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"Down the River
and Turn Right"

Royal Harwich Yacht Club,
Woolverstone to Bucklers Hard,

via Calais.

Summer cruise
July 22nd to August 13th, 2000.

Anne and Dennis Kell
aboard

"Emma" Wayfarer 247.



"Emma" Wayfarer 247

"Emma" is a Wayfarer dinghy designed by the late lan Proctor. She was built in
Norfolk by Moores of Wroxham, in 1960, and is a wooden Mark I design. She spent
most of her life in Norfolk sailing around Norwich and the Broads before she joined us
on our cruises in 1997.

"Emma" is fitted out for cruising. The main has slab reefing at two points. We carry a
genoa and jib, both of which furl. No outboard engine was carried, alternative
propulsion being provided by two oars at 8 foot 6 inches, or two beavertail paddles. A
5kg 'Bruce' anchor is our bower and we have a small folding grapnel as a kedge.
Water is stowed in a large container at the foot of the mast but we rarely cook whilst
underway, preferring to prepare flasks, sandwiches and other goodies before we set
sail each day. We carry a small fender for quick use, and two inflatable boat rollers
which can double as fenders.

The boom tent was made by Rob Wagstaffe at 'The Canvas Windmill.' Whilst
underway, it is stowed in the forward tank with bedding and spare clothes, in
waterpoof bags. The frame utilizes the two oars attached to the shrouds to support the
cover. Food, stove and other provisions are stored inside plastic boxes in the afl tank.

We carry flares, a hand-held VHF and GPS receiver. Most navigation is done by dead
reckoning with mental adjustments for tide and leeway. In advance, route planning and
tidal streams are calculated and recorded in our log. A deck log is kept whilst we are
under way. We fitted a 'Tacktick' solar powered compass which worked well in bright
sun. However, in overcast conditions it did not hold its charge well and has since been
replaced. We also use a hand-held compass and chart plotter. Our radio is essential for
weather forecasts and TMS.

We navigated largely using 'Imray' C series charts. These are now all printed on
water-resistant paper, making them more durable in the dinghy. More usefully, they are
also printed with a grid making estimation of distance, bearings and plotting much
easier when folded inside a map case. The tidal streams and harbour insets are also
very useful. We carried C1, C2, C8 and C9. We also carried 'East Coast Rivers' by
Jack Coote and copies of pages from the 'Sea File' giving details of harbours we
expected might be visited. We also used the 'Macmillan Reeds Smallcraft Almanac' for
daily tidal information.

Our new toy, the mobile 'phone, failed to work during the whole cruise. It should be
noted that this was entirely due to the inefficiency and incompetence of BT 'Pay and
Go' whom I should not recommend, and rank alongside Chichester Marina as the only
two blackspots of OUF whole summer.

"Emma" performed very well with no major problems. Given the combined ages of
skipper, crew and boat were 129 years, she is probably fairing the best. We are looking
forward to our next cruise with her.



Saturday July 22nd, 2000. Departure -3 days. Swimming practice

We finished work the night before and basked in the knowledge that a holiday
stretched ahead. Like any cruise, we had already been planning and preparing the boat;
touching up varnish, tightening hatches, fitting a signal halyard and scrutinizing endless
charts and pilots.

Today we joined fellow wayfarer Peter Small and "Lutino" at Alton Water, our local
reservoir, to have a session on righting the boat. As we intended to leave a day later,
we were reluctant to capsize and risk soaking all our cruising gear, so perhaps it was
not really a fair test. However, in winds of force 4 but relatively calm seas, we capsized
and recovered "Emma" eight or nine times, trying everything except a fuill inversion
with no centre plate.

By the end, we were tired, cold but more confident in our abilities and 'Emma's"
buoyancy. Next time we shall stow the boat as near as possible to its cruising capacity.
As an experiment, we both carried a sling in our buoyancy aid pockets which could be
clipped to a loop on the thwart. This acted as a step to help us climb back into the
righted boat. It worked well, and is always with us now.

The rest of the day was spent returning the boat to the club and then shopping, sorting
and packing gear. As usual, the debates centred around what to leave behind. It is so
easy to fill the boat with things that might be useful.
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Sunday July 23rd, 2000. Departure -2 days. It mustfit somewhere.

We planned to set sail the following day, and much of today was spent loading
"Emma" ready for an early departure, next morning. A taxi was booked so we could
come down in our sailing gear with the fresh and frozen food, launch the boat and go.
As gear was stowed and fittings given a last check the excitement and anticipation was
building. We were still deciding what to leave behind. We wanted no excess baggage.

The only cloud on the horizon was the weather. Today was bright and a steady force 3
to 4 blew over the dinghy park. The River Orwell looked at its best with dinghies
racing, yachts cruising past and visitors from Germany, Belgium and Holland exploring
the Suffolk rivers. The forecast, however, was for this gentle wind to grow stronger,
and as the afternoon wore on, it did just that.

By the time we reached home, it was blowing very strongly and we searched different
forecasts on Cefax, radio and T.V. hoping to hear it would abate by morning. We went
to bed and slept uneasily.



Monday July 24th, 2000. Departure -I day. All plans dashed

Rising at 5.00am we barely needed to look outside as we could hear the wind howling

in the garden. Halted at the first hurdle. It took little discussion to decide to postpone

our departure. We telephoned the taxi and apologised profusely.

Since finishing work, all our waking moments had been leading up to this departure.

Now, here we were with nowhere to go, at least, we had somewhere to go but not in a

force 7 gusting 8.

Our plan was to sail from the Royal Harwich Yacht Club on the River Orwell with the

last of the ebb. This would take us down river and out through Harwich Harbour

where we could pick up the first of the flood to take us south down the Essex coast

toward the Thames Estuary. With fair winds, we should be able to cross the Thames

and make Queenborough at the mouth of the Medway in one tide. The tides were just

right to sail up the London River from there, and we had enquired at the London

Yacht Basin and St. Katherine's Dock about staying there.

Delaying our departure meant that the tides would be an hour later next day. This

made the London River less ideal, but we had little choice in the matter. Ironically, we

had planned to visit London at Whitsun, but gales had prevented our cruise that week,

and our visits to the Dome and the London Eye were completed by train instead!

We spent Monday on a long walk away from the sea through the Suffolk hinterland,

discussing options and disguising disappointment.



Tuesday July 25th, 2000. Departure day (at last!) A slow start

Afloat at last!

The taxi was rebooked for a hour later. we stowed the house keys somewhere safe.

Spoke to few people at the club, launched and set sail at 1000. The forecast was for a

steady force 3-4 from the west and everything looked good.

The Orwell is a lovely flooded valley. We are very fortunate to have it as our home

port, and always enjoy sailing down past Pinmill and the grand old houses amongst the

woods. By the time we caught our last view of the graceful span of the Orwell Bridge

astern, the wind had dropped completely and we found ourselves rowing toward the

busy harbour entrance. Rowing past the enormous container ships at Felixstowe, and

looking out for the HSS ferry leaving Harwich we felt a gentle breeze once again, and

sailed slowly out past the shipping lanes, as several yachts motored by.

We crept towards Walton on the Naze and the breeze died once more. Rowing slowly

ahead, we began to look at our watches more critically. 1230 It was a long way to the
Thames- As we rowed on, the Thames barge "Xylonite" steered a wavy course toward

us. She is owned by the Cirdan Trust, a charity, and we have taken several parties of
children aboard her. Her course suggested there was a very young, inexperienced helm

at work and we began to wonder which way we should row for the best, as she bore

down on us. Fortunately, she steered away abruptly. The wind appeared again when

we reached Stone Banks. It was 1345 and we were sailing again at last, passing

familiar landmarks; Walton Pier, Clacton Pier and the Wallet Spitway.

Time had slipped by. It was now 1715, the tide would soon be turning foul and the

wind had eased to a southerly force 2. We knew Queenborough was too far and

contemplated Burnham. However, the beat up the Whitaker Channel against the tide

was still a long way, and would have meant a long journey out around the Maplin

Sands next morning. We could turn and run to Brightlingsea, but that was still a long
way and meant a long beat tomorrow. We decided to reach into the Blackwater and

make for Bradwell on our fastest point of sailing.

We crossed the edge of the Buxey Sand and St. Peter's Flats in light variable winds.

Hugging the shore to avoid the tide, we crept into Bradwell at 2030, some ten hours

after casting off The tent was up quickly, and we were soon asleep after a long, slow

first day at sea.

The tides on the London River were another hour later.

25th July, 2000.
hours sailed 10.20
miles sailed 38.0



At Sea -At Last

3 ~~~~~The slipway into the River OJrwvell at the Roxyal Hanvich Yacht Club.
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Wednesday July 26th, 2000. Steady sailing underfire.

The day dawned sunny with a wind of force 3 from the south east. It stayed the same
all day. We had to wait until 1100 to catch the last of the ebb tide out to the Wallet
Spitway then rejoin our route south on the flood. This gave us time to walk around the
old village under the-shadow of the aging magnox power station - quite a contrast.

Underway once again, we had a lovely, steady sail out to the Wallet and down the
Swin Channels. 'Emma" overtook a number of yachts as she made good progress in
the light wind. We felt a little vulnerable passing the Maplin Sands as the firing on
Foulness Island grew louder and louder, seeming closer by the minute.

Gradually our view changed. We had our first sight of Kent and the tower blocks of

Southend. The Isle of Grain power station loomed into view and we prepared to cross
the Thames shipping lanes. Crossing near Shoebury, there are the Yanlet Channel
leading to the London River and the Medway Channel to cross. A coaster appeared to
be steaming toward us just outside the first channel and we waited for her to pass. She

was moving slowly, and as we closed, we spied her ball and realised she was at anchor!
We revised our estimation of tide strength!

Having crossed the busy shipping lanes safely and avoided the wreck of the
ammunition ship off Sheerness, we entered the Medway and took up a mooring buoy
in the mouth of the Swale at Queenborough at 1830. There were several visiting yachts

from overseas, and we enjoyed putting up the tent and relaxing in the evening sun
watching the world go by as we cooked dinner. Finally, we settled down to planning
our next day's sail.

But the tides on the London River were another hour later.

| July 26th, 2000.
hours sailed 7.20
miles sailed 38.5
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Thursday July 27th, 2000. Decisions, decisions.

It was clear that the tides were now wrong for the journey to London. We could wait
around for a few days exploring the Kent rivers, but that would eat into our holiday
time, and we had hoped to explore new waters. So the decision was taken to abandon
the London River for another day, and head for the south coast and new sailing waters.

The forecast predicted winds of steady force 3 or 4. An incredibly noisy little train
rattled and squeaked its way from the gravel pits nearby as we stowed the tent and
paddled over to the all tide landing stage at Queenborough for a brief visit to the town
before setting off at 0915 as the tide turned. There are some fascinating buildings and
the area is steeped history from the time of the Romans. It deserved a longer visit, but
we had decided to press on today. Still, it will be good to come back.

The predicted force 3 had yet to arrive, and we found ourselves rowing past Sheerness
keeping a watchful eye on the feny to starboard and for container ships appearing from
astern. Once out of the Medway, around Garrison Point and into the Thames again, the
wind picked up and 'Emma" sailed happily once more.

The overcast clouds turned to drizzle, then rain and gradually the Kent shore faded
into gloom. By 1230 we were off Whitstable. The rain eased and as Kent gradually
appeared once more, the wind slowly died. By 1330 we were rowing again. By 1500
we were at Hook Spit, only half way to North Foreland and with no wind had little
chance of making our way past the Margate sands before the tide turned against us, so
we decided to head back to the Swale for the night. A seal watched quizzically from
the mirror waters.

Shortly after this, a passing cruiser motored alongside, and after a brief conversation
about the weather they kindly offered to tow us toward the Swale entrance. The
fascination of rowing was wearing thin by now and we gladly accepted, relaxing at the
stern behind "Roskilda" from the Medway Y.C. I suppose it was cheating, but by now
our frustrations with the forecast winds were starting to get the better of us.

The tow was dropped at 1615 by Columbine buoy and in a gentle force 2 we began to
beat up the Swale on the first of the flood. Needless to say, the wind picked up and by
the time we reached the entrance to Faversham Creek it was blowing force 34! Had
we stayed out in the Thames we may have had enough wind to beat the foul tide
around the Margate Sands after all, but who is to know.

We tried to enter Faversham Creek, but the wind was directly on the nose and there
was too little water to beat. Picking up a buoy near the entrance we lowered our sails
and tried again under oar and paddle. This time the wind was too strong to make
against! We returned to the buoy. It was 1800 and we decided to stay on the buoy for
the night. With the tent up, food cooked and the wine box open, we planned our
second attempt at North Foreland beneath a beautiful sunset, and were soon fast asleep
on our moonng.

July 27th, 2000.
hours sailed 9.15
miles sailed 31.5



S ~~~~The Thames Estuary in Mirror Seas
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Friday July 28th, 2000. Storming around the corner, at last!

To us, the world appears to end at North Foreland. We had never sailed beyond here.
Our weather forecasts end here. RYA training courses all seem to use it for bearings,
light features and emergency scenarios. Now, having failed to reach it the previous
day, the corner of Kent was becoming larger than life in our minds. Would we ever
reach it? Is it a point that dinghies just never pass? Is there anything beyond it?

Once again the forecast was for west or south west force 2-3 winds. It would be bright
with thunder or fog overnight, they predicted. It was an easy run out of the Swale
under full rig, leaving about an hour before high water. By 1030 we were sailing over
the Whitstable Flats and rumbles of thunder could be heard over the Medway. By 1100
the thunder had rumbled over to the Swale and flashes of lightning lit up the ever
darkening sky around us.

We put folded the first reef in anticipation. The wind began to pick up. The
temperature dropped. The light disappeared. Hastily we donned all waterproofs. A
little fishing boat sped past toward Whitstable harbour. A collection of training
dinghies raced ashore. The streetlights in Whitstable shone brightly. The thunder and
lightning were right overhead. With a terrific crash, the rain suddenly began to pour
and the wind whipped up in a frenzy. We dropped the main and were soaked in
seconds. Slowly, with jib alone, we made our way past the harbour.

The storm only lasted for about 15 minutes before we raised full sail once more and
continued west. In a variable wind, sometimes paddling to help keep way, we retraced
our steps from the previous day past Herne Bay to the Margate Hook. With the wind
more settled, we made good progress along the Gore Channel to the Longnose
Cardinal, and finally into the English Channel. So the world did not end after all!

Turning south, the wind picked up and we took in a reef once more as we passed
North Foreland. It was a bouncy ride down to the Raamsgate Channel. A ferry was
leaving as we arrived and we tacked around waiting to enter. With clearance from the
port control we sailed in at 1600 and were moored up on a floating pontoon inside the
harbour by 1615.

Ramsgate harbour has excellent facilities and we were grateful for them. Apart from 30
minutes ashore at Queenborough, we had been aboard for two and an half days, so it

* was good to go for a walk, have a shower and treat ourselves to a pub meal. We met
"Tringa" from our club who made us welcome aboard and helped us planning the next
part of our cruise. Having decided to spend Saturday exploring Ramsgate, and with no
tide to catch, we slept soundly, despite the music from the fuinfair on the cliffs above.

July 28th, 2000
hours sailed 6.45
miles sailed 29.0
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Saturday July 29th, 2000. Little ships; big plans

Four 'Little Ships' were still moored in the harbour having completed their visit to
Dunkirk earlier in the year, to celebrate the 60th anniversary of the evacuation. Images
of "The Snowgoose" by Paul Gallico always come to my mind as I think about that
event, and although it was too early, I- wonder whether Philip Rhayader's little boat
could have been something like a wayfarer.

The old clock house at the harbour is a maritime museum and we spent an interesting
morning exploring its exhibits, which included the artefacts recovered from wrecks on
the Goodwin Sands. It is built around a solar meridian for calculating Ramsgate time.
Part of the exhibit is a tug, about which we were able to roam freely. Only toward the
end did we discover that it had, in fact, been sunk by its own tow rope whilst working
in the Thames. All crew were lost, but it was recovered and resumed work soon after.

There is a trail around the docks revealing insights to its past, such as iron rings, the
Dover steps, gaslight standards and an ice house. Above the harbour stands the tide
ball mast, and at the foot of the cliff is the Smack Boy's Home and chapel. The town is
convenient for replenishing supplies, cafes and post office.

In the afternoon we walked along the coastal path west to Pegwell Bay. Here we
found the sad remains of the hoverport, now derelict. Above it stands the replica of a
Viking ship "Hugin" which was sailed over from Scandanavia to celebrate the arrival
of their ancestors, the Isle of Thanet being an early settlement.

We retumed to "Emma" via the Royal TempleYacht Club. This grand establishment
sits high on the cliffs above the harbour and affords a very fine view indeed. Ramsgate
was an enjoyable visit, but as we relaxed over dinner in the tent, it was time to plan the
next leg of our journey.

We went to sleep ready for a prompt start. To leave by 0800 we should need to be on
the move by 0600 at the latest, and we had a long day ahead.



1 ~~~~~~Exploring Ramsgate

3 ~~~~~Little ships lying in the harbour outside the maritime museum
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Sunday July 30th, 2000. "Emma" goes international

We left on time, as planned. It was to be the most exciting part of our adventure,
visiting France. We had always thought we could cross the channel. Now was our
chance to prove it. Navigation in an open wayfarer can be awkward at sea in some
conditions. Hence, our passage planning and preparation must be very thorough.
Careful use must be made of the tides. In advance, we calculate tidal times, heights and
expected streams along our intended track. We note the bearings and character of
buoys, lights and other navigation marks. Port entry details and VHF channels are
discovered. All is recorded on a page in our log for easy reference. Under way we sail
largely by dead reckoning with mental adjustments for tide and leeway. A hand-held
GPS provides reassurance and is a measure of our speed across the ground. Despite all
this, the forecast wind can still die, and it did just that as we made our way down the
inland side of the Goodwin Sands from Ramsgate Harbour. With a spring tide ebbing
against us we were forced to ferry-glide to the Deal shore and feverishly tack along the
groynes making painfully slow progress west past the pier and toward South Foreland.
Dover began to look an attractive alternative to Calais.

Here our fortunes changed, the wind revitalised and in a steady, southerly wind of
force 3 to 4, we reached toward the S.W. Goodwin cardinal and the shipping lanes.
Crossing the TSS proved less frightening than we had imagined once confidence grew
in using the hand bearing compass to assess potential danger. The west-bound lane was
the busier and we bore away to avoid three large ships. Fortunately, the ferries,
hovercraft and HSS heading to and from Dover remained well to starboard. As we
passed MPC buoy in the separation zone, we took in a reef as the wind had increased
to force 4 or 5. Our bearings were accurate and we cleared the TSS just where we
expected. Here we found ships in the inshore traffic zone far less predictable and
needed to keep an even more careful watch.

Offthe Calais approach, the seas grew quite large as we tacked around waiting for a
gap in the ferry traffic to cross to the shore side. The frequency of this traffic made it
the most nerve-wracking part of the sail, and we breathed a collective sigh of relief as
we turned to run under genoa alone along the shore toward the harbour entrance.
Crossing from S. Foreland had taken only four and an half hours. 'Rustler's Moon"
from Burnham followed us into the harbour and we moored alongside her until the
gates to the marina opened at 2200. Experienced cruisers, the crew kindly towed us in
and showed us a small berth to moor up. The tent was up and we were in our sleeping
bags by 2330 having left Ramsgate at 0800. We were tired but far too excited to sleep,
and made a serious dent in the wine box.

July 30th, 2000.
hours sailed 12.20
miles sailed 39.0
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Monday July 31st,.2000. We meet another Emma, Lady Hamilton.

As we paid our dues at the marina office next morning, the response, "4.8 metres," to
the question about our boat's length raised eyebrows and caused much head-shaking.
However, it was the cheapest marina we visited - 26F per night (about £2-60). The
facilities were excellent. We discovered "Fanara" from our club, on its way north to
the Dutch canals, and who kindly offered us a tow out of the harbour when the gates
opened at midday the following morning.

Exploring Calais and taking in the sights was much more enjoyable knowing we had
sailed there ourselves, and we had a wonderful time following the history trail and
sampling French food and wine. It is only a short walk into the town from the yacht
basin, and all the historic monuments are well interpreted. We explored the light house,
castle and watch tower. The produce of the lace-making industry was well displayed.
The cafes, cake shops and ice-cream makers were well-patronised. All morning, we
were astonished how many short processions of cars sped past with horns sounding
and lights flashing. As we reached the Town Hall with the famous statue of the six
burghers, we realised that the processions were all wedding parties departing their civil
ceremonies.

We sat in a park enjoying an ice cream and wandered through the gardens. Amongst a
recently rebuilt cascade, we were surprised to discover the statue of Lady Hamilton,
placed here, it said near the site of her grave.

We thoroughly enjoyed our day in Calais. It was windy out at sea, and we were glad
not to be out in it. The forecast was reasonable for the next day, but we knew that bad
weather was on the way. If we did not leave tomorrow, the likelihood was that we
should be at Calais for some time, so we settled down to plan our return crossing. We
still had strong, spring tides so trying to reach Dover would be a battle and slow
progress. It seemed more sensible to head back toward Ramsgate and around the
outside of the Goodwin Sands.

As usual, all the relevant calculations were made and set out in the log book before we
settled down for the night.
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Tuesday August lst, 2000. The Goodwin Sands are a lonely place

An amber light shows that the gate to the yacht basin will open soon and boats leave

their moorings. The green lights show when it is open. We were alongside "Fanara"

and about 30 other boats had decided to leave at the same time. All were motoring or

sailing about in the marina waiting for the green light. It became a little like a race

start, only no-one knew when the countdown had begun. We presume they waited for

some ferry activity to cease in the outer harbour before letting us out, but when the

light changed everyone rushed for the gate. We had a bouncy, wet tow out into the

channel clear of the ferries and said farewell to 'Tanara."

Our departure was in a choppy force 3 to 4 and we sailed with one reef and jib. The

strong spring tide pushed us north as predicted, and we shook out the reef to try and

improve our speed across the ground. At one point we had to bear away around an

anchored tanker, such was the tide pushing us on to it. By the time we crossed the

TSS, with the wind increasing and the tide easing we took in the reef once again and

crossed swiftly to the East Goodwin light ship. There was less traffic and we crossed

safely.

Once across, in a wind of force 5, gusting 6, and the English Channel cascading heavily

across the Goodwin Sands to port, we dropped the main and ran under jib at up to 5

knots towards the Ramsgate approach. "Emma" showed us just how good a boat the

wayfarer is as she surfed happily along the waves. Apart from the gulls, gannets and a

sole shearwater we were entirely alone amongst the waves, some of which looked very

big from where we sat. It was a white knuckle ride at times, but "Emma" was fine. We

stayed in the deeper rolling water, and were relieved as we gradually left the rolling

Goodwins behind us. Raamsgate came into view once again, and we tumed along the

approach and called up port control for permission to sail in.

The return trip took only seven and an half hours in total. Several people came over to

us at Ramsgate to enquire if they had seen us at Calais earlier in the day. It felt good to
reply, "You may have. Have you sailed over too?"

We found a berth which was tucked well in beside the harbour wall and watched the

barometer fall. During the night we heard the wind gather pace and the rain began. We

had chosen the right time to cross back home.

l I August 1st, 2000.
hours sailed 7.35
miles sailed 31.5
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Wednesday August 2nd, 2000. The Wife of Bath, miller, archbishop and us

It was bright, sunny with occasional showers. The wind was force 5-6 sometimes 7.
"Emma" stayed in the harbour. We walked up to the station and caught the train to
Canterbury. We were still a little tired from the channel crossing, and a relaxing day
was in order.

I had heard a lot about "The Canterbury Tales" exhibition. It is run by the same
company as Jorvic Viking Centre in York. Whilst it failed to live up to the expectations
of its northern cousin, it provided a worthwhile portrayal of some of Chaucer's tales,
and I really enjoyed it. The contrast between the chivalrous knight and the bawdy
miller in the context of medieval England was well shown.

Canterbury Cathedral was a visit I had longed to make for some time. It was
disappointingly surrounded in commercialism, (20p to go to the toilet is not too
Christian is it?) but once inside, it is a magnificent example of English Cathedrals. The
famous tomb of the Black Prince and the site of the shrine to St. Thomas were
highlights. It is a fitting centre of the Anglican Church, symbolised by a beautiful
compass rose set in the floor of the nave. The medieval buildings of Canterbury were
all fascinating, and we had an excellent day without seeing the sea at all!

Returning to the boat, we set about washing some of our salty clothing in the
launderette at the marina. We also discovered a colleague from work had arrived
during the early hours. We found them later, aboard "Apotiki," and were able to
recount our own tales of Canterbury and the crossing to Calais.



Thursday August 3rd, 2000. Abrahams, Liddell and the last manned light

I used to be an athlete and the film "Chariots of Fire" was released at a time when I

still competed in track races. Inevitably, the music of Vangelis stuck in my mind. So

too did those pictures from the title sequence where the British team are running

together along a sandy beach. That beach was Broadstairs. Being very wet and very

windy, we had chosen not to sail from Ramsgate. Having completed the pilgrimage to

Canterbury the previous day, it seemed natural to follow the cliff path east to the

hallowed sands of Broadstairs today.

Like true English holiday-makers, we sat in a shelter on the cliff top eating sandwiches

and drinking from our flasks as the rain beat down and gulls fed at our feet. The wind

whistled past and sorry-looking people in waterproofs, hunched up followed happy

dogs who chased tails, balls and each other in the puddles. We followed them along the

cliff path to Broadstairs, and imagined Harold Abrahams and Eric Liddell running

along the beach below us. Then we marched on to North Foreland lighthouse which is

open to the public. It was the last manned light to be automated, in 1998, and stands as

a symbol of that unique way of life, now gone forever.

The rain eased and we squelched our way down into Margate. I'm sure people do like

Margate, but I'm afraid we weren't amongst them. We managed to find the station and

despite the efforts of station staff, eventually managed to catch a train back to

Ramsgate and to "Emma."

The forecast for Friday was much improved and we settled down to planning our

journey ahead. Next stop Dover.



Friday August 4th, 2000. Lighthouses are nothing new.

A hazy sun shone next morning, as we sailed out of Ramsgate for the last time. We had

enjoyed our stay, but were keen to get going once again. We were clear of the training
wall by 0900 and sailing happily in a steady force 3 from the north. We made good
speed alongside a large catamaran and boat from the Orwell Y.C. called "Gnasher"
which we recognised from the picture on her transom. We stayed inshore of the
Goodwin Sands tacking downwind and moving much faster than the two yachts.

We altered course to avoid a survey vessel working in the area and ran down close to

Deal and Walmer castles before Dover Harbour came into view beneath the famous
white cliffs. Being a busy port, the procedure is to call Dover about half an hour before

entry, then on arrival. We announced our intention to sail into the eastern entrance, and

the harbour patrol vessel was waiting to escort us across the harbour past ferries, HSS,
hovercraft and other vessels to the inner harbour. They were most friendly and helpful.

We followed "Gnasher" into the tidal harbour and found out where to berth. There
was some confusion about where we could tie up. The harbour master wanted us in a

certain place and a neighbouring yacht wanted that particular cleat to swing his boat

out. After various exchanges, which we kept well out of, we were accommodated

elsewhere. The harbour staff were again most helpful and happily charged up our radio
overnight for us.

It had been an easy sail in less than 3 hours, giving us time to explore Dover Castle,
which dominated the town. After a steep climb up to the gate we began by joining a

tour around the secret tunnels. Built inside the white cliffs, these formed a network of

wartime passageways. Part was a hospital whilst the rest were a command centre from
which the evacuation of Dunkirk was controlled. Moving mannequins, actors and
guides created a lively tour.

Outside we walked around the battlements to the admiralty look-out, gazing down on

our track from the morning and watching the busy traffic in the harbour. At the top of

the castle was a Saxon church and a Roman lighthouse. Although the top is now
missing, it remains one of the tallest Roman structures in Europe. The Norman keep

was set up to recreate the visit of King Henry VIII, who had taken a personal interest
in developing the harbour. We made our way down through medieval tunnels and the

battlements back to the town.

Being Friday, chips seemed in order, and we stood munching beneath the bowsprit of a

wooden sail training vessel in the Wellington Dock, aboard which a jazz band played to

people on the quay. After a pleasant drink in the Royal Cinque Ports Yacht Club,
which boasts its own brew, and whose members helped us with their local knowledge,

we adjourned to "Emma" and prepared the next day's cruise.

We needed to leave by 0700 so it meant an early rise. We slept well.

I '~., houn August 4th, 2000.
. hours sailed |2.50

miles sailed 16.0
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Saturday August 5th, 2000. Make wayfor Princess Margaret

Our neighbours left at first light to escort some channel swimmers. If crossing the

channel in a small boat is nerve-wracking, well...? We managed to leave on time by

0700. Port control gave us permission to sail out of the Western entrance, and we

sailed slowly out through the outer harbour. Just short of the entrance, port control

called us back as we were not travelling as fast as they expected. They asked us to wait

beside the Admiralty Pier as a hovercraft was due to enter.

The drone of its engines carried long ahead, increasing anxiety about the likely effect

as it passed us. However, as "Princess Margaret" glided past, we felt no disruption at

all, and resumed our track out to sea. Little did we realise that it was one of the last

journeys made by the hovercraft which, like manned lighthouses, were taken out of

service shortly after our visit. "Princess Margaret" is now redundant.

Haze descended as we made our way past Folkstone and we found ourselves with no

visible landmarks. Tacking away from the TSS the wind backed a little enabling us to

stay on the same heading toward Dungeness. The light became visible through the haze

at around midday, and slowly the power station loomed into view. A gentle sea breeze

filled in as we tacked around the point, avoiding the endless lines from sea anglers,

standing like fence posts along the shingle foreshore.

The sun broke through once more, as "Emma" reached happily along the Lydd shore

toward Camber and the entrance to Rye harbour. Announcing our intention of visiting

Rye, had evoked a sharp intake of breath from several yachtsmen, and we were a little

apprehensive as a result. The pilot indicated one hour before high as the best time to

enter. A steady wind had brought us to the entrance an hour before that. There seemed

plenty of water, however, and we needed time to make the town before the tide turned

so we called up the harbour master who invited us in. "Just turn and stem the tide

outside my office. Then moor up, come in and we'll sort you out," he cheerily

instructed. His office was a mile or so inside the entrance, in a long straight section of

the River Rother. We ran in, tacked and stopped dead. The tide was running at about 4

knots! There was just enough wind to enable us to ferry glide into the pile moorings

and tie up. However, having been inside and been "sorted out," we were now fast

against the lee piles. With the boom hamering against the piles, the jib backed, a spring

on the transom and frantic paddling in the bow, Anne managed to sail us off and we

were squirted up river!

Within half a mile the tide dropped to nothing! In fact, to reach the Strand Quay i,n the

centre of Rye, we had to travel a short way up first the River Brede, then the

Tillingham River. The freshwater discharge slowed us even more, and we hitched a

tow from a another Suffolk yacht for the last few hundred metres into town where we

tied up and sat waiting for the tide to fall 3 metres, as holiday makers strolled past.

August 5th, 2000.

hours sailed 8.20

miles sailed 29.5



Rye Harbour

Ourfirst night drying
out alongside a quay,
making sure we did
not end up hanging
around at IO1J water.

Rye, Romney Marsh
and the River Rother
from the top of
St.Mary's Church
Tover.

I~~~~~~~~~~~..



4,7' �0

D - SOLJTH COAST

ver Strait
i Foreland to

21.2kad and Boulogne ;Y 20,

DUNDINGS in METRES 1~nft ILAT)

t. W~ 

23

6 7 10
N.i M~ 2. 41

bl'o0N.1 115000 1-99 L
13

j

28
09� 2 23

28 G30
W, m

-41 
29

26

21
30 

2,
26 

29

21 
31 21

12 
2791 70,' 29 -25 2021

20 20 26

3.



g M~ olth

WAYFARER 247 I.OC Itol
DATE 5 5 is�,3 b-5

2,421 1.0
'FRIP S� F�ptAX.. 4, 0-� lm;rzz

TINIE POSITION COURSE AV.SPEED DISTANCE WEATHER RFMARKS

Lat. bAL QA�L

3W 3M jUL

O'I's SC.L' g" 0,.' K,' F-

F 2%dtl V, 2,Jj.

lge C; 2t& *.Su

la

s'-2

Sk- 1

(24 4�� N~ 3!;m

ici,C6 O� '�CD- b 1)oJ .�t k".

22�' 0 ek,

-5b� 2n,

-4.a 215%, 1 ok.

12.3 -3�1% P�2' .sk�

"3�3 SX�

k�7 osi' sk^

Q4b "U 15�3.

S& V. "C:4%. 
V. t�t, WM

�j� t �--. H-a t. tn�kSi, 4K
a�kkbA [b-~, .btL -t�
CAS CA&flk�ta� Ut ,-tc Q.14�t"

HC.U..I



Sunday August 6th, 2000. Up and down in time andplace.

The previous aftemoon, we had been very nervous about our first stay, drying out

against a harbour wall. At least we had the foresight to moor next to the ladder! We

put up the tent and used our inflatable fenders, carefully tending the lines as the tide

ebbed- We settled in the mud about 3.5 hours before low water, and about 3 metres

below the quay. (In fact, we were actually just afloat in the mud-hollow made by the

previous boat at this berth.)

With lines safely adjusted we set off to explore Rye and quickly discovered that it was

their medieval festival weekend, and we decided to stay on Sunday to enjoy the

festivities. We quickly made friends with two neighbours visiting from France and

Belgium. Willem and Hilde had a beautiful wooden boat, and we helped hoist the

skipper up his mast to retrieve a halyard. They spoke imaculate English and we

enjoyed their company. Jerome and Veronique were equally pleasant, but had an
uncomfortable first night as their boat slipped bow-first into the mud, leaving them to

sleep at 45 degrees.

We awoke on Sunday to the sound of a diesel engine and much agitated calling in

French. After an uncomfortable night they had tried to leave about an hour after high

water and ran aground in the centre of the channel by the quay. We helped fasten a line

from their mast to either shore as they sat on the coachroof resigned to a 24 hour wait.

Rye bustled with people dressed in medieval costume. The "Sealed Knot" fought

skimishes around every comer. Musicians played and sang beneath the castle. A street

fayre packed the main thoroughfare and filled the air with music, laughter, cries and the

smell of hot pies and ale. The proceeds seemed to be for charity and everyone

appeared to be having a whale of a time - especially St. John's Ambulance, who

dutifully followed the Sealed Knot around the town, applying 20th century treatment

to 14th century injuries.

Arriving back from Budgens with "Emma" still aground, we rigged a pulley to the

ladder to lower our carriers down the quayside, then set off to meet Anne's aunt who

had come to visit, and explore the town.

It is a fascinating place. The climb up the 12th century church tower gave us a

magnificent view of the town and beyond to Camber Sands and across Romney Marsh.

The buildings are mainly Georgian, but the castle and part of the defences remain from

the medieval town. Some half-timbered buildings would not have looked out of place

in Suffolk! We saw the house where Henry James lived and the wonderful clock with

'quarter boys' striking the bell. It was certainly one of the most enjoyable ports we

visited.

"Emma" rose and fell with tide on the quay without misfortune. Having carefully

guided his yacht at each tide, Willem left for a walk just before she settled on the

Sunday evening, only to return and find her lying on her side at 45 degrees. A willing

band of helpers gathered on the quay and tried to pull her back, but to no avail.

Fortunately, she refloated obediently next morning. We settled into bed ready for

another early rise. This was not a place to miss the tide.
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-Monday August 7th, 2000. Early start, earlyfinish.

Breakfast was made the night before. We rarely manage to rise, eat breakfast and pack
up in less than an hour and an half, so to leave at 0500 we had to be up by 0330. Not a
sociable time. Fortunately, the routines of the morning are so well-established that we
need to say little and just get on with it. The Environment Agency provide an excellent
little washroom beside the quay and it is most convenient on mornings such as this.

With no wind at all, as dawn began to break we gladly accepted a tow from the French
boat down river. Our Belgian fmiends were left with a mechanical problem, and we
were sorry to wave goodbye under such circumstances. However, we later heard that
it was soon fixed and they had an enjoyable cruise, ending up in Harwich Harbour.

We dropped our tow at the mouth of the river and under a lovely sunrise hoisted full
sail in a gentle force 2-3 from the north west. Visibility was good inland and we made
steady progress along the Sussex coast past Hastings. By 0930 we were off Bexhill
and the wind had dropped. We were in no hurry and were happy to wallow through a
huge shoal of fish which were all jumping on the ever-smoothing surface.

Royal Sovereign platform came into view and by 1100 we were at the entrance to the
Sovereign yacht harbour. Apart from Bradwell, all our nights had been spent on buoys
or in traditional harbours up to now. This was the other extreme. We sailed into the
outer harbour and dropped sail. Lights told us when we could enter the lock and we
paddled in on the appropriate signal. The lock itself was as big as Rye town quay! The
Eastbourne lifeboat lived in the lock, rising and falling with the ebb and flow of traffic.
We waited 15 minutes then a further 10 for the lock to fill before we paddled into the
harbour complex.

It was a little like paddling into Earl's Court, suddenly surrounded by gleaming yachts
and power boats. The harbour itself is a complex of marinas, expensive appartments,
offices, shops, supermarket, multi-screen cinema and a host of restraunts and wine
bars. Not the usual venue for a wayfarer rally!

Feeling a little out of place, we found our way out of the marina and toward the
coastal path along the front to Eastbourne itself. It was about an hour's walk to the
centre. The route was made a little more hazardous by countless micro-scooters,
roller-bladers and mountain bikers travelling at fast speeds. In more genteel

surroundings by the pier, we ate our ice creams listening to the brass band play their
rendition of "Barwick Green" (The Archers to you and me!), before continuing along
the front then striking inland toward the Downs.

Climbing up, the chalk grassland was in full bloom with a carpet of vetchling,
milkwort, restharrow and scabious between the clover. We reached Beachy Head and
tried to plan our course around the overfalls, which some people had described as
serious, before making our way back through the regency resort to the glitzy harbour
and our little "Emma."

August 7th, 2000.
hours sailed 6.30
miles sailed 22.0
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Tuesday August 8th, 2000. Brighton Marna, twice in one day.

Our intention was to reach Beachy Head at slack water and avoid the worst of the

overfalls. This meant another early start, and we paddled into one of the two huge
locks at 0545. Just after 0700 Eastboume pier was abeam, and an hour later we

approached Beachy Head in a very light wind. At 0815 we roWed past the lighthouse

in calm water. It was dwarfed by the cliffs, at least twice its own height. The overfalls
were no more than a slight swell, like the pea beneath the princess's matress. All that

fuss and nothing to worry about!

We rowed on past the Seven Sisters (of which, I counted eight), until the wind filled in

once more at about 0930. With the light breeze came light drizzle, and the light was
obscured by a light haze. We made slow but steady progress beneath the South Downs

past the entrance to Newhaven and so to the concrete walls of Brighton Marina.

It was now 1300. The drizzle eased, the wind blew gently and we decided to press on

toward Shoreham, reducing our next day's sail. This, we were assured, was another

quiet port like Rye. Shortly after taking this decision the wind dropped and the drizzle

began again. Rowing slowly past Brighton pier, we realised we should soon have a

foul tide. We rowed faster and soon the wind picked up.

We listened on VHF, to the traffic coming and going from Shoreham. It was busier

than we had expected. We studied the pilot closely. Next moming we had another

early start with probably little wind and this would mean a long row up the harbour.

However, it would be a long day, and Shoreham was nearer to the Solent than
Brighton. The choices were weighed whilst a banana boat, packed with screaming

children circled us. Eventually, as the children flew into the waves, we decided to tum

back to Brighton Marina.

We arrived back at the twisting channel between the concrete piers at 1600 beneath

ever darkening skies. In the entrance channel, evasive action was necessary when hoots

from astern revealed the rapid approach of an unexpected dredger. As we slipped our
lines around the cleats on the visitor pontoon the heavens opened. In the time it took

to book in and find a berth, we were both soaked and so was "Emma." There was no

likely prospect of the rain easing so the tent went up and it was out with the sponges
and leathers.

Brighton Marina was not as glitzy as Sovereign. There were more smaller boats and

the staffwere very friendly and helpful. Asda was next door, and we indulged in their

salad counter for a good, healthy dinner before planning the next day. The rain

continued to hammer down on the tent, and the forecast did not predict good sailing.

After three early starts, we began to resign ourselves to a day or two in Brighton as we

drifted off into a damp sleep.

August 8th, 2000.
hours sailed 10.45
miles sailed 27.0
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Wednesday August 9th, 2000. The Royal Pavillion

Although the rain had stopped by Wednesday morning, the wind had disappeared and

sea fog rolled in over the marina. There was no way we intended to set sail in fog, and

we quickly decided that today was our chance to 'do Brighton.'

Once out of the marina area, it is about an half hour walk to the town. Alternatively,

you can take the Volks electric railway, the oldest in the world, past the nudists' beach

to the pier. A discreet shingle bank defends the modesty of the bathers (or the walkers)

along the designated stretch. It was strange how one gent. stategically positioned

himselfjust past the end of the bank, where everyone had to notice him reclining with a

book. Why he should choose to sun bathe in thick fog, naked or otherwise, eluded us.

We looked at all the usual places, the pier, the shops and the Lanes. Howver, the

highlight of our day was the Brighton Pavillion. Completed in 1822 for George IV, it is

an astonishing building. Its design is inspired from Indian achitecture and the interior is

decorated to Chinese tastes. It is totally out of place, a one-off. However, this very

uniqueness makes it so wonderful.

There was so much to see inside that we spent a long while there. One of the most

striking features was the banqueting room. There are few places which have taken my

breath away when I entered, but this was one. I didn't actually like it, but it was so

striking. In pride of place was the main chandelier. Made from silver and glass and

surmounted by an enormous silver dragon, it is over nine metres tall and weighs over a

ton.

Apparently, Queen Victoria did not enjoy this part of her royal inheritance, finding

Brighton far to crowded. She sold the Pavillion to the town, having first emptied it of

all its assets. Most of the last 150 years appear to have been spent getting them all

back again. Now, returned to its former splendour, it is a remarkable building.

In total contrast to the lavish excesses of the Pavillion were the homeless citizens

tucked in doorways and on park benches. Mostly young, their whole lives ahead, lying

slumped in damp sleeping bags, clutching a bottle or other stimulant. What a waste. I

don't know why their lives appeared to bring them to this cul de sac when they should

have had the opportunity to be on a road with endless turnings to lots of other

opportunities. I have no idea what we could do to change it, but I count us as very

fortunate to be able to enjoy the simple pleasure of exploring Britain in a Wayfarer,

one I suspect they will never share.

We hit the Asda salad bar again that night. We deemed it a good idea on a long cruise

as it would surely help prevent scurvy.



Brighton

The incredible Brighton Pavillion, enjoyed by George IV and
WilliamIV, but disposed of by Queen Victoria.

Ar ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~,

"Jack and JUP' wh stand besid the t Don Wy

te --

IL S X,* ,.
I~-l>t- 

I ~~~~~~"Jack and Jill'' who stand besidle the South Downs Way,
on tire chalk ridge above Brighton.

£~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
I~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
I~~
I~~ ._ 
I~ ~ , 
I~ ~ Fm 



Thursday August 10th, 2000. A day at the races

The forecast was for no fog today. Instead, the wind blew up and the forecast
suggested it could grow quite strong in the channel. We had a long sail ahead and
decided to wait a further day as the forecast was improving. in search of exercise we

studied the ordnance survey map for a good walk. A route emerged and we packed
our bags for the walk into town.

From Brighton railway station we caught a summer special bus up to the Devil's Dyke

on the South Downs. A modem pub sits on top of the hill here, and it is a popular
launch site for hang gliders. Inside the pub are old photographs of the area in Victorian

times when not just summer special buses, but steam trains and all sorts packed the
area with visitors. The dyke itself is a steep-sided dry valley in the chalk. The South

Downs Way follows beside it and continues along the chalk ridge toward Beachy

Head. We set off in that direction. There were good views out to sea and a strong
breeze but bright sunshine.

We stopped at Pyecombe church. It is a simple Norman building with much charm, and

an unusual lead font. The gate was peculiar, in that it revolved rather than swinging.

We pressed on along the trail to "Jack and Jill," two large windmills at Clayton which

dominate the skyline. Jack is a private house, but Jill is sometimes open - not today
though. We pressed on further, through more open chalk grassland until we reached
the Ditchling Beacon, an Iron Age hill fort with a very welcome Plastic Age ice cream

van.

Suitably refreshed, we left the South Downs Way and descended along fields and

through woods to the outskirts of Brighton. Weaving our way through some housing

estates, we eventually climbed back up on to the downs at Kemp Town, and found

ourselves on the race course. Fortunately, a steward was posted on the footpath to see
walkers over and we crossed just in time to see the 3.30 gallop past. It was the first

time I have ever been to a horse race. They do go fast.

From the races we descended once again, following a grassy spur which led us directly

to the marina and to tea. The forecast continued to improve, and we rested our feet

after the sixteen mile hike, planning our next day's sail. We needed a full tide west, and

that meant another 0500 start. We slept well after our walk.



Friday August 11 th, 2000. In which we are caught in the Looe

With a slight puff of wind at 0505, we raised the main and sailed out of Brighton
Marina. By 0530 we were rowing. To reach the Solent, we needed to make the tidal
window at Selsey Bill before the tide tumed against us. Being neaps, we had decided
to complete the first part of our day against the tide. This was fine had we had some
wind, but until 0900 we rowed almost continuously, some three and an half hours.

With the favourable tide came a light breeze which took us as far as Worthing before
fizzling out again. Rowing for a further forty five minutes we began to despair and plan
for altematives, as we no longer expected to make the Solent.

A gentle breeze appeared again and we slowly crept past Littlehampton and Arundel.
Bognor Regis came and went and we closed on the shore toward Pagham. The wind
picked up to force 3 and we tacked out toward the Looe Channel, the inshore route
around Selsey Bill. The eastem end is marked by the Mixon beacon and it stretches for
a mile and an half south southwest to a pair of buoys at the westem end. We reached
Mixon at 1530, just after low water, with a headwind from the south southwest.

A large cutter had arrived on the other side of the channel at the same time, sailing
fast. We took that as a sign we should make the passage. However, the yacht promptly
dropped all canvas and motored, very slowly, against the flooding tide. We tacked
several times and appeared to make no progress forward. Entering the Solent looked
impossible. After a few more tacks in the edge of the channel we had just cleared the
beacon and its surrounding rocks and we decided to try and have a go.

We tacked furiously, staying just outside the channel in the rough waters of the Malt
Owers. With a hand on the centre board in case we hit bottom, Anne tacked through
the shoal water then back to the edge of the channel. It took an hour and an half to
reach the other end of the channel. The overfalls at the westem end were becoming
quite large, and a fishing boat was anchored on the edge with lines streaming across
our track which meant we had to battle the tide even further. However, once clear of
the anglers we bore away and "Emma" squirted sideways toward the Selsey shore.

It had been a long fight, but we had made the Solent at last. We reached across
Bracklesliam Bay toward Chichester Harbour and entered past the wrecks at East
Pole. Heading for our intended anchorage at East 'Head a balloon took off from the
shore and flew so close to the water, the basket splashed in the waves before it rose
and drifted away inland.

As we pulled up on the sands at East Head, we lay alongside another Wayfarer, who
had just got their tent up. We soon recognised the smiling face of Rob Wagstaffe and
knew at once, that we must make no mistake erecting the tent which he had spent so
much time adapting to fit our old wooden boat. It was 1915. We had been sailing for
14 hours, our longest day. We chatted happily in good com any as the sun set.

August I th, 2000.
hours sailed 14.10
miles sailed 36.5
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Saturday August 12th, 2000. We are deemed a hazard to navigation.

Few days could better our cruise from Brighton. It had all the elements of a classic sail.
Endless tidal calculations and debate, rowing, sailing, fighting wind and tide in a

narrow channel, picking a route through the overfalls and a fantastic anchorage with

another cruising Wayfarer under a beautiful sunset.

Saturday dawned fine. We hung around chatting before finally setting off up the
harbour on the last of the flood. An endless stream of boats were motoring out. As we

left East Head, a Wayfarer appeared under motor, decked out as committee boat for

the local racing fleet. We managed to avoid the fleet and made our way past Itchenor

up to the Chichester Yacht Basin.

This establishment is run by the same firm as Brighton. However, in total contrast to

their friendly and helpful staff, Chichester were officious and unhelpfiul. They decided
we constituted a hazard to navigation as we had no engine and declined us permission

to enter under oars or paddle. They said we could stay outside on their waiting

pontoon, beside the exhausts and wash from cruisers waiting to enter. They offered to
tow us in for twice the daily rate. We declined, and walked over to Chichester Yacht

Club a short distance along the shore.

A more fiiendly and welcoming reception you could not imagine. The secretary gladly
invited us to stay overnight on their landing stage and gave us full use of their

impressive facilities. We had a lovely night and enjoyable meal at their bar.

The afternoon was spent fulfilling another of my ambitions, to visit Fishbourne Roman

Palace. I had read about, and seen pictures of the mosaics found here, but it was

indeed a privilege to see them for real. It was about an hour's very hot walk along the
harbour past Dell Quay to Fishbourne. We arrived just in time to catch a tour of the

site and the guide's insight was fascinating. He led us to see the geometric intricacies

of some designs and the mistakes, carefully concealed in others. The gardens were well
planned, following the original lay-out and recreating the species introduced at the
time. It is amazing to think that the whole site was only found by accident as a JCB

operator was laying a pipe. It is a magnificent example of British Roman history.

On our walk back along the harbour we were joined by a small flock of clouded yellow

butterflies. We rarely see these vivid insects on the east coast. A further treat stood in

the shallow muddy waters near Dell Quay, where we saw a pair of egrets. These
beautiful white herons are becoming more common around the coast since they first

bred in Poole. They are most elegant and their plumage really stands out.

Chichester Yacht Club was very busy that evening and we had a lovely meal in their
garden overlooking the harbour. It was reminiscent of the view from our club, looking

down the Orwell, but I have yet to see an egret there.

August 12th, 2000.
hours sailed 2.40
miles sailed 4.0
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Sunday August 13th, 2000. The Solent is a busyplace.

After a spell of good weather, today was more overcast and the outlook was less
promising. None the less, we set offjust before high water and made our way back

through the harbour, heading for the open waters of the Solent once more. Sunday is

traditionally a busy day for sailing, but we had expected nothing quite like this! Before

we left Chichester Harbour, we had to negotiate our way through seven separate
racing fleets. Crossing from Ramsgate to Calais seemed like child's play in comparison.

Once clear of the bar, crossing to the Isle of Wight was less busy, if a bit wet. A weak

sun shone on us for a while and we passed the No Man's Land fort, with its 'For Sale'

sign outside. We avoided the ferries, catermaran and hovercraft heading to and from

Ryde and Wootton Creek and explored Osbome Bay beneath Victoria's famous house.

Off the busy entrance to Cowes, the drizzle began. Adding to our discomfort, several

powerful motor cruisers sped around, apparently delighting in the wake they created.

Feeling rather cross about it all I promptly plotted the wrong bearing and sent Anne

back across the Solent in totally the wrong direction. Fortunately, we had calculated

the tides right, and it was slack water so no serious problems resulted.

We entered the Beaulieu River on the first of the flood as planned. It would have been

nice to stay on the island, but with the prospect of impending storms we had planned

to seek shelter at Buckler's Hard. As we sailed up the river past wooded banks, two

buzzards appeared and made their 'mewing' calls as they circled overhead.

By the time we tied up at Buckler's Hard, the rain was falling more heavily. We paid

for our most expensive night and exlored the historic ship-buiding village in the rain.
We had been sailing for three weeks now, and the forecast was indicating a period of

unsettled weather ahead.

We had no set destination, although Poole Harbour was in our minds. However, the

prospect of sailing into sustained heavy weather, with wind against tide held less

attraction for us. So, after some deliberation and consulting as many forecasts as we
could, it was decided to end our cruise here.

All that remained, was to find out how we could get home.

August 13th, 2000.
hours sailed 7.00
miles sailed 26.5
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Monday August 14th, 2000. Integrated transport

With the help of the staff at the boatyard, our journey home was planned and executed
with remarkable simplicity.

At 1000 we set off from the boatyard and walked through the woods along a lovely
path to Beaulieu Village. From here, as predicted, we caught the bus to Hythe. This
dropped us beside the pier where we caught an electric tram to the end and walked
straight onto the ferry.

The Hythe ferry dropped us in Southampton and we walked fron the quay to the
railway station, Anne reminiscing about her student days. Having bought our ticket, we
walked on to the platform and straight onto the London train which delivered us to
Waterloo Station in no time at all.

Underground to Liverpool Street. Main line to Ipswich. Bus to Tescos, and walk down
the hill to home.

It had taken three weeks to reach Buckler's Hard. We were home in less than seven
hours!

We loaded up the car and collected the trailer from the club then headed back to

Hampshire next morning. By lunchtime the boat had been recovered and we were

amazed to discover that she was covered in baby barnacles. The boatyard were
accommodating and charged us no more to recover and keep her in the boat park for a
few extra days.

We pitched camp in the New Forest, and had three good days' walking. It was a
welcome feeling to stretch our legs properly again, whilst we enjoyed the contrast in
wildlife and the totally different environment from the sea. The promised storms came

and went. We pitched our tent badly and it nearly filled up with water! Too much time
at sea, I suspect.



Recovery and the
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In Conclusion.

Over the three weeks we sailed 369 miles, give or take a few tacks. We had a
wonderful holiday, and it is a pleasure to reflect on it.

No one thing makes a holiday wonderful, it is a combination of experiences, some
planned and some unexpected. It gives great satisfaction to achieve what you set out to
do. However, being inflexible can lead to frustration and disappointment. We had
looked forward to sailing up the London River. But this time, the weather made tides
less favourable and we realised that that experience is waiting for another day.
Similarly, we should have liked to reach Poole Harbour or Weymouth, but it was not
to be on this cruise. Never mind, they are still there, and we can look forward to
visiting them in the future.

We visited some very pleasant ports. The harbours of Ramsgate and Rye were
charning. The nights spent on buoys in the Medway and Swale were memorable for
their sunsets. Even the marinas at Brighton and Eastboume had their good points.
Perhaps the best evening was at anchor in Chichester Harbour, close to another
cruising Wayfarer. At the end of a challenging day's sail, in company with like-minded
souls, the peace of the calm water and the calls of the birds made it seem just what
wayfaring is all about.

We were not alone. Beside Rob Wagstaffe, we met a host of people with whom we
shared experiences like the sailors from France and Belgium we met at Rye. Various
sailors, harbour masters and others helped us plan our routes. Local guides introduced
us to the secrets about the places where they lived.

Every day revealed a new insight into the wildlife of the places we visited from the
seals in the Thames to the egrets in the Solent. The lone shearwater gliding between
the waves over the Goodwin Sands was a lasting image. The clouded yellows were like
jewels adorning Fishbourne. The carpets of wild flowers on Beachy Head painted a
vivid picture.

The more we find out about our history, the more we seem to understand about who
we are and why things are the way they are. A few more pieces of the jigsaw fell into
place on this trip, some of which we should be pleased about, and others we must learn
from.

We challenged ourselves too. We put our sailing skills to the test. Anne's natural feel
for the tiller guided "Emma" through some rough seas and testing conditions. I had to
trust my navigation out of the sight of land. We both had to trust each other. That
confidence in the other's ability is what makes a team successful at any sport. We are
lucky to share that confidence, and have confidence in Ian Proctor's boat. It allows us
to just get on and do things without fuss. It was that which enabled us to cross
successfully to Calais and back, and enjoy the wonderful sense of achievement in
addition to all the other pleasurable experiences.

Most pleasing of all, is that we used nearly everything we took with us, with the
exception of the flares. I count that a real success. No excess baggage.


