we had no intention of molesting them 
provided that they left us alone. Surprisingly enough, they seemed to accept 
this statement and, in fact, gave us no trouble during our stay. On the 
contrary, they provided us with some amusement and interest as they led 
their 5 cygnets out on forays and then shepherded them back home.  
 
In the evening Harry and I adjourned to the local hostelry where we got into 
conversation with two men who had been painting their boat at. a Marina 
just down the river. Then we returned to Popatop, made a meal, and went to 
bed. Around half past midnight I woke up to find that one of our anchors had 
dragged and that we were in fact floating on the saltings at the height of the 
tide. I busied myself frantically with paddles and anchors at both ends of the 
boat. The task was made more difficult by the fact that a fresh breeze was 
now blowing, and the tent made a fine sail. Consequently it was not until 
01.50 that I was sure that we were safely in the channel. The tide was by 
now well down and all seemed safe. Through all this action, during which 
my pyjamas had become liberally coated with mud, Harry, my faithful and 
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reliable crew, had managed to snore gently on his side of the boat. I cursed 
him roundly and snuggled into my sleeping bag to get warm again. Another 
15 minutes and I would have another look.  
 
Harry wakened me at 02.15. “I say, Bill, the boat is at a funny angle.” I can 
only put my moderation down to extreme fatigue. I asked Harry very politely 
if he could move Popatop to lie more evenly. He made a valiant attempt but 
it was already too late. We ended the night with a 25 degree list and the 
stern 12” lower than the bow, an attitude which was certainly not conducive 
to that comfortable and deep sleep which advertisements insist that we need. 
This does not, of course, apply to Harry, who appeared to sleep like a top for 
the rest of the night whilst I tossed and turned, by no means an easy thing to 
do at the best of times on a Wayfarer.  



East Coast Cruise May 1974 

Page 11 of 21 

WEDNESDAY 
After this uncomfortable night it was my earnest desire to depart from 
Levington as soon as possible, and it was obvious that Mr. and Mrs. Swan 
concurred. The northerly wind was whistling in the rigging, but in the 
shelter of the creek our ventimeter could only register force 4. Patently it 
was worse outside, but just how much worse it was difficult to guess. We 
decided to put up the cruising mainsail with 3 rolls in it and the jib.  
 
Sailing out of the gutway at noon proved to be a hazardous undertaking. First 
Popatop slid backwards up a narrower gutway and then she charged at one 
of the cygnets which was having difficulty in following the rest of the family 
out of the water. I explained to Mrs. Swan that we were having a little 
difficulty and suggested that she rescue her offspring, but she looked at 
Popatop’s bow looming closer and did nothing. I managed to make Popatop 
hit the bank about 18 inches away from where the cygnet had been, but 
desperation had given it the energy to climb and, as we finally paid off on 
the tack which took us out of the gutway and into the creek proper, the Swan 
family all lined up to hiss at us. Harry seemed especially to be relieved as 
the gap between them and us grew, and as we finally set course down 
Levington Creek we both waved a cheerful goodbye to them. They still stood 
in a line just like the servants in an old-fashioned continental hotel speeding 
the departure of the honoured guests. It all seemed so very civilised that we 
almost wished we had tipped them when we left.  
 
As we went down the creek, Popatop gradually accelerated so that by the 
time we arrived at the mouth we were moving so fast that I was glad that 
caution had dictated that I put the three rolls in the main. We were hard 
pressed! Before we were properly out of the lee of the bank of the Orwell 
Harry had been drenched with the spray thrown up as we crashed into the 
waves. The wind was against the tide, and what a wind it was. We sat out as 
far as we dared, andthen sat out some more! We spilled the wind from the 
sails! And so we crossed the Orwell until the height of the waves grew less. 
Lee-Ho! And I gazed with horror at the boom. The end of the boom has a 
square hole which fits on to a square piece of rod on the gooseneck. To reef 
the sail it is rolled up the desired number of times and the boom is then 
pushed on to the square rod which holds the reef. Only our boom was slowly 
twisting on the gooseneck. I had visions of it breaking away and unrolling 
the sail which would then assume the ideal shape to capsize us. And a 
capsize in a cruising dinghy is a very serious matter, the more so in our case 
as much of our tinned food was stored in a crate on the floor, and would 
undoubtedly have gone to the bottom of the river. I bore away, spilled yet 
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more wind out of the main,and headed back to Levington Creek. I was 
unable to hear Harry’s sigh of relief because it was whipped away by the 
wind.  
 
By 13.00 we had been duly welcomed home by the Swan family; their 
hissing seemed to have a resigned note about it this time. We berthed a little 
farther up the gutway where we had slept so badly and led out lines fore and 
aft at each side, after searching the saltings for suitable pieces of driftwood 
to hammer in and make mooring posts. At least we would lie comfortably 
this time, but we were depressed at our failure and the forecast of north-
westerly winds up to force 7 was not likely to improve our mood. Also the 
fact that a sewagef arm discharges into Levington Creek had restrained us 
from washing there and was likely to continue so to do.  
 
We spent the afternoon exploring the surrounding countryside and ended up 
in the Ship Inn talking to Mr. Nunn the landlord, who proffered advice as to 
water supplies between Walton and Ipswich which made us use our 
sterilising tablets on all the water we used for the rest of the voyage.  
 
It was a somewhat sad pair of mariners who turned in later that evening to 
be lulled to sleep by the sound of the burgee flapping at the masthead. 
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THURSDAY 
The early shipping forecast continued to disseminate gloom and 
despondency in copious draughts the next morning. The wind would be from 
the north-west, force 5-7, with hail and sleet at times. We considered the 
situation. Bank Holiday was almost upon us and therefore we could not 
expect to be welcomed with open arms at either Pin Mill or Wolverstone. In 
fact we would simply be in the way at these places. If we went round to the 
Stour, our chances of finding a suitable place within easy reach of Harwich 
were remote, the more so as a north-westerly would make the south side of 
the Stour a lee shore. However, Walton Backwaters abounds with useful 
little mud berths and quays. So it seemed that we would either have to stay 
in Levington, where we could expect to remain for another two days, or take 
advantage of the fact that the wind was no more than force 3 at 09.00. It 
would be about 13.00before we had water, however, and the situation could 
change in the meantime. Indeed at 10.23 it started to rain, the wind rose 
and our spirits sank. We walked up to the shop in Levington, bought some 
food and chatted to the proprietor, to whom we seemed to be as welcome as 
to Mr. Nunn. It was surely churlish of us to wish to leave such a pleasant 
and friendly village, but we wanted to be back in Walton Backwaters.  
 
At 12.50 we had sufficient water to depart, and the wind was westerly force 
3.Once more we said goodbye to the swans, and once more they lined up to 
see us go. Under cruising main and jib we sailed out into the Orwell, ready 
for whatever came our way. By 13.25 we were completely becalmed with 
Stratton Hall Marina abeam and it was raining. It was not until 14.40 that 
we had Shotley Point abeam after taking advantage of every little zephyr and 
of the tide. Here even the zephyrs left us and we drifted past Harwich and 
across to Felixstowe, plying the occasional paddle so that we did not go stern 
first, and having our sandwiches and hot cocoa. From time to time further 
showers of rain caught up with us until we were very wet and cold. It was by 
now obvious that our waterproofs needed replacing.  
 
To counteract the cold and to avoid being swept in the wrong direction we 
started to paddle in earnest in the direction of the Harwich Breakwater. We 
had no wish to be swept northwards along the coast. By 16.45 the Pye End 
buoy was abeam and we had set the genoa with the cruising main to take 
advantage of a slight northerly breeze which was at last giving us 
steerageway. The sun was shining on us, but to the northwards were masses 
of black clouds and we could see the flashes of lightning. To the south we 
could see the sand at Walton, reviving memories of our slow progress past 
that sand when we arrived.  



East Coast Cruise May 1974 

Page 14 of 21 

Gradually we picked up speed, but the wind was very cold, and we were 
rather wet and miserable, mentally ticking off the marker buoys as evidence 
of our agonisingly slow progress. It was not until 18.45, with the rain 
pouring down, that we arrived at our destination in Landermere Creek. We 
sailed as far as we could and then anchored in a foot of water. Our 15 1b 
C.Q.R. had caused some hilarity at the sailing club and, truth to tell, I had 
felt at times that it might be heavier than we really needed, but now we were 
very glad to heave it and its chain over the side. For one thing it left much 
more room in the boat. As we tried to get the mainsail rolled round the boom 
we began to realise just how far gone we were. The simplest tasks became 
extremely difficult and it seemed to be hours before we had the tent fitted. 
Once we had achieved this, however, the effect was instantaneous and 
proved a great morale booster. When, minutes later, the Primus stove roared 
into life, we knew that our suffering was over. Actually drinking the scalding 
hot soup when it was ready, seemed an anticlimax. While our hot meal was 
cooking we changed into dry clothes and congratulated ourselves on a good 
day’s work. We had never been in any danger, but had learned a few more 
things about the effects of exposure on ourselves. The main lesson I had 
learned was that in determining how long we could stand the wet and cold, 
we had to allow an extra 30 minutes to stow the sails, erect the tent and get 
the stove going, jobs which could normally be done in under10 minutes.  
 
We slept the more soundly that night for the knowledge that our large 
anchor could be relied upon not to let us drift even one inch from our chosen 
place, despite the increasing wind. 
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FRIDAY 
 “We seem to have some water in the stern compartment.”  
There was a note of anxiety in Harry’s voice as he said this on the following 
morning.  
“Better got it out then,” was my reply. A few moments of sucking with the 
sponge and the splashing of water over the stern and then: “I think it is still 
coming in.” Irritably I moved to the stern, and had to agree that there was, 
indeed, a trickle of water coming in. We had not, as far as I was aware, hit 
anything during the previous day so my thoughts immediately flew to rudder 
pintles. We pulled out the gear from the stem compartment. With the 
exception of the emergency wax-coated matches it was all sealed in plastic 
containers. Despite the wax, however, the matches were soaking and 
useless. We would henceforward have to rely on the ones in the sealed 
containers. But I digress. There were no stress marks around the pintle 
fastenings and they seemed to be watertight. One of the drain plugs must 
have unscrewed. I reached over the stem, tightened the plugs, and the 
trouble disappeared as if by magic. Harry appeared to be very relieved, but I 
doubt whether he was half as relieved as I was.  
 
We were swinging wildly at our anchor and the tent was flapping as if it was 
in imminent danger of carrying away; the strong winds and nocturnal jaunts 
at Levington had revealed one or two weaknesses which were giving us 
cause for concern, but we were quite comfortable despite all this. The Bank 
Holiday weekend was close upon us and a quick survey had indicated our 
need for extra food to carry us through, so it was imperative that we find 
somewhere with more access to the land. I listened dubiously to the wind 
sounds and then carried the ventimeter out on to the deck to find that the 
wind was varying between force 5 and 6 from the north. I was not disposed 
to tempt providence by using more than the jib in these conditions, but 
thought after consulting the chart that we might be able to sail under jib 
alone across the saltings into Kirby-le-Soken, which lay to the south-east of 
us.  
 
Accordingly, as the tide approached its maximum, we weighed anchor and 
sailed up one of the creeks, at a gentle pace. I had studied the maze of 
creeks carefully from the deck and was sure that the journey would be 
possible, but had not allowed for the fact that there were several northerly 
twists in them. As we came to the first one I realised that we could not sail 
along it, and so we grabbed the paddles. It was impossible! Only the most 
strenuous efforts brought Popatop head to wind and we could not keep her 
there. Several times we bumped the mud and several times we worked her 
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clear, but every time a creek appeared to leeward we drifted down it. 
Eventually, lost in the maze, I stood on the saltings and studied the creeks 
that now confronted us. We were safe enough, in fact our holiday was to be 
spent on saltings such as these, but we wanted to get ashore, and to do that 
we had to reach the sea wall. To the southward I could see the sea wall, and 
after a while I made out what appeared to be a way of arriving there by 
water.  
 
Harry and I spent the next twenty minutes dragging Popatop over the 
shallow places, towing her from the banks, paddling and even sailing her at 
times, until we eventually arrived at the sea wall and berthed in an old barge 
berth. The bottom would be flat, I was sure, the sides had been consolidated 
and, as the water left us, would give us shelter from the wind. What was of 
even more importance, we had our access to the shops and it was only 
13.30. We calculated that we were about 3 miles away from Kirby-le-Soken, 
and less than one mile from Landermere along the sea wall; despite our 
mistakes we seemed to have been lucky once again. As we had a quick 
snack before walking to the shops the sun once more burned down on us 
and, although the wind still blew strongly, down in our barge berth we were 
screened from the worst of it. There can be few more pleasant yet deserted 
places to spend a night. 
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SATURDAY 
After Harry had walked to Kirby-le-Soken for milk and I had walked to 
Landermere, where I met a very pleasant gentleman who supplied me with 
water and with whom I discussed the prospects for the day, we had a light 
lunch and planned the afternoon’s sail. The wind was still from the north, 
but had decreased to force 4. As the tide rose and the water crept back into 
our berth I once more studied the maze of creeks. It seemed that if we took 
the third turning to the right and then the second turning to the left we 
should be almost in Landermere Creek, whence we should be able to find 
our way without great difficulty. But we must wait until slack water or ebb to 
make the attemptf or the wind was still in our teeth.  
 
It seemed advisable to find a shop selling glue, because the Velcro 
fastenings for the boom tent were peeling away from the underside of the 
deck, and there seemed a distinct possibility that a really stiff breeze could 
make away with the tent, leaving us in serious trouble so far from home. Our 
holiday record so far had scarcely led us to believe that we would not get 
plenty more wind. Therefore, when we finally sailed under cruising main 
and jib, we headed once more for Kirby. The departure was without 
incident, being more like sailing on the Norfolk Broads than anything else. 
We tacked at intervals of 20 feet until we took our third turning to the right, 
and after that things grew easier.  
 
When we arrived at our old berth at Kirby the tide was already falling, and 
we had at most half an hour before we were once more on the mud. I was 
sick of spending most of a sailing holiday on the mud and laid strict 
injunctions on Harry to return within our time limit, preferable accompanied 
by glue. In his absence I prepared the big anchor for immediate use.  
 
When Harry returned without the glue some 28 minutes later it was touch 
and go whether we could get away, but, with only 2 inches of centre plate 
down, we managed to tack out of Kirby and into Horsey Mere. Thinking that 
our troubles were over we used all the plate, only to find within seconds that 
we were stuck in the mud. Up plate! Down plate! Up plate! I held every tack 
until I judged that we were going to touch the bottom. Sometimes we came 
about without sticking, at other times we had to pull up the plate to get free 
of the clinging mud, but on these occasions we were, of course, checked, 
and speed was vital. I was determined not to spend the early part of the 
night aground in Horsey Mere, and both Harry and I concentrated on our 
boat handling more than we had done for the whole trip. Each time we came 
about the view was different. Mud banks were appearing in places where, on 
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the previous tack, we had sailed, and the whole character of the terrain was 
changing as we watched. But we were still afloat and had at last reached the 
deeper water in Kirby Creek. Selecting our spot with care we brought down 
the main sail and carefully deposited our huge anchor over the side, taking 
care, as always, not to scratch the varnish with the chain. Perhaps we had 
not sailed far, but it had been an exciting day.  
 
By 19.30 we had eaten a dinner cooked for the first time in the open air, and 
we sat watching the birds for a while. They were disturbed by two light 
aircraft landing on the island next to us, Horsey Island, but as the engines 
died the peace returned. Several other yachts came in and dropped anchor 
without any appreciable noise, but the peace finally vanished on the arrival 
of four motor cruisers, whose occupants were calling to each other over the 
still evening air, for the wind had gone completely. Finally a big catamaran 
crept in and anchored in what remained of the navigable channel. At 
21.00our stem touched the mud and then drifted off again. If we did go 
aground it would only be for a matter of minutes. We listened for a while to 
the doleful clanking of a loose halyard on one of the yachts and then put up 
our own tent. The weather forecast for Sunday was north force 5-6 backing to 
northwest force 3,It looked like our signal to head south again. 
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SUNDAY 
We rose early on Sunday, for my calculations showed that we should be at 
the Naze by 09.3O in order to take full advantage of the tide. The water was 
like a mirror! We had suffered during the night from the cold, because there 
had been a frost, but the sight of the bright sunshine warmed our joints, if 
not our hearts. Where was the north wind force 5-6? How could we go 
anywhere? As we ate our breakfast we had to admit that the scene laid out 
before our eyes excelled the pictures in many Mediterranean travel 
brochures. There were the well-kept yachts and motor cruisers swinging at 
anchor, and under them were identical, but inverted, yachts and motor 
cruisers. There was peace and tranquillity and deep blue sky and brilliant 
sunshine. In short it was an ideal morning.  
 
We had left the cruising main on the boom in anticipation of the strong 
winds, but as soon as we cleared the anchorage at 08.30, drifting with the 
last of the tide, we set the big main. Then we started to paddle!  
 
It was not until we reached Stone Point at 09.50 that we were able to stow 
the paddles. Just when we had decided that the day must be spent at Stone 
Point, as the tide had already turned and was beginning to push us back into 
the Backwaters, and easterly breeze of force 2 sprang up, the sea breeze 
which had to come under these weather conditions, and a gentle ripple at 
the bow soon increased into a healthy splashing noise. We were in luck once 
more! As we sailed along the channel leading to Pye End Buoy we passed a 
cruising yacht, Lynn Perseverance, which, according to the markings on the 
transom, had come from the Blackwater area. I asked the helmsman if he 
was going south, and he said that that was indeed his intention. I called 
across: “So are we. We hoped to get back to Creeksea but with this wind 
may only make Brightlingsea.” He looked down at little Popatop with a 
mixture of surprise and horror and made some comment to the effect that he 
thought we were very brave. We took it as a compliment but, as we turned 
eastwards over the shoals and saw Lynn Perseverance carrying on up the 
channel to Pye End Buoy, I questioned whether we were any braver than 
him. We had a sound boat, a decent speed, and should there be trouble we 
could get Popatop on to a beach quite quickly. It looked as if Lynn 
Perseverance would miss the best of the tide to Point Clear and might even 
be carried back to the north on the ebb. For us the sailing was just right, and 
we were making great progress.  
 
By 11.15 we were well out from the shore and Popatop was beginning to 
bounce more than I felt our stomachs might stand for long. I looked around 
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for the box with the medical supplies in order to dig out the Kwells. As I 
could not see them I asked Harry who, as crew has to take the blame for 
everything, what he had done with them. He reminded me that I had wanted 
the camera available on passage and that the medical supplies had therefore 
been packed where the camera usually was, at the bottom of all the gear in 
the aft locker, in the same place as the compass. So, for two reasons, it 
seemed a good idea to keep within sight of the shore, although as long as the 
wind remained steady the compass presented no great difficulty. And the 
wind had settled down to southeast force 3 before we passed Lynn 
Perseverance. By 11.30 we had the Naze Tower abeam; clouds were 
beginning to form in the sky but the sun still kept us warm and cheerful.  
 
We ate our lunch off Frinton, but this time refrained from washing our 
hands; memories of that sewage outfall less than a mile away were too vivid 
for that. We even worried about the spray crashing on to the foredeck!  
 
Clacton Pier was abeam at 13.15 and it was time to decide on our 
destination. We were sailing so well that there was never any real question, 
and we just held our course, close-hauled on the port tack, which should 
take us to the Crouch. It is very difficult to make oneself waste a favourable 
wind when sailing.  
 
By 14.20 we had the Knoll buoy abeam, and just sat there, almost 
motionless, mesmerised by the good sailing. There was little to do except 
hold our course and munch an occasional biscuit. From time to time an extra 
puff of wind caused us to sit out, but most of the time we just sat on the seats 
and delighted in the scene around us. Wherever we looked we could see 
sails, most of them white and reflecting the strong sunlight, and the 
splashing of the water round the hull and the rocking, was very soporific. I 
think that Harry was asleep at times, but he denies this.  
 
Gradually the smudge on the horizon darkened and sharpened until we 
could see the land quite clearly. The last we had seen had been Point Clear 
at about 14.00, since then we had been steering with the wind alone as 
guide. Ahead the towers of Foulness took shape and gradually grew more 
distinct until at 16.10 we could bear away up the River Grouch. It had been 
a fast passage, done entirely on sea breezes, as we found after a very short 
time in the Crouch, where the breeze gradually died away, until at times the 
tide, which was now against us, was carrying us astern. Despite this, 
however, I had a snooze for a quarter of an hour whilst Harry took the helm. 
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 On arriving at Creeksea at 18.10 we were greeted by those very same club 
members who had seen us off 8 days before. They helped us to pull Popatop 
out of the water, and Alan Crampton even presented me with a photograph of 
our departure.  
 
Before lowering the burgee I looked up at it. There it hung, limply. I looked 
at the river. It was fast assuming that mirror flatness that had so worried us 
in the morning.  
 
 
I recalled an expression used by an old Dutch single-handed sailor long 
since departed the sea of life.  

“No one can sail without good fortune.” 
 
 
 
Bill Lindsley W3687  
Creeksea S.C. 
21st July 1974 
 
 


