
 

 

 

 



FRIDAY MAY 22nd - SATURDAY MAY 23rd 
 
The holiday was nearly over before it began!  Our ferry was due to sail from Dover at 

11 o'clock, with the reporting time half an hour previously.  We calculated that 

allowing four and a half hours to get from Rugby to Dover was being excessively 

generous, but would ensure a relaxed journey down after a hard week at work.  For a 

change we were practically organised when it was time to leave, having raced home 

from work, eaten, changed, hitched up the boat and set off.  As we cruised down the 

Ml, which was busy but not unbearable, we congratulated ourselves on our timing, 

leaving just after the main evening rush.  The first sour note came just before the M25 

turn-off, which was scheduled to take us through the Dartford tunnel and on our way.  

Listening to the Radio 4 travel programme, the announcer said that at present there 

was a seven mile queue either side of the Dartford tunnel, which did not look like 

clearing quickly.  A hasty change in our plans, and we headed for the centre of 

London in order to go under the Blackwall tunnel instead, and then join up with the 

Dover road south of the river.  The route was slow, but trouble free and we travelled 

through the tunnel feeling rather smug, and sparing a thought for the poor souls 

waiting in the queue at Dartford.  We joined the A2, and continued for about three 

miles before joining the end of a long line of cars, and then we sat.  At first we 

thought this was a minor local hold-up, but then as we inched our way painfully 

slowly over -the next two or three miles, it became clear it was rather more serious.  

Our time schedule was beginning to look rather tight, and every time we crawled 

round a bend in the road, all we could see was an endless line of cars ahead of us. We 

decided that the Dartford hold up must be blocking this road too, and we would have 

to revise our Plans. We would take the next right turn and try to go south to pick up 

the M20 instead. The only problem was that we couldn't see a right turn ahead, and at 

the speed we were moving it could be another hour before we found one, which 

would be too late for our ferry. Drastic measures were called for, and hanging back a 

little at the next two yard shuffle forward, we gained enough room to do a U- turn and 

head back the way we had come.  By now we were desperate on our timing, and I 

navigated through a succession of minor roads, thankfully with little traffic, heading 

south, until at last we picked up the M20 towards Maidstone.  Keeping a wary eye 

open for blue flashing lights, our Wayfarer flew down the motorway behind us.  The 

road was very busy, but at least we were moving, and the miles began to go past.  We 



finally sped into the Townsend Thorenson terminal with two minutes to spare, and 

were directed into the queue.  We couldn't understand why everyone else wasn't as 

breathless as we were.  Finally we drove onto the ferry, and the boat sailed at 11 

o’clock as scheduled.  The purser called a long list of people who had booked berths, 

but had not claimed them - we suspected they were probably still sitting outside the 

Dartford tunnel!  Anyway, at least we were on our way, and as we had been unable to 

get berths or reserved seats when we booked, we found some quiet seats tucked away, 

where we spent a moderately uncomfortable four hours crossing. 

 

When we arrived at Zebrugge, we drove off of the boat and on our way with the usual 

minimal ceremony.  The only problem was the weather.  If you can imagine the most 

evil weather to start a holiday, especially a sailing holiday, then this was it.  It was 

raining so hard that the windscreen wipers could barely cope, and the wind gusting 

across the motorway lead to slowing to a cautious pace.  The motorway up through 

Belgium and through Antwerp is excellent, and at six o'clock in the morning was only 

just coming to life. We had decided, partly from surveying the charts, and partly on 

previous knowledge, that Bergen op Zoom would make a good starting point for us, 

and it was also one of the shortest drives.  As we were now desperately tired, and I 

was trying to keep the driver from falling asleep at the wheel, this seemed an 

increasingly good choice.  When we arrived at Bergen, at about 7.30, we drove to the 

harbour and looked for the yacht club.  It was closed, but we were told it would open 

at 8 o'clock.  When the bosun arrived he was quite happy for us to launch from their 

slip, to use their berths, and to leave our car in their compound, all for about £10. 

It was still pouring with rain and blowing hard as we launched the boat and tied it 

alongside a convenient pontoon to load all of our gear.  As crew I decided that a small 

rebellion was in order.  I did not fancy sailing in these conditions, I wanted some 

sleep, and I thought an early start tomorrow morning had great attractions.  To my 

surprise Robin agreed immediately - he obviously felt the call of a dry bed in a tent 

was preferable to getting hammered sailing out into the Oosterschelde straight away.  

We were given a spot to moor by the club bosun, put up our tent, and had the next 

couple of hours asleep. 

Feeling much better, we decided to walk into town and have a wander round, and look 

for an Indonesian restaurant for the evening.  If we were going to be harbour bound 

then we would enjoy it to the full.  When we arrived in the town square we were 



surprised to find barriers being erected, and television cameras setting up, and on 

asking what was going on we discovered that the town was celebrating its 400th 

anniversary, and on this afternoon there was to be a big parade and festival of the 

giants: This sounded intriguing, so we stayed to watch.  It seems that all of the local 

towns and villages have their own "giants" - huge figures supported by one or more 

people underneath, and accompanied by dancers, or acrobats, or musicians.  They 

were all different, and the whole afternoon was great fun.  It even stopped raining 

after a while. 

In the evening we had an excellent Indonesian meal as planned, before settling for an 

early night.  Bergen op Zoom is in a canal, with a bridge and lock at the end, and we. 

found what time it was scheduled to open in the morning.  The one good thing about 

being so tired on the first night on board is that it helps to block out the discomfort of 

not having a soft mattress under my hip bones.  We use carrimats, and after a few 

days I am quite happy with them, but oh dear, those first night agonies.  I remind 

myself that no-one else seems to complain about this aspect of sleeping on a 

Wayfarer, so it must just be my problem.  Just think how much worse it would be if I 

had less padding over my bones! 

 

SUNDAY 24TH MAY 

06.55 Shipping forecast Humber, Thames, Dover - NE 3 / 4 occ 5. Mainly fair. 

Moderate with fog patches, becoming good. 

08.00 We left the yacht moorings under tow, a small motor boat offering as we 

started to row, and we are not too proud to accept.  There is thick fog, and we cannot 

see across the canal, but hope it will lift as the sun comes up.  There is little wind as 

we set off down the canal towards the bridge and lock. 

08.20 We suddenly saw the bridge emerge from the fog just in front of us, and 

hastily dropped the mast on the run.  This was a good strategy, as our tow-er had 

apparently forgotten we were a sailing boat behind him and drove straight underneath 

without looking, behind him. The lock was standing open, so we passed straight 

through. At the far side we hailed the towing boat and cast ourselves off, paddling 

over to the piles to tie up. The fog was still very thick indeed, and we decided to stay 

put until the visibility improved a little.  We put the mast up, but then realised that we 

has got our Dutch courtesy flag on the wrong shroud, and lowered the mast again to 

swap it over.  Disaster then struck!  As Robin moved to lift the mast to re-hoist it, a  



 

 

shroud caught his glasses, which he had forgotten to tie on, and threw them 

overboard.  Disaster struck again!  In trying to catch his glasses, Robin dropped the 



mast, which landed on a spreader, which broke off.  What an auspicious start!  A look 

through our spares and tools showed that we did not have what we needed - a riveter 

would be ideal - so we decided to row back to the club and try to sort out the problem 

there.  A friendly German yacht, also tied up waiting for the fog to clear, called across 

to see if he could help, and we found it difficult to explain our predicament in pidgin 

German.  We rowed back through the lock, under the bridge, and back down the canal 

to the club pontoon.  As we arrived the sun broke through, and it started to warm up 

rapidly.  Luckily the club had a pop riveter which they lent us, and the broken 

spreader fitting was speedily repaired. 

09.20 Off again.  The club dinghy sailors had now arrived, and were preparing for a 

regatta, so we showed off a little and roll tacked the Wayfarer impeccably out through 

the moorings in good racing style.  We could see we were being watched by everyone 

as I suppose we were a slightly unusual sight. 

09.48 We were sailing slowly down the canal, and had nearly reached the bridge 

when we are offered a tow by a dayboat full of children and adults, which we 

accepted. 

 09.51 At the bridge for the third time this morning. The bridge opened to let us 

through, and our tow-ers ask us where we are going.  We explained that we were 

aiming for the Verse Meer today, and that after that we would see what the weather 

brought, and what we felt like. They told us that there was a new development of 

dams and locks which might not be on our charts, as they were only opened in the 

autumn.  We had indeed no idea of this, and they showed us where the changes were.  

They also said they would tow us to the far side of the Schelde-Rijn canal, as we were 

not supposed to cross under sail alone.  We later found that the development work 

completed what was necessary to make the Schelde-Rijn canal non tidal, and so 

improve conditions for the commercial vessels.  We thought we knew this area well, 

and so could use our old charts and economise, but we had been caught out by this. 

10.15 Cast off from tow, sails hoisted, and we started sailing towards the 

Oostersehelde. 

11.00 We arrived outside the new locks, which are not on our chart, dropped our sails, 

and rowed in when the gates opened. 

11.18 Out of the lock - a boat gave us a tow out.  It is quite possible to row or paddle 

through the locks, except that they can be very crowded, and a helpful tow can save 

hassle.  



11.25 We are sailing in the Oosterschelde at last.  Wind force 1 / 2 NNE, so the 

spinnaker is hoisted, and we sail down just outside the main channel. 

13.10 Just as the skipper opens a lunchtime bottle of Heineken, the wind fills in, 

becoming force 2 / 3, giving us a lovely sail on a broad reach. 

14.20 We are abeam the entrance to the Canal Zuid Beveland, which leads through 

to the Wester Schelde.  We had planned to head for the Verse Meer, but had a change 

of mind and decide instead to head north towards the Zeelandbrug and the village of 

Colijnsplaat. 

16.00 We sail under the Zeelandbrug, which is a beautiful and impressive structure.  

We then hardened up and headed across to the entrance to the harbour at Colijnsplaat.  

We were swept sideways by a very strong ebb tide, and having taken a transit on the 

entrance had to struggle to maintain it. We made it safely, and were surprised to sail 

into a marina, rather than the fishing harbour which we had expected. 

Once again we had been caught out by using old charts. This was one of the few delta 

harbours we had never and we envisaged a small picturesque spot, but it appeared to 

be just a marina.  However, having not been here before we decided to stop anyway.  

We sailed onto a pontoon gybe - stopping from a dead run in 11/2 boat lengths.  

Because the marina was so massive it had telephones from the pontoons to the 

harbourmasters office, but the one I tried did not seem to work, so we pushed off 

again and sailed up to the harbour office.  The sight of us short tacking up through the 

moorings must have raised a few blood pressures, as all of the boats seemed very big, 

and very expensive. 

16.40  Tied up near harbour office. I went up to see if we could have a berth for the 

night. "What length is your boat?" asked the harbourmaster. "41 metres", I replied.  

"Yes", he said, "But what length is it?" When he realised I was serious he came 

outside to have a look at this phenomenon for himself.  As the average length of the 

boats there was over 40 foot, it was not surprising that he was puzzled.  He gave us a 

snug berth between two large, cruisers, where we looked like a tender to one of them, 

rather than a self contained floating home of our own. The marina facilities were 

excellent.  An instruction in s, loosely translated, said "Please do not take your dog to 

the shower", which amused us. 

After supper we walked round the village, which was quite small.  There was some 

new building, but a centre of attractive old cottages.  There were also quite a number 



of restaurants, many serving locally caught shellfish, to cater for an increasing tourist 

trade. 

As it was Sunday evening, the marina was very busy with people going home after 

their weekend sail, and by bedtime there were few lights indicating people inboard for 

the night. 

The name for a pop rivet gun in Dutch should you ever need to know - is 

"popnailtonge”. 

 

Distance sailed in day 19.2 miles. 

 

MONDAY 25TH MAY 

06.55 Shipping forecast - German Bight, Humber, Thames, E 3 / 4. Fair. Moderate 

with fog patches. 

09.25 We got underway, short tacking up the harbour. 

09.40 We cleared the entrance and started sailing close-hauled towards the 

Zeelandbrug.  The wind was SE 2, the weather was fair, but visibility rather poor. 

09.57 Having just sailed under the Zeelandbrug, the wind died completely, but luckily 

we had a fair tide, so we drifted gently in the direction of Bruinisse.  We had chosen 

our times to catch the strongest favourable tide, which in the narrows near Bruinisse 

can run at over 4 knots. 

10.40 Keeten A buoy abeam to port.  The wind was SE 0 /1, and there was very little 

tide showing round the buoy, certainly less than we expected at this stage.  

11.11 Keeten B abeam to starboard.  The weather had turned gloriously hot and 

sunny, so we were happy to shed our thick layers for shirts and shorts. 

13.01 KT 18 abeam to port.  The wind had died completely and the water was 

glassy.  We were quite relaxed dozing, reading and sunning--ourselves, but were 

conscious that we could meet the 4 knots of tide against us if we waited too long, and 

so started rowing.  It was hot, thirsty work rowing in the blazing sunshine, and of 

course there was no one in sight to offer us a tow, even though we kept a rope handy 

"just in case".  We were by this time very puzzled by the lack of tide, as according to 

the tidal atlas and our own memories, there should have been a powerful stream by 

now. 

14.45 As we rowed round the point at Bruinisse, the reason for this became apparent 

- yet another new dam with locks, built across the Krammer.  Once again the folly of 



sailing with out of date charts was brought home to us.  We have sailed on this stretch 

of water numerous times and thought we knew it well, but the new dam has changed 

not only the tidal flow, but will also affect the time taken for passages, as one must 

now allow for another set of locks when travelling towards Amsterdam. 

By now we were very hot and sticky.  I am not sure which is worse - rowing when it 

is so hot that sweat is pouring down your neck, or rowing with rain pouring down 

your neck!  At least we were not in a hurry now, so that we could rest on our oars.  

However at this stage the wind suddenly filled in, so we had a brisk reach down to the 

locks. 

15.00 We tied up to a post awaiting the locking coming through the other way.  Our 

destination was the Grevellingenmeer, which was once an estuary of the sea, but has 

been dammed in the major delta works which have transformed the area since the 

disastrous floods of 1953.  The Grevellingenmeer is now dammed from both ends, so 

forms a huge tide less lake.  We had visited it briefly a couple of times, but never 

explored, so this seemed an ideal opportunity in an ideal boat. 15.40 We were towed 

out of the lock by a friendly Dutchman, and immediately outside we dropped the tow 

and hoisted the sails in record time.  We set a course towards Brouwershaven, and 

with the wind NE 2, the spinnaker set on a very shy reach, the sun shining, and plenty 

to see we enjoyed a lovely leisurely sail towards the far end of the meer.  The wind 

died off a couple of times, and finally filled in from ahead, but we made steady 

progress. 

18.15 Abeam Brouwershaven. We passed Brouwershaven somewhat reluctantly, as it 

is a lovely picturesque old town, with a very dramatic entrance, but we wanted to go 

where we had not been before.  We had in mind one of the islands on the lake, but 

were not immediately taken with any that we passed.  The only possible one had the 

wind in the wrong direction for shelter.  We settled instead on stopping at 

Scharandijk, a, little village a few miles from the sea as the crow flies, but now 

completely cut off by the huge sea defences. 

19.00 Entered Scharandijk and tied up to a pontoon. 

Distance for day 23.7 miles. 

Total distance 42.9 miles. 

 

TUESDAY 26TH MAY 

06.55 Shipping forecast Fisher, German Bight NW 3/4 Fair.  Mod / gd. 



Humber, Thames E 3/ 4 Thundery rain later. Mod. 

12.14 Cleared harbour. Head towards Kabaalaarsbank. 12.40 Beached in secluded 

inlet.13.58 Off from inlet. 14.48 Abeam Brouwershaven, seen across island. 16.40 

First reef pulled in.  Running goosewinged. 17.05 Investigated potential overnight 

inlet, but too shallow and not very interesting. 17.15 Reef shaken out. Wind eased. 

Following Hals channel. 18.30 Tied up in old harbour in Herkingen. 

 

Distance for day 15.3 miles. 

Total distance 58.2 miles. 

 

18.50 Shipping Forecast Humber, Thames, Dover NE 5 / 6 Th. Sh. m.fair. 

 

This was a lazy day. We got up late and planned to sail at 11, but in the event it was 

past 12 when we finally got under way.  We shopped at an excellent supermarket, 

changed a travellers cheque - a process which caused considerable consternation in 

the bank - bought new batteries, a chart, and a tiller universal in the chandlers. 

We had been puzzled at the layout of the village, with a few old houses scattered 

between new, and a new church, town hall and community centre.  We discovered 

that the town had been very badly hit by the big floods of 1953, and a lot of buildings 

had been destroyed.  The new church dated from 1955. 

The town was clearly geared up to the needs of sailboards, which are extremely 

popular here. 

Once under way we sailed across to an island, and almost immediately found a superb 

inlet.  We were rather sad that we had not found it the previous evening, because we 

would certainly have stayed there.  It was quite shallow, and would only have been 

able to take a dinghy. 

 

After lunch in this idyllic spot, with, swans nesting, and oystercatchers and 

cormorants lining the shore, we sailed on, checking several other potential Wayfarer 



"holes".  Sadly they were either being developed or were rather flat and featureless.  

The meer is being developed for yachting, and many islands now have jetties to which 

boats can moor, plus some have toilets and most have rubbish bins.  The wind came 

up quite quickly in the afternoon, and we needed to take a reef in the main.  After a 

couple of days of fine weather it was easy to see how you could become a little 

careless over stowage.  In fact we were not everything was stowed and tied in as usual 

- but it is the rapid increase in wind that can catch one out. 

We ended up in Herkingen, in the old harbour.  The town is quite interesting in that its 

services seem disproportional to its size.  We had a long evening walk, and then while 

we were looking round the marina were invited for coffee on board a 301 Dutch 

Waarship type boat that the owner and his wife had built themselves.  The coffee 

stretched to a drink, and a bite to eat, and we spent a very pleasant evening.  Having 

an early start planned, we had aimed to be in bed at 10, but we ended up turning out 

the lantern at midnight. 

 

WEDNESDAY MAY 27TH 

06.55 Shipping Forecast 

Thames, Dover E or NE 4 / 5, NW later. Thundery rain. Mainly poor. 

07.00 Under way.  Main and genoa. Broad reach towards Bruinisse. Wind E 2. 

07.30 Outside locks.  Double red light.  Eat breakfast. 

08.00 Locks open, other way first. 

08.20 German boat offers us tow into locks.  Accepted. 

08.37 Through lock. Spinnaker up. 

09.11 St.Annasland middle ground buoy abeam. 

10.30 Dropped spinnaker about 14 miles from zeelandbrug. 

10.33 Saw Morning Star approaching bridge from Zerikzeereach back on converging 

course and sail alongside to exchange news. 

10.44 Decide to head for Verse Meer, so bear away and follow main channel. 

12.00 At Zandcreek lock. 

13.40 Heave to in order to reef, put on extra clothes etc.  Very hard beat up towards 

Veere. 

14.30 Waiting outside locks at Veere. 

15.00 Out of locks. Sailing extremely fast down canal towards Middleburgh. 

16.10 Tied up on Middleburgh "shopping" pontoon, and went shopping! 



8.00 Got tired of waiting for the brugmeister to open the bridge to inner moorings, so 

dropped the mast and owed through to moor in a "box". 

Distance for the day 27.9 miles. 

Total distance 86.1 miles. 

 

This was a very tiring but interesting and exciting days sail.  We started out with quite 

a different plan.  A friend of ours runs a Sail Training boat called "Morning Star of 

Revelation", a 631 gaff ketch, on which we have sailed and taken parties of school 

pupils.  This year we were not joining them, but some of Robin’s school sailing club 

were due to spend the Whitsun week on board, and were hoping to get to the 

Netherlands.  Working out their possible passage times, we thought they might arrive 

at Zierikzee on Wednesday evening, and so we planned a short sail down to try and 

meet them.  Having made an effort to get an early start, we found that we had even 

beaten the locks, and so tied up to brew another cup of coffee while we waited. 

The sun was shining, but there was an early morning chill in the air, and with the 

wind force 2 / 3 we had a good three sail reach down towards the Zeeland brug.  We 

thought we would explore the newly dammed, very strongly tidal area, between the 

bridge and the new sea locks, before hoping to meet our friends later in the day.  

However, as we sailed under the bridge going west, we saw the lifting section raise 

for a familiar shape going east!  We quickly turned and sailed over to catch them up. 

They were quite amazed to see us, as they had not brown we were in the area at all.  

They had come through a day earlier than planned and were now heading north the 

way we had just come from.  After exchanging news, and taking photos etc, we 

waved them on their way, and took stock. It was a lovely sailing day at present, so we 

decided on a longer journey than originally planned and altered course to head for the 

Verse Meer. 

The Verse Meer is tideless, being closed by locks at both ends, and is a sailors delight, 

with islands and pleasant scenery, and at Whitsun still very uncrowded. 

When we arrived at the Zandereek locks, we found the gates open, but the bridge 

down.  The bridge opened for a Rijkswaterstaat boat not far in front of us, but then 

closed as we approached.  We protested loudly with our fog horn, and a voice boomed 

out from a loudspeaker saying “8 metres under de bridge".  It did not look like 8 

metres clearance to us, but brugmeisters are usually very accurate.  To compromise 

and play safe, I untied the forestay and held it sitting on the foredeck, while we crept 



under with 6” to spare.  In the lock there was only a commercial barge, the work boat 

and ourselves - quite a change from our summer visits, when it has been crammed 

with yachts.  We crept forward to go as soon as the lights changed, so as to be out 

before the barge.  We know from experience the tremendous turbulence they create 

with their wash. As we sailed down the Verse Meer we became increasingly hard 

pressed, until we became too over-canvassed for comfort, particularly as we would 

have a long beat when we entered the further channel area.  We therefore hove-to and 

reefed, and put our foul weather clothing on too.  The wind was now about force 5, 

and on flat water was no real problem, so we screeched along goose-winged on a long 

plane until turning for the beat.  It was a really memorable sail, as although it was 

hard work sitting out, and there was so much spray it was difficult to see, the 

Wayfarer felt very comfortable, and we enjoyed out performing almost every other 

boat on the water.  We had a "race" - although neither skipper would admit it- with a 

30 foot cruiser, with the boats tacking on windshifts and trying to get the best course 

into the shallows.  In such sheltered water you can enjoy the fun of strong winds 

without the apprehension I always feel on open water.  At last we stormed into the 

lock approach at Veere, and tied to a post to wait the lock opening. 

Veere lock was never built with tender fibreglass yachts in mind, being flint walls 

with minimal mooring cleats, but we sailed in under jib and rounded up head to wind, 

as there was plenty of room. 

the wind still blowing hard, we had a fast sail goose-winged the Canal door 

Walcheren to Middleburgh, and tied up outside the bridge to the inner harbour.  We 

left the boat there while we went shopping and booked a table for a meal at our 

favourite Indonesian restaurant for the evening.  The harbourmaster wanted us to 

move inside to a "box" mooring to two posts at the stern, with the bows to a pontoon, 

which we were quite happy to do.  He was expecting a large contingent of British 

cruisers at some time in the next 24hrs, sailing over in convoy on a yacht club outing.  

The inner bridge usually opens at regular times, but because we were the only boat 

wanting to go through, he was rather reluctant to stop and open up, and in the end we 

just dropped the mast and rowed in.  Mooring was quite tricky, due to a very strong 

cross wind, but we were soon in, tent up, showered, and off to eat.  Our restaurant is 

called the "Surabayall, and is well worth a visit for anyone who enjoys tasty, spicy 

food. It is one standard price, and then you help yourself from a laden table of about 

20 different Indonesian dishes.  Some of them are very potent, and others quite mild, 



which is one of the pleasures of this sort of cooking.  You can go back as often as you 

like, but most people, give up after their third or fourth plateful!  We went to bed 

tired, and full. 

 

 

 



THURSDAY MAY 28TH 

06.55 Shipping Forecast German Bight, Humber, Thames W 3 / 4 Mainly fair. 

Good 

10.25 Out through the bridge. Stopped to wash boat. 

10.42 Off from pontoon. Shy reach down canal.  A group of Scout boats are sailing 

too. 

11.50 Moored outside locks at Veere. Row into locks when they open. 

12.30 Tied up on pontoon outside Veere castle to buy ice creams and stamps and 

frites for lunch. 

14.20 Into Kamperland marina to buy gaz for lantern. Very hot and sunny. Wind died 

away to very light. 

16.00Moored in the Omloop. 

Distance for day 9.6 miles. 

 

Total distance 95.7 miles. 

 

We had a lie-in in the morning, and did not really stir until 9 o'clock.  We knew that it 

was Ascension Day, which is a public holiday in the Netherlands, and so did not go 

into the town, as all the shops would be closed. We were told that Friday was also 

designated a public holiday, giving everyone a long weekend. 

We went out under the bridge, and stopped for a while at the pontoon outside to give 

the boat a wash down.  The route was off down the canal back towards Veere.  On the 

way we passed a procession of the "clog" shaped boats used by the Dutch scouts, and 

found that they were being sailed down to a residential base on the Verse Meer ready 

for the summer season.  The crews varied widely in experience judging by their skill 

in beating down the canal, but we were struck more by the comparative freedom they 

were allowed, and by the lack of buoyancy aids being worn.  We know from 

experience with youth sailing in England how ultra safety conscious everyone has 

become, perhaps even to the extent that there is a danger that some over-

protectiveness occurs.  These scouts were entrusted with their task, and were coping 

admirably. 

The number of boats on the move was well up on yesterday, due to the bank holiday 

we presumed.  It was hot and sunny, and we stopped for ice-creams, and to try to buy 

a new gaz cylinder for our lantern.  Our plan for the day was to explore all round the 



end of the Verse Meer nearest to Veere, and to spend the night tucked up on one of 

the islands.  Once we left Veere however, the wind dropped right off, and we drifted 

slowly along in the hot sun.  When passing a large marina at Kamperland, we stopped 

for more ice-creams and to try again for gaz, this time successfully. 

We obviously were not going to get very far because of the lack of wind, and so 

decided to make an early stop.  We now found that everyone else who was sailing 

also seemed to have plans to stop early and spend the night on an island - yesterday 

they had been deserted.  We drifted past, and rejected, a number of possible camping 

spots, until we investigated the Omloop, which is a U-shaped inlet.  We were not 

going to have a quiet night anywhere, so found an empty piece of bank and tied up, 

putting up the tent with an interested audience of people in their cruiser cockpits. 

We spent an interesting evening discussing economics with a Dutchman who came to 

ask us to interpret Mrs Thatcher’s policies for him. The talk then ranged over 

behaviour of Dutch and British travellers abroad - it seems that we are not the only 

nation to be ashamed of some of our compatriots on holiday, education in Britain and 

Europe, and the problems of a non-sailing wife.  Sitting on a canal bank in the dark 

discussing Conservative party policies with a motor boat sailor seemed a little 

surrealist at times, but he spoke excellent English, and was anxious to practice. 

 

 

 



FRIDAY 2.TH MAY 

 

09.05 Under way.  1 reef in main, plus genoa.  Wind NNW 4, with gusting. Sailing 

towards Zandcreekdam. 

10.00 Abeam Kortgene. A very cold, grey day. 

10.25 Tied up outside locks, drinking coffee. 

11.10 Towed out of lock by a Belgian Optima 101 with a massive beam. 

11.12 Hoisted sails, sailing down channel towards the Oosterscheldt. Burnt up an 

Etap 23-1, Wind NW 3 / 4, with very lumpy water. 

12.50 In Yerseke harbour. 

14.10     Left Yerseke. Wind NW 3. Sun comes out at last, immediate difference felt.         

Take short cut across sands. 

15.15 At lock at Bergdiepsluis. Gate was open, so dropped sails on the run as we 

approached. 

15.20 Through lock, almost no change in level. Tied up to jetty for a late lunch. 

15.40 Off towards Tholen. 

17.00 Tied up in harbour at Tholen. 

Distance sailed in day 23.6 miles. Total distance 119.3 miles. 

We tied in a reef before sailing, as the wind was gusting quite hard at times, and it 

was a cold, grey morning - a morning for thermal underwear and oilskins, when one 

day earlier we had been sweltering in T-shirts and shorts.  The holiday sailors were 

out, as were the fishermen.  We had some fun sailing side by side with a Belgian Etap 

23, both of us surfing down the lumpy waves, and travelling fast in the gusts. He had 

asked us the inevitable "Did you sail all the way from England in that little boat?” 

which we have been asked on numerous occasions.  We stayed in company for a 

couple of miles before our courses diverged, and then waved goodbye. 

We stopped at Yerseke, a new harbour for us.  It was very low water, with fierce ebb 

still running, and it was difficult to enter, and we needed to beat through very smartly 

in a narrow channel.  Having tied up on a pontoon we walked into town, where we 

found a charity fair in full swing.  There were lots of different stalls, and we enjoyed 

wandering round, snacking on-cheese, and nuts, and loempia, and mussels as we 

passed the relevant stalls. 

A short cut across the sands took us towards the next locks, much to the consternation 

of two cruisers who were carefully following the buoyed channel. 



Our destination was another harbour that was new to us. Tholen is an old sea port, 

surrounded by a moat and high sea wall, but now left as an inland harbour adjacent to 

the busy Schelde-Rijn canal. The entrance channel runs parallel to the canal for some 

way, before branching off into the town., We sailed past the fishing berths and into 

the marina, where we found ourselves a berth, dropped and stowed the sails, and 

started to unpack the tent.  This was disturbed by the arrival of the harbourmaster, 

who said we were in a "big boat” berth, and would have to move round among the 

tenders.  We were not too pleased, so he softened a little and sent his son with a 

powered runabout to tow us to a new berth to save us having to row or hoist sails 

again. 

In the evening we went for a long exploratory walk around a lovely old town, meeting 

our acquaintances from the Waarschip once more, and ending up in the yacht club 

which nestled below the huge sea wall. 

 

SATURDAY 30TH MAY 

06.55 Shipping forecast Humber, Thames, Dover SW 4 / 5 occ rn, mod+f.p. 

08.00 Started manoeuvring the boat to rig. 

08.08 Under way. 

08.47 Completed crossing of the Rijn canal, having gilled around for a while 

waiting for a gap. 

09.00 Sailed up to lock. Lights turned green as weapproached, so dropped main on 

the run and sail in under jib, with paddles ready. 

09.05 Main re-hoisted on far side. Sail back down canal towards Bergen -op -

Zoom. 

10.00 Tied up by slip way where we had begun. 

Distance for day 4.8 miles 

 

Total distance sailed in holiday 124.1 miles. 

We had left ourselves a very short sail for our last morning, just in case the weather 

turned really bad. If the worst came to the worst we could always get a bus or train to 

Bergen and bring the car round.  In the event such precautions were unnecessary, and 

we had an uneventful trip back to our starting place. 

As we set to work unloading the boat into the car, the local sea cadet unit were 

preparing for a days expedition. They had groups of six manning each sailing dinghy, 



plus a couple of safety boats, which they had great difficulty in keeping the engine 

running.  The boys were extremely smartly turned out and stood to attention in their 

boats for inspection before they set off.  They set off rowing down towards the locks, 

accompanied by the operative rescue boat, leaving the other still being attended to. 

Our unloading went very smoothly, and there was even a large powered winch to pull 

the boat up the ramp, which was a bonus.  We were welcomed back to the club like 

old friends, and presented with badges and a "delft" tile showing the town’s 400th 

anniversary.  We were also invited to a party at the club that evening, part of the"3 All 

festivities.  When we asked what these were, we found that it is a festival of 

"aardbein, anchovis and asperges" - strawberries, anchovies and asparagus.  Supplies 

of all of these were being ferried into the clubhouse in large quantities, so that we 

were very sorry that we would have to be on the road before the celebrations started.  

We did walk into town though, where there were free strawberry tarts given away - 

prepared by local scouts, and the local bakeries were doing a good trade in asparagus 

flans.  A lovely smell of cooking fish was tracked down to an open air barbeque 

where the local Rotary club were cooking and selling fresh anchovies in bread, which 

were delicious.  It seemed to be a very local festival, but once again we had struck 

lucky in being in the right place at the right time. 

We spent a little while stocking up on Dutch food which is difficult to buy at home - 

my favourite peanut biscuits for example, and also bought some huge punnets of 

strawberries, which lasted us all the way back to the ferry. 

Finally it was time to go, so we hitched up the trailer and set off for Zebrugge.  We 

had a trouble free journey, and found a good restaurant at a reasonable price when we 

got there.  We lingered over our meal, as it was much more comfortable to sit there 

than in the ferry terminal, and it was a very pleasant end to holiday.  Finally we 

caught the ferry, found our reserved reclining seats, and had a tolerable couple of 

hours sleep on the crossing, before rousing to watch the white cliffs of Dover emerge 

in the murky morning.  Back up the motorway, this time with no delays, and we were 

home by lunchtime.  It had been an excellent week. 

The Dutch delta is an ideal Wayfarer territory. It offers easy access from England, so 

that even a week s practicable, as we had found, and yet offers plenty of scope for a 

longer stay.  If you are fairly new to dinghy cruising then there are sheltered waters, 

and non tidal areas to find your feet, with plenty of isolated moorings big marinas to 

suit your personal choice.  When we first sailed our cruiser in the delta, we had 



immediately marked it down as a place to return with a dinghy, and were not 

disappointed.  We visited some places we knew well, and explored some new areas.  

Locks were not a problem, as everyone is accustomed to small boats without engines, 

and was only too willing to offer help without asked.  In the summer it would be more 

crowded, but a small boat can still fit in as long as you have adequate fenders - we use 

an inflatable boat roller.  As always, the people in the Netherlands are hospitable and 

friendly.  We can thoroughly recommend it for anyone else who likes to "go foreign", 

particularly with limited time to spare. 

 

EQUIPMENT TAKEN 

Boat equipment 

Main anchor with chain and warp on drum. 

Kedge anchor (folding) and warp. 

3 inflatable boat rollers. 

Oars plus rowlocks. 

Buckets. 

Sponge. 

Dinghy tent and poles in bags. 

Ensign and staff fitted on rudder stock. 

Mainsail with two rows of slab reefing. 

Genoa, jib, spinnaker. 

Sail repair kit. 

Fibreglass repair kit. 

Tool kit. 

Spare fittings, spare shroud. 

Pump. 

Lightweight flat nylon day cover. 

Spare rope and elastic shock cords. 

(Some larger items left in car for emergency) 

Navigation and safety 

2 lifejackets. 

Pack of flares. 

First Aid kit. 

Log book. 



Dutch Yachtsmens charts (can be bought in England, but widely stocked in chandlers 

in Netherlands) 

Silva compass. 

Parallel rules, dividers. 

2 torches. 

Foghorn. 

Radio. 

Binoculars. 

Gaz lantern. 

Courtesy flag. 

Because of very simple navigation required - mainly buoy spotting, the nav. equt was 

not used in practice. 

Cooking 

1 x 2 gallon water bottle.      Only 1 carried because of easy availability of water 

supplies) 

2 burner gaz stove with Gaz 907 bottle. 

Cutlery, plates etc. 

Nesting cooking pans, minimum utensils, chopping board. 

2 deep washing up bowls to hold food and stores. 

Personal gear 

Sleeping bags in waterproof bags.  Carrimats in waterproof bags. oilskins, boots, 

clothes. 

Washing kit, towels. 

Camera. 

Books. 

Travelling 

Spare wheel and bearings. 

Number board. 

Passports, currency, ferry tickets. 

E111, plus personal holiday insurance. 

Boat documents, boat insurance, RYA helmsmans certificate. 

Green card, driving licence, maps. 


