
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 



Windsor Castle to Dover Castle - A report. 
 

Early in November 1986 during a special moment of relaxation an Idea was born from a little 
bit of wishful thinking.  Wouldn't it be nice to sail down the Thames.  Why not Windsor to 
Dover? 

 
From then on the idea was developed into a little trip with a couple of boats just to see what it 
would be like.  Then, well if it is to be done, why not engage the interest of not just three or four 
people; why not make it worthwhile and see if all our dinghies (Wayfarers) could be involved?  
Previously we had sailed around the Kent coast on one of Kim’s little whims.  Then sorting out 
the logistics started.  Where could we start?  Where could we stay?  How would we feed 
everybody?  How much would it cost?  Is anybody really interested? 

 
So to the myriad of questions and. ideas, could some answers be found?  After asking a few 
bemused but willing potential participants the idea snowballed. 

 
Numerous telephone calls were made endeavouring to make contact with old known associates.  
Little matters like the Devises - Westminster canoe race were potential headaches for 
accommodation stops, eventually solved by Ravens Ait being asked to assist in our plans. 

 
Slowly the momentum for the trip was beginning to pick up; an early meeting established that at 
least 20 people were interested.  The type of boats to use was an easy decision - Wayfarers, 
which combine performance, safety and the desired adaptability for both numbers of crew and 
the tasks about to be asked of them.  Gradually the telephone calls and badgering were 
beginning to give results and starting to unfold the size and complexity of the task with 
obstacles becoming apparent but advice and promises also coming in.  How do you shift thirty 
plus people in one move, plus their gear and the nine dinghies?  What can be done about the 
catering?  How long does it take a novice crew to lower a mast, negotiate one bridge, pass 
through a lock, after having first lowered the sails?  All of which was thought could be assessed 
on a little trip to Windsor to test the launch site and have a private practise before the real thing.  
Was the first day's distance too ambitious? 

 
All this was to be revealed on this trial trip.  Well how wrong could we be! Journey time OK, 
but the weather beat us.  Snow was falling like a mild blizzard -and the desired wind had ceased 
even to move the heavy white fluttering snow. In every cloud there is a silver lining, so true to 
the proverb.  We discovered Eton Boathouse where we were able to leave two Wayfarers 
undercover in readiness for the trip. 

 
Now of course, we were committed.  So to let things sink in and prepare ourselves we made a 
vehicle trip alongside the river checking for obstacles, bridge heights and any problems likely to 
be encountered at the numerous locks and weirs.  From these preliminary visits the nightmares 
were started; could we, couldn't we sail, tow or somehow do the first day?  Launch by 10.30 am, 
sail under 27 bridges, through 8 locks, negotiate a total of 22 miles and still live to tell the tale'.  
Well we did, but that will be told later.  Emergency planning laid down that if necessary the 
boats would be towed down the river overnight whilst the children slept, to catch up the lost 
distance.  Navigation lights were carried just in case 

 
To cut a long story short, we were very lucky to have engaged the assistance of numerous 
people both to prepare, meet and see us on our way, without whose help the trip most certainly 
would have been impossible to contemplate, let alone put on. 

 



The task before us was to gather the talents, enthusiasm, volunteer help, equipment, food and 
accommodation details and requirements and put this together to produce a 150 mile £40 per head 
adventure of 6 days duration, hoping for idealistic weather throughout the period of the Easter 
holidays. 
 
The preparation meeting passed off well; everyone appears to know what to do and all the people 
can be picked up and delivered to Windsor. So the trip was off and into action. We had seen the 
lock sawn from the gates guarding the ramp at Windsor; nice effort from Maidenhead Council We 
also discovered that unloading boats on a Bank Holiday weekend in the centre of Windsor was 
quite an experience. That was the day before the trip, when five wayfarers were transported to 
Windsor and then rowed across to Eton in anticipation of the early start for the morrow. This was 
accomplished without any hiccoughs, much to our relief. 
 
DAY 1 
 
Began bright and early, assembling at the crack of dawn outside Cambridge Terrace complete 
with rucksacks, sleeping bags and all. Everyone had left aboard the numerous vehicles en route 
for Windsor 15 minutes early which proved to be quite a bonus and arrived on schedule for the 
unloading sequence. Spot on time the dinghies were rapidly launched and rowed, complete with 
their trolleys on the back, to the Windsor Bank. Once all the gear had been stowed aboard the 
boats there was the ritual presentation of Easter eggs, one for each boat and each vehicle, all part 
of the services laid on by the catering department. Then it was time for the group photo session 
and the send off speech by the Right Honourable Lord Viscount Gough.  His words of wisdom at 
this time, whilst being so apt and meaningful were barely listened to by the crew as they were so 
keen to go, with their pent-up energy from the general build up. 
 
The initial plan at this point was to start the safety boats and then set one dinghy off at a time. 
After the first, attempt to get the safety boats into action, (one plastic bag and fishing line later) 
there ensued an almost He-Man type start, and the boats then had to negotiate a bridge 75 yards 
downstream. This was the first real test. Whilst it appeared to those who were ashore, myself 
included, that there was a minor disaster about to unfold with masts being forced to be lowered 
by crews dangling hysterically, having forgotten to release minor items like the forestay, 
everything was slowly sorted out and disaster averted.  Now they had only to contend with the 
slalom course of overhanging trees leading to the first lock. Several crews were so busy trying to 
sail unaware of the situation that they became engulfed in the branches.  Escorting safety boats 
were becoming hard pressed to extricate all the dinghies. 
 
Thank goodness for the first lock, a brief respite before the continuing progress down stream.  
Several boats were seen visiting peoples gardens and boat houses etc quite unintentionally, as the 
river current was far beyond what the crews were used to. After the first 3-4 bridges our first 
supposedly brief resting point was a welcome sight.  The colours of the Wax Chandlers flag 
gently waving in the breeze at the water's edge beside the perfectly manicured lawn, marked the 
spot. 
 
By that point I certainly was beginning to worry about the survival of the equipment and crews as 
fairly major items had chosen to fail.  Hasty repairs to two sets of spreaders were enacted, and 
after a refreshment and photo call we pressed onward down the never ending river. Later we 
came to Chertsey with a beautiful stone bridge which we had to pass through after leaving the 
lock above. The force of the flow caused the tail end of the boats on tow to attempt to go through 
another arch from the lead boats.  This meant that a Searider had to be used as a barge and fender 
to alleviate the problem and ensure that the dinghies were not dragged through around the rough 
stone parapets. 



As the boats were then rigged whilst being towed downwind, threatening to over take the towing 
boat, overhead lines were noticed. A series of half lowering masts and heeling boats prevailed 
until the danger was past. Time was now of the essence as at the Runnymede Lock only half the 
fleet passed through at a time causing a slight delay, (30 minutes), in our progress.  The 
struggling to enter and leave locks was alleviated by reformulating the strategy.  The boats were 
towed in and out of the locks for the rest of the journey. 
 
As the day progressed scenes of desperate determination were played out.  One dinghy passed my 
safety boat, the helm grimly gripping the tiller with both hands and calling out, "what shall I do 
now?”.  The boat was planing and weaving down the reach with the mainsheet rope jammed 
below the rudder fittings.  Another dinghy helm was licking his wounds, not wanting assistance 
as he had just ploughed into a bridge without lowering the mast. 
 
Later still the Seapoint Searider was without sufficient fuel, a minor logistical error, as around 
this time it had been discovered that there was no communication with the outside world via the 
VHF radio, after a minor collision with a mast and a crew's head was thought to need attention 
and none could be found. Despite this and the fact that the only participant without maps and 
information was yours truly, and that at one stage all enthusiasm had vanished and exhaustion set 
in causing a need for a rousing speech to buck up everyone's morale, the rest of the day passed, in 
a mixture of dream and memories of whirling pump and paddle handles around and around, 
extremely well. 
 
The fleet finally, being escorted bb a motor launch from the centre at Ravens Ait, arrived at 
8.30pm, only 2 hours behind. schedule, with crews appearing to be desperately tired, almost to 
the point of being unable to eat. The fabulous amenities provided were showers and warm soft 
bedding, whilst owing to rules and regulations the meals had to be taken and cooked outside.  
Despite the day, within 90 minutes everyone was raring to see the sights and wanting to leave the 
island and explore. 
 
DAY 2 
 
At 6.00am there was a roll call for maintenance duties, to repair sorry looking tabernacles, sails 
and fibreglass the odd hole in the boats.  Breakfast was taken on the hoof, as it were, as the 
feeding station was out in the open. All crews prepared their own packed lunches, a routine for 
the rest of the week, and a very successful formula to help eliminate catering problems. 
 
We were away by 8.30am, shooting the first bridge of the day with such timing and expertise, I 
felt very proud and pleased that the previous days practise was coming to fruition. Well not 
quite….. the next few bridges made me realise that it was rather a battle for the helms to negotiate 
the bridges, judging the heights, timing the lowering of the masts, re-rigging and sailing the boats 
with the constant variables of wind and tide etc. Boats had to next pass several islands. Which 
side we had to go could not be detected on the charts, so one safety boat was the trail blazer. Then 
of course there was the shooting of the bridge at Richmond, which must have been 30ft wide and 
had a drop of at least 1ft in height of the water through the arch. The safety boats had a merry 
time fending off and assisting the dinghies through the one arch open to navigation, the others 
having underwater obstructions just to add to the fun. 
 
Beyond this bridge we came to the two bridges before the half tide lock beyond Twickenham 
Bridge. Several of the dinghies were able to sail through on the right tack, just clearing the 
overhead girders, others had several attempts at overhead knitting but finally managed to get 
clear, only to be confronted by a sluice gate lowering in front of them, blocking the way. The 



man operating the system allowed us to pass through the last remaining orifice by raising the 
gantry – a noble gesture as we were able to tow the last two through before the river was closed. 
 
Now the fleet gently meandered down through ever increasing mud banks with their wildlife, 
cranes etc. staring in utter disbelief at the sight before their eyes. Nine Wayfarers and two safety 
boats with their motley crews passing down the river. Past the beautiful blooms of Kew Gardens 
the shore party watching our progress, giving us informed guesses as to whether the boats will 
clear the bridges or not.  That was what we thought they would be able to do at Hammersmith after 
desperate driving round the streets and declaring that everything was going well, letting us know 
what the traffic was like ashore, we had our first major problem. To alleviate the boredom I had 
decided little follow my leader would pick the spirits.  OK, so we had a capsize. Wow, within two 
minutes all the boats were ashore within a 200 yard area, several crews jumping to the assistance of 
emptying the dinghy. Within 15 minutes the fleet was afloat again, gently passing downstream 
with the odd spinnaker set, not appreciating that our descent was now around 5-6 knots, becoming 
almost impossible to be kept up with by the people in vehicles in the London traffic!! 
 
Have you witnessed the Houses of Parliament from the river?  Well, it's quite a worthwhile 
experience, but how shallow the water was. Several of the dinghies had to be encouraged to sail 
in the middle of the river to stop them grounding.  Then we sailed through Westminster Bridge 
with the river buses bustling back and forth, interspersed with disco ferries illuminated in 
technicolour lights, the occupants appearing to be demented fools jiggling up and down. 
 
This day's final resting point was the Royal Naval Reserve Ship HMS Chrysanthemum with 
HMS President next door.  The boats had to be moored around the ancient ship being careful to 
protect the dinghies from the constant wash from the pleasure cruisers hurtling around the river.  
This halt was very well received as the participants were able to visit the local places of interest 
on foot and in the minibus. A slight twinge of regret was expressed as to the lack of M.Ps in the 
Houses of Parliament owing to the Easter recess proclaimed so no visit could be laid on. 
 
Began with another bright and early start on the Queen's birthday, the ship specially dressed for 
the occasion making us feel it was put on specifically for us. The breeze gently sent us on our 
way to enable spinnakers to be launched so that we could sail through under Tower Bridge with 
all spinnakers set.  The shore party were filming from the bridge, extolling the virtues of boat 
travel and what a magnificent sight it was to see the boats with so much colour at rush hour time 
in the City etc.  This was said wishing for some response, not knowing the fleet leader was 
battling to keep the sails flying with a repair job in hand aboard one of the boats, so the 
appreciative comments were perhaps difficult to stomach; hence several radio messages in 
response were not perhaps what one would have expected!  Still onwards the gaggle of boats 
sailed towards Tower Bridge sighting now the escort boat Milk Run, kindly on loan from Dwight 
Wood, awaiting us motionless down river and tide, for us to pass through the bridge, all 
spinnakers just set. 
 
Colours, sight, emotion, relief, weather and atmosphere all welled up until it nearly overwhelmed 
me at this point.  To me that was the success achievement.  All the effort, heartache, nightmares 
and bluff had paid off.  Anything else was going to be an anticlimax. 
 
Well, picking up fuel supplies put paid to any of those thoughts.  Fuel was lowered 25 feet to 
waiting inflatables with emergency supplies, eg: lemonade and aspirin.  Radios were now 
working well.  The river was now wider with views of old warehouses of yesteryear.  The ships 
passing on their way were like the old and new meeting as it were at the Cutty Sark.  Dinghies, 
ships and men before the mast and all that.  The river was now taking us slowly towards the 
Thames Barrier.  At this point several navigation problems were encountered.  Errors in scale 



were discovered with the pilot to the Thames calling me to double and triple check progress and 
projected estimated times of arrival.  All dinghies went under tow towards the Barrier as nobody 
is allowed to sail through between piers. A very impressive structure this and fascinating the level 
change from one side to the other reminiscent of the pictures of the effect of the old London 
bridges. 
 
Again we shot the rapids now with two inflatables and one catamaran as escort vessels. Passing 
on down to Erith where, with a chance of plans we stopped briefly for a run ashore.  One crew 
member discovered an unknown island and was therefore nearly left on the massive yellow 
mooring buoy, until he promised to buy lunch I think. 
 
Now into the vast lower reaches of the Thames, passing the jetties and massive electricity pylons 
of the Dagenham area below the sea walls so that it appears pleasant and innocuous enough, 
despite the apparent total lack of vegetation, seaweed or bird life.  The boats now were hardly 
making headway edging our way around the final bend towards Gravesend where the whole vista 
was transformed from a scene of derelict jetties into what appeared to be a late '50s sight, with a 
myriad of tugs moving and jostling- about, ships loading and unloading cargo and several ships 
entering and leaving the Thames.  It was quite an active and impressive sight.  The boats now 
slowly just stemming the tide with their sails barely filling as the last of the afternoon's zephyr 
slowly but surely dissipated its dying energy, as the tide now turning was imperceptibly 
increasing its silent power, making it obvious in the ever changing calmness, which crews 
understood the effects of and where to be in a river when there is a tide running against them.  
Watching the dinghies come home against the yellowy silver backcloth of the weak April sun, 
showing up like a flock of swans silhouetted against the cranes, jetties and tugs was a peaceful 
pastime. 
 
Much to our surprise life ashore had been rather hectic with chickens and cookers causing a few 
problems.  Accommodation here was good and amusements and -activities were laid on by the 
Seamen’s Mission. 
 
DAY 4 
 
While the crews got afloat there were some shuffling about trips to get the shore staff to have a 
chance to get afloat as the weather was quite promising.  Trailers and vehicles were moved to our 
destination and then shore staff returned after we had set off to be brought up to the fleet aboard 
one of the seariders.  As the day wore on the sea was lumpy and the wind, on the nose, as they 
say.  The large catamaran proved invaluable As a support ship, crews coming on board in relays 
to have soup and check our progress on the chart room table.  This allowed the sailing novices 
from the shore and food party to see what it was like to be at sea in a small dinghy, with only a 
mother ship visible for most of the time.  Visibility was rather restricted at times throughout the 
day.  Our fleet met a fleet of dinghies sailing from Thorpe Bay to Sheerness for the day.  Quite a 
sociable happening out on the high seas. 
 
Onward to the approaches towards Sheppey Yacht Club, calling now on the radio for us to give 
them a positive fix. Then as they talked us towards their launch and recovery area the 
identification of the building was confirmed by a yellow flashing light on the balcony. Mrs Paddi 
Neasham and Christine Green visited us here while spaghetti bolognaise which had been cooked 
on the catamaran during the day was served to the team. 
 
 
 
 



DAY 5 
 
We started with a briefing and psyching up for the next stop on the trip. There was a furious 
stitching up of batten pockets at the waters edge. It was almost flat calm with visibility of about 
one mile. A wonderful scene of bright white sails against the blue sea blending into the sky as the 
boats were launched and rigged for the slow drift from the Isle of Sheppey. Slowly the wind 
increased until finally with the catamaran motor-sailing on port tack the fleet headed for the 
seaside resort of Margate. 
 

The land having long since receded into oblivion, we were now sailing on dead reckoning 
towards our destination, the radio every once in a while crackling into life with the shore parties 
attempting to contact each other without success. The boat then became a kind of satellite station 
relaying messages along the coast – quite an enjoyable pastime. The breeze soon filled in to 
produce exciting sailing, causing the need for a few tacks to get us sufficiently north of the shore 
to reach Margate in one final beat and to make sure we used the channels as the depth was 
decreasing with the outgoing tide. Despite the mist and the breeze picking up the seas into quite a 
chop the day proved an excellent opportunity to have a good sail with the sun blazing through 
keeping the conditions very pleasant. 
 

As we arrived the launching trolleys and trailers, could be seen on the shore being unloaded and 
being man-handled into position ready for the wet crews to charge their dinghies and their gear 
up the 1 in 4 ramp and into the Margate Yacht Club dinghy pound. After some recovery time 
the crews and staff stampeded the craft to their overnight places and then proceeded to the Club 
for a well earned cup of tea. They were all totally surprised and astounded at the temperature of 
the land, as there had been no fog ashore, the temperatures were well into the 70s. 

 
Thanks to the Quarterdeck we were able to get people changed and ready for the weeks surprise 
meal at the Old Oak Cottage, Minster-in-Thanet. At this point the old faithful Peugeot work 
horse, part of our shore back-up, nearly reduced the evening into a disaster as the engine failed 
in the middle of Manston airport.  Luck had not totally failed us as the station C0 appeared, 
letting us leave the vehicle on his front lawn despite their strict military regulations. The 
evening went down extremely well, nobody except possibly the relieved staff, let the Side 
down. 

 
DAY 6 
 
A late start for the final assault on Dover Harbour, with the wind almost non- existent for the 
first few hours.  The boats drifted round the Foreland and on towards Broadstairs, with the faint 
sounds of singing wafting its way across the water from the various dinghies, the crews relaxing 
at this time but feeling a little cheated by the weather.  Slowly the wind filled in and the fleet 
began to move, spinnakers were set as the boats bore down on Deal Pier, several crews asked if 
they could shoot the pier just to lower their masts once more before they reached Dover. At this 
point discretion being the better part of valour, I resisted the request. 

 
The Kent Sea Training Projects skipper, Ken Hughes, was at anchor, having come out to greet 
us which was a very fine gesture.  We then proceeded towards Dover in company, hard pressed 
now aboard the catamaran and Monique to keep up with the dinghies as they were now 
travelling at over 6 knots, several surfing down the waves threatening to plane.  We then had the 
collecting problem and waiting outside the Harbour's Eastern entrance to enter between the 
regular shipping traffic which plies continuously in and out of the entrance. 

 



Eventually the boats were given permission to enter the harbour; all crews decided that come 
hell or high water they would enter the harbour complete with spinnakers set and under their 
own steam.  Several boats were managing to sail in at the most amazing angles despite the 
various ropes having been snagged around spreaders etc whilst awaiting entry to the harbour. 
This was an impressive sight, the array of craft with one dinghy adorned with skull and 
crossbones, and was yet another exciting, moment seeing the fleet rush the entrance with the 
Dover Harbour Board launch and cameras escorting us in. 

 
Boats were then moored, safety boats recovered in a record space of time, yet again 
emphasising the developed teamwork and learning that 6 short days can bring to a collection of 
people from many different backgrounds and a wide spectrum of ages. 
 
CONCLUSION 
 
The trip was originally planned to sail from one castle to another via various stops. This indeed 
happened but it has become apparent that the passing under Tower Bridge proved to be an 
extremely highly charged, emotional event which now seems to dominate the venture both in 
terms of memory and visual images collated from the event. This has put an additional twist of 
the logistics of planning of a future trip. 
 
Personally I would like to see the next venture modified to a certain extent. The following 
points would be considered: 
 

1)  The fact that having accommodation provided could be changed to crews carrying tents 
and camping, 

2)  the planning could be more open to others making the event a more educational 
experience, 

3)  assistance provided from the shore could be more in a standby role than one of total 
support for meals etc. 

 
Having said that, I believe the idea was a worthwhile adventure giving an unusual and rare kind 
of flavour to the Outdoor Education put on by this county.  Its positive aspects obviously are 
difficult to quantify but they range from the discipline required, through to being able to live 
together emphasising the need for teamwork, cooperation, tolerance and realising the need to 
keep on driving despite being tired and exhausted. 

 
This commitment to the trip -was demonstrated by each and every one participating and 
involved on the trip right through to our back-up. 

 
Many thanks to all who encouraged helped and supported. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 Participants 
 
 School children Community Programme 
 
 Chris Choules Peter Hitchen 
 Fiona Gammie Chris Herbert 
 David Blee Robin Richards 
 Richard Ficken Sam Mellis 
 Plyles Bowker Dinah Hook 
 Simon Bowker Jack Knaapen 
 Hazel Clark 
 Arran Allison 
 Chris Joslin SS Intermediate Treatment assistants 
 Natalie Senior 
 Tim Senior Stuart Beaumont 
 Nigel Marsh Ian Morgan 
 Dean Bradford Colin Croft 
 Bruce Luckhurst 
 Joanne Smithard 
 Joe Adams Volunteer assistants 
 Gary Aubin 
  Andy Page Dwight Wood Jeness Crowe 
  Oliver Ayres Kim Wood Robin Miles 
  Steve Laidlaw 
                                            Sandi Gill 
  Jean Ratcliffe 
 
 Crew list 
 
 Boat no.                Helm          Crew 
 
 2582 F Gammie T Senior   H Clark 
 
 2588 R Richards D Bradford  A Allison 
 
 6388 P Hitchen B Luckhurst   J Smithard 
 
 6761 C Choules J Knaapen   D Hook 
 
 6762 C lierbert S Mellis   I Morgan 
 
 4670 R Ficken C Joslin   S Bowker 
 
 4059 J Crowe G Aubin   M Bowker 
 
 4753 D Blee 0 Ayres   N Marsh 
 
 4465 R Miles N Senior   A Page 
 
  
Invicta 
 Safety K Wood D Wood (later helmed the escort boat, 'Milk Run’ 



 
 Seapoint S Beaumont J Adams 
 
 Minibus &  S Laidlaw   C Croft 
 trailers 
 
 Catering &      Ratcliffe   S Gill 
 accommodation 
 
 Extra 
 transport Mrs Clark Mr Bowker Miss Talbot 
  Emergency stand~by Mr Styles 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



I woke up one morning .... or was it all a bad dream? by Fiona Gammie 
 
You stupid fool Fiona! What have you let yourself in for this time?  Its 5.30am on Easter Sunday, 
my alarm's buzzing and I jump out of bed.  Within an hour I'm trying to squeeze my two extra 
large kit bags and myself into a minibus on Dover seafront bound for Eton on the River Thames. 
 
In case you are wondering this is another of Kim Wood's crazy schemes.  I had sailed with Dover 
Water Sports Centre around Kent and on a couple of day trips to Deal and Folkestone in previous 
years and obviously hadn't learnt my lesson or else I would have still been in bed.  The plan for 
1987 was to sail from Windsor to Dover, a distance of 150 miles over 6 days in 9 Wayfarer 
dinghies, not forgetting the 47 Bridges we had to get under one way or another, and the 9 locks. 
 
By 9.30am all 35 of us had reached Windsor, the boats sitting pathetically on the other side of the 
river and the first bridge was in sight not 100 yards from the point of departure.  At 10.30am after 
a stirring, speech from Lord Viscount Gough about teamwork and his forthcoming holiday in 
Tunis, we were off.  By now quite a crowd had gathered and they would have been forgiven if 
they had asked how on earth we were going to get to Dover in one piece after the performance at 
the first bridge.  We were lucky we only lost a fitting off the mast and half of my shoulder as 
someone dropped it a little too enthusiastically.  The whole day passed in a daze of bridges, locks, 
river banks, masts stuck in overhanging trees, rude steampots (motor cruisers) who couldn't 
understand why these silly little boats were zig-zagging up a straight river and were having 
enough problems avoiding each other, trees, bridges etc, without any abuse from them.  To be fair 
I think most of the problems were self inflicted.  None of us were really psyched up for the 20 
bridges or the 10 hours non-stop sailing.  After major personality clashes with my first crow I was 
lucky enough to swap boats and had a really enjoyable week.  Dave had Ole Smokey Joe who by 
the end of the week had mastered rolling and smoking cigarettes even with wet hands, but knew 
little about the intricacies of sailing.  Cuddles had a young lady who went the whole week 
without getting her feet wet (until Friday when she got very wet).  Robin had a crew who liked 
eating plastic spoons and thought he was a duck.  But perhaps that was what it was all about; 
living and working together as a team! 
 
However, by more luck than judgement just as it was becoming dark we reached Ravens Ait, our 
base for the night, only an hour or two late.  It was-sheer luxury; hot showers, soft beds, the lot; 
but why oh why did the ground keep going up and down?  I know we were on an island But!  
And why did I wake at 4am trying to take the mast down in my bottom bunk? 
 
Monday dawned and we were out in force for the sunny Bank Holiday. (Why we had to get up at 
6am I don't know) and I knew it was going to be one of those days when within the first two 
hours we had got wrapped round a bridge, and nearly sailed down a weir when the tiller came off 
in my hands.  However it was nice to sail past Kew Palace, Big Ben, The Houses of Parliament 
etc.  We arrived at HMS President two hours early safe with the knowledge that there were only 6 
more bridges to go and we could sail under those without lowering the masts. 
 
A night looking at the town then followed with only minimal problems from the natives, which 
ended in a late night session putting the world to rights until eventually collapsing in a corner in 
the early hours of the morning.  Not much later we were up again, totally unrefreshed and raring 
to go.  We left the President in a blaze of flags (for the Queen's birthday - not for us) and sailed 
downstream past HMS Belfast, the Tower of London, under Tower Bridge, spinnaker, blazing in 
close formation and onto Greenwich and the Cutty Sark.  By now the steampots were becoming 
extinct and we were toying with the river buses packed with Japanese tourists and bemused 
commentators, and then found the tankers and freight ships who at least had the courtesy to hoot 
their horns if we were in the way.  We also came through the Thames Barrier, under tow as the 



wind had died.  After a brief lunch stop we arrived at the National Sea Training College at 
Gravesend, on schedule. 
 
After a quick sortie to town I had an early night which did me no good at all and I ordered my 
colleagues not to let me be so foolish again.  On this day, Wednesday, we were at last on 
something that resembled the sea, losing sight of land and finding real waves - not just the wash 
from tankers.  Our boat had been leaking, all week but today decided that it was a submarine, so I 
spent most of the day bailing and pumping it dry, leaving my crew to do the serious business of 
sailing.  We again arrived ahead of schedule and so had boat and trolley races up and down the 
beach.  We cracked jokes to pass the time, the funniest being the local Laser sailor who was 
awarded ‘dix pointes' for his Canadian roll! 
 
The next day was Thursday, the penultimate day and the longest of the trip and our destination 
was Margate via the Sheppey Triangle.  We had a slightly later start this morning but due to the 
large amount of repairs the boats needed, no one got a lie in except Cuddles who was always last 
up anyway.  Another interesting day's sailing with the wind on the nose all the way.  
Unfortunately we couldn't see a lot because of the fog and mist but we did hear the Navy 
ammunition ships a little too close for comfort.  Tonight was the evening of the mysterious 
minibus ride which ended up in a beautiful restaurant in Minster which really could have done 
without us yobs but fed and watered us most hospitably.  The traditional last night party ended up 
in the gym of the leisure centre we were sleeping in and was a raunchy affair but we all managed 
to get up at 8.00am ( a lie in today) and were afloat on the tide for the last leg by 10.00am. 
 
The seas were slight and the wind steadily behind us so that we had a good down wind trip along 
the coast with spinnakers blazing.  We passed Ramsgat, Broadstairs, Deal, where we were going 
to have one last go at taking the masts down under the pier but a seaward course made this 
impossible.  Home was now within sight and various Jolly Rogers and articles of clothing were 
hoisted up masts.  We had to wait off St Margarets and Langdon Cliffs to allow two ferries out of 
the eastern entrance.  Then with an escort of launches and yachts we steamed through the 
entrance.  On the beach we were met by the Mayor and various cameras and then went for a team 
swim in the sea - carrying most of the members of the party with us. 
 
With all the boats packed a-way nicely we went home to a good nights sleep in our own beds.  
Being gluttons for punishment we all met back down the Yacht Club on the Saturday evening to 
look at photographs and have a few drinks together.  Sir Peter Rees came, along and presented us 
all with certificates for the idiotic but epic voyage.  Our thoughts then began to turn to the boat 
repairs and the rest of the season - not forgetting school on Monday and the pile of homework 
sitting waiting. 
 
Next year we're thinking of going round the coast the other way and do you know something?  I 
still haven't learnt my lesson - I'll be there come what may because it was just marvellous....... 
stoically and fatalistically MARVELLOUS!! (And you think I'm joking!) 
 
 

 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 



VIEW FROM THE CATERING DEPT.  by Jean Ratcliffe 
From the moment Sandi Gill and I took on the task of catering for the Windsor to Dover sailing      
trip, things became more and more complex.  We did not have final numbers until the day we set 
off. Neither of us had very much experience of buying or cooking for so many people and 
planning the menu was restricted by the facilities available to us at each of the five overnight 
stops.  Kearsney Camp site provided us with most of the large pans, kettles, teapots, jugs and 
washing-up bowls that we needed in order to be self-sufficient and we took five calor gas cookers 
with double burners, two of which had grills; although some of the venues allowed us to use their 
kitchens. 
 
Our brief was to arrive before the sailing party and come-what-may have something hot, ready 
and waiting, if only cups of tea.  This would have become doubly vital if the weather had not 
been so kind to us.  We were to provide cooked breakfasts, packed lunches including hot soup, 
and two course evening meals.  We carried everything we needed in one car, a large Peugeot 
estate, shopping for perishables along the way, not forgetting that we were setting off on a Bank 
Holiday weekend had not anticipated the length of time it would take us to clear away our debris 
each morning after waving off the sailing party, then repack the car (not an easy job at Ravens 
Ait made bearable by the kindness of the ferry man) find petrol stations, building societies to 
obtain more cash, shopping, telephoning our answerphone to update our progress reports and then 
finding and driving to our next stop. 
 
This was an interesting exercise in teamwork as the car was packed so full that I had to rely on 
Sandi leaning out of the window to tell me what was behind and if the left hand lane was clear.  
Her directions were of a colourful nature, left often meaning right, so we had some entertaining 
moments. The long days of preparation and early morning breakfast duty (5am that day) were 
telling on our tempers by the time we arrived in the heart of London.  'You're going the wrong 
way' she yelled at me, 'You'll have to turn round'.  So I did.  Easter Monday tourists have 
probably never before witnessed such a beautiful three point turn in the middle of the road 
outside St Pauls Cathedral.  We happily screamed at each other all week, having previously 
arranged not to be offended, and are still the best of friends. 
 
Another memorable event was The Adventure of the Chickens.  Arriving at the Flying Angel 
Seamen's Mission (after Sandi had first directed me onto the local firing range) a very helpful Mr 
Sadler showed us around the premises, pointing out the microwave in the corner.  We set off 
hotfoot to a well known supermarket to buy 10 frozen chickens.  We were determined to give 
every one a roast dinner with all the trimmings.  When we returned Colin and Swede, the roadies, 
had arrived and greeted our chickens with incredulous laughter.  ‘How do you intend to cook that 
lot in three hours?' they said.  'Ahah, we said, 'There's a microwave.' 'Look again,' they said, and 
unfortunately it turned out to be a convector fan oven DISGUISED as a microwave.  Swede 
wasted no time.  He ordered me into the car, marched into the supermarket and exchanged the 
offending items for ready-cooked chickens with the help of a bemused but sympathetic store 
manager.  Meanwhile, back at the Mission, Sandi had the potatoes roasting and the vegetables 
stuffing, gravy, apple crumble and even the candles for the tables all under control.  Yes this trip 
was undertaken with Style! 
 
Anecdotes apart, the most fascinating thing for me was to watch a group of individuals gel 
together over the 6 days, because of their shared experience.  We had all learnt to share food, 
clothes, thermos flasks and more importantly each others company 24 hours a day.  There were at 
times frictions but they were all resolved quietly and without unpleasantness. I am proud to have 
been involved in the venture and glad to have made friends with many of the participants.  If 
there is a next time I would like to see it from the water - or at least a dinghy Kim? 

 



EXCERPTS FROM LETTERS RECEIVED 
 
From Mrs F Bowker……… the Castle to Castle sailing trip sounds the most inspired 
adventure…… 
 
From Marilyn Wise, RYA regional coach…………..super to hear of something different…..your 
first day you will be going past my weekday digs on Wheatleys Ait……….if you need to stop off 
to brew up or dry out………..front door key is under the bucket beside the skipper in the front 
garden……… 
 
From Don Hall……hope the trip will be an outstanding success……….Kent sailing is most 
privileged to have the likes of yourself organising such ventures……… 
 
From Mike Saddler of the Flying Angel……..more comfortable and convenient for you to 
occupy the Warden's house no furniture but there is a bath, two toilets and a cooker……….the 
Lady Warden will meet you, open up and show you around the club is normally closed over 
Easter but this will not affect our arrangements with you ....look forward to meeting you ... good 
luck…. 
 
From Dave Blee……anticipated problems with navigating bridges……boat handling and 
maintenance……..surprise to be given a totally novice crew who admitted that 
he was not really interested in boats……..I played instructor, nursemaid and social worker .... by 
the last day he even said he wouldn't mind going sailing with me again. 
 
When Kim was trying to impress upon the crews the need for teamwork, Dave was heard to 
lament, I am a team! 
 
 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 


