




9 DAYS BEFORE THE MAST

Sailing around the Walton Backwaters and the Essex Rivers

29  th   July 1989  

Sam's train to Watford junction railway station arrived on time, though BR 

sneakily changed the arrival time to 12.31 from 12.09 without us noticing. 

Fortunately for Sam, he got a ride in the first class carriage all the way! 

Actually, the guard asked him to come up to the first class, so he could keep an 

eye on him, since he was travelling alone. Unfortunately for Jerry and Alex, who 

were due to pick him up, they had to wait about half an hour before they 

actually saw him, because a) They arrived early, totally misjudging the time it 

would take to get from Jerry's cottage in Swanwick to Watford, and b) BR muffing 

it yet again. We arrived at the boatyard in Walton at about 3.00, but we had to 

wait about five hours before the tide was high enough to set off, so we went to 

explore the town. We stopped and had tea, lemonade and buns at a small cafe. 

(The lemonades were very small too). At about 5.00 we went back to the boat to 

pack it up. That took over two hours, so we set off at precisely 7.39, under 

jib. We anchored around the corner, and put the tent up, after freeing the 

rudder from some deep mud. It rained in the night and leaked down the mast onto 

Alex, and Sam's airbed got drenched.

THE DAY'S LIMERICK

The train coming to Watford was late,

Those waiting just thought it was fate.

They waited on the station,

With a great deal of patience,

And when it arrived, they yelled “GREAT!”

30  th   July  

Woke up to more rain. Surprise Surprise! We had a big fry up (bacon, eggs, toast 

etc.) for breakfast. It took rather longer than we expected to pack up and take 

the tent down, so it was almost high water by the time we set off again. It was 

quite breezy, so we had to put a reef in the sail. It was a bit rough so we came 

back and anchored at approximately the same place as last night. We stayed here 

for lunch and tea and we stayed the night here. We amused ourselves by eating, 

sleeping, reading, writing logs, drawing and throwing mouldy pears into the mud. 

(One of our pears didn't survive the journey, so we threw it into the mud). Not 

particularly amused by the shipping forecast. 6-Gale 8, decreasing 5 later.

THE DAY'S LIMERICK

Three sailors went into the Twizzle,

In rain which was more than a drizzle.

But the wind was too strong,

So it didn't take too long,

Before their plans went out in a fizzle!




































