
 1

 

 

Roach Sailing Association 
February 1999 Newsletter 

 

In this issue 
 

A note from the Chairman    Handicaps for First Race 1999 

Secretaries note      Triumphant goes West! 
A Freight to Maldon     Lady Hamilton is heading for the Sun 

First time Foreign 

 

 

A note from the Chairman 
 
Oh what a beautiful month! 
 
- the days are getting longer 
- the sap is rising 
- the bulbs are blooming 
- the birds are singing 
- so out with the wet and dry, the varnish brushes 
and  the antifouling! 
 
See you at the AGM at  the Alex on Sunday 21 Mar 

at 1930 hrs. 

 
Good health, good sailing and good company for 
1999. 
Lastly, my favourite quote (from HA Calahan 1948) 
which should tickle your sailing buds – 
 
“And when in brief moments of achievement he “gets 
her goin’”- when he feels his vessel take life and 
speed ahead with nearly perfect sails and nearly 
perfect trim and a nearly perfect hull - he comes 
pretty close to heaven”                                                                                         
                                                                                                
    Dai 

 
Handicaps for  First Race of 1999 
 

Boat 

 

Handicap Start Time  Boat Handicap  Start Time 

Lady Hamilton 107 1030  Memory 171 1000 

Tess 113 1030  Samphire 138 1000 

Halloween 120 1030  Stravaig 155 1000 

Blue Bird 124 1030  Swanti 188 1000 

Pint Pot 164 1000  Little Stint 139 1000 

Stormfageln 155 1000  Haze 162 1000 

Stortebecker 112 1030  Pudmuddle 181 1000 
 
New boats most welcome.  Come and enjoy yourselves this season.                                                Caroline 
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Income and Expenditure Account for Year 
ending 31st Dec 1998 

   

      

      

       Income      

 1998 £   1997 £  

      

Anual Subscription 236   299  

CHA Plaques 370.5   361  

Bank Interest 15.83   8  

Excess Inc/Exp for dinner (inc flowers) 28.62   68  

      

 650.95   736  

      

      

       Expenditure      

      

RYA Subscription 57   57  

CAYFE Subscription  0   0  

Printing and Stationery 3   3  

Postage 27.19   32  

Cup Insurance 52   51  

Cup Engraving 50   38  

Cup re silvering 129.26   0  

Crouch Harbour Authority (disks) 370.5   361  

Flowers 60   40  

Heritage Afloat - Donation 20   0  

Legal Fees - Lane research 75   0  

Research (Caroline Gibb) 0   31  

Written Off Burgees 0   32  

Testimonial 0   0  

Presentation to Chairman 0   60  

 843.95   705  

      

Excess of  Expenditure over Income -193     

Excess of Income over Expenditure  0   31  

      

Balance sheet as at 31st December 1998       

Assets      

Balance at Bank 31st Dec 637   830  

Stock of Burgees 0 637  0 830 

      

Accumulation      

Balance 1.1.97 830   799  

Excess Exp/Inc -193 637  31 830 

      

      

      

Signed ________________ Hon Treasurer    
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Secretaries note 
John Langrick 

 
My thanks to all the members for some more 
excellent articles, please keep them coming! 
 
You will see a packed series of events on the last 
page of this newsletter. Please come along and join 
us. If you want a crew on any of the races, or a berth 
on any of the cruises, then please let one of the 
committee know. That reminds me, we are all up for 
election at the AGM. The current committee is 
detailed below, let me know if you would like to stand 
for 1999. 
 

The current members are: 

Dai Williams - Chairman 

John Martin - President 

Caroline Gibb - Racing Officer 

John Langrick - Secretary & Treasurer 

 

 

 

Other members of the committee on your behalf 

are: 

Norman Bishop   Richard Bessey 

Richard Kirton  Mike Dallimore  

Michael Figg  Rodney Choppin 
 
A quick word of explanation with regards the 
financials.  
 
Three of the trophies were looking a little worse for 
wear and so we have had them re-silvered. These 
were the Seamanship Cup, Whitaker Cup and the 
Roach Plate.  
 
We also paid for some legal advice with regards 
issues of rights of way. Since then that advice has 
proved invaluable. The first was from Heritage 
Afloat, the second from a Barrister. Although the 
advice was volunteered, members of the committee 
thought the RSA should make a gesture of thanks in 
the form of a gift. If you would like more detail, 
please contact myself. 
 

 
_______________________________________________________________________________________________________
____

Triumphant goes west! 
Sheila and John Quilliam 
 
As you may know Sheila finished work at her 
job at the end of April 1997 - (She did give 
them 5 year’s notice that she was going 
sailing).  This happened to be the same day 
that the firm she was working for split up, she 
started working for them on the second day 
they were formed.  I am told that their splitting 
up on the same day was a coincidence but I 
will let you draw your own conclusions. 
 
I finished work at the end of May after 11 years 
at the same place - a record for me! But being 
in the fashion trade I thought 3 months notice 
was more than enough. 
 
We spent the next two months trying to get the 
boat finished as it was still out of the water.  
You may remember that June 1997 was very 
wet.  We spent a frustrating few weeks waiting 
for the weather to be dry enough to finish 
painting. 
 
We eventually launched on 16th July and after 
a very hectic last week we managed to leave 
Wallasea in Essex for the big trip.  Our first 
effort was 22 miles to Brightlingsea.  This was 
really our first shake down cruise and we were 

exhausted from the last minute efforts so this 
was far enough. 
 
We spent the next month heading down the 
English coast to Falmouth in Cornwall.  We 
stopped at Ramsgate,  Eastbourne - to say 
goodbye to Sheila’s mum in Bexhill,  
Weymouth - we spent nearly a week here 
doing still more jobs on the boat and 
Dartmouth - very pretty but the most expensive 
place we stopped at in 18 months (£30 per 
night in a marina with no facilities). 
 
We stayed a week in Falmouth doing final 
preparations and waiting for the right weather 
to cross the Bay of Biscay.  We were very 
nervous as this was the first long trip (440 mile 
3 - 5 days at sea) we had done on the boat 
with just the two of us and Biscay has a well 
earned reputation for rough weather. 
 
As it happened we were very lucky,  we had to 
motor for 2 days as it was flat calm and when 
the wind did arrive if was not too strong.  We 
saw our first dolphins on this leg and as you 
get further south, at night, the sky is much 
brighter and very clear,  full of stars. 
 
We completed the trip to La Coruña in North 
West Spain in 3 1/2 days - ahead of our 



 4

estimate.  We were now officially foreign and 
on our way at last!. 
 
We spent a few days recovering and 
celebrating at La Coruña then moved on to 
Bayona near Vigo, a beautiful bay surrounded 
by hills and conifer trees.  We were starting to 
make friends and meet quite a few other 
people on their boats who were going the same 
way to the  south as us. 
 
The next leg was down the Atlantic coast of 
Spain to Lexios in Portugal.  We had never 
been to Portugal before and very impressed 
with the people - very friendly and helpful and 
the price of most things were very cheap 
compared to the UK. 
 
After a trip on the bus to Porto (30 minutes 
away) to sample the port, we pushed on to 
Lisbon and Cascais - a holiday resort at the 
entrance to the River Tejo.  We stayed here for 
two weeks waiting for the remains of Hurricane 
Erika to go away as the next leg was 330 miles 
to Porto Santo -  a small island 30 miles north 
of Madeira. 
 
The trip from Cascais to Porto Santo was very 
pleasant but slow as there was very little wind.  
It took us 5 days of gentle sailing and rolling.  
We were in company with a Norwegian boat 
and a Dutch boat for the whole way.  The 
common language on the VHF radio was 
English - very useful for us!. 
 
We made landfall on the 5th day as the sun 
came up.  Porto Santo has a very high extinct 
volcano which we spotted from 30 miles out.  It 
was a nice feeling to be where we wanted to be 
after 5 days at sea even though we have GPS 
navigation which takes a lot of the uncertainty 
out of the navigation. 
 
We spent 2 very restful weeks here making a 
lot of new friends and meeting old ones.  If any 
of you visit the harbour on this island,  look for 
our painting on the harbour wall 
 
We then moved onto Madeira - Funchal 
Harbour.  Although we had had mixed reports 
about the harbour, we thoroughly enjoyed it.  
The island is beautiful,  full of flowers and 
shrubs and good walking for the enthusiast and 
non expert(us!). The harbour can have quite a 

large swell rolling in if the wind is in the wrong 
direction and we spent 2 or 3 days rolling 
heavily at anchor - sometime rolling our rails 
under - very uncomfortable but not unsafe. 
 
We stayed 18 days at Madeira before moving 
on 250 miles to Lanzarote in the Canary 
Islands.  We had arranged to meet some 
friends (Dan and Donna) there who were 
coming out from the UK and we wanted to be 
there before they arrived. 
 
We were delayed for a few days leaving with 
30 Knot + winds and when we did leave (in a 
flat calm) we had visions of another passage 
under power only.  The wind came up after a 
few hours and up went the sails.  We had a 
fast but bumpy sail after that as the wind and 
waves were on the beam. 
 
The plan was to arrive off Arricife (Spanish for 
Reef) at day break so that we could see our 
way into the harbour as the pilot stated that 
night entrances were not recommended, but as 
the breeze was so good we arrived off the 
north end of Lanzarote at 19:00 ( 2 1/2 days at 
sea) just the sun was going down.  We 
resigned ourselves to spending the night at sea 
heaved to, bobbing around. 
 
Just to the north of Lanzarote is a small island 
called Graciosa which we knew at lot of people 
were heading for as it has a reputation for 
being very quiet and a good place to “chill out”.  
On the off chance there might be someone 
there  we knew I called up on the radio and 
made contact with some New Zealand friends. 
 
They guided us into an unlit cove on the south 
side of Graciosa and invited us on board for 
supper - Pork chops and Roast potatoes.   This 
was extremely well received as we were tired 
and the boat was the usual mess down below 
after a bumpy passage. 
 
We spent the night there then continued onto 
to Arrecife,  arriving in the afternoon,  just too 
late to meet our friend at the airport.  We 
eventually tracked them down the following day 
and spent an enjoyable two weeks being 
tourists.  The really good news was that they 
had rented a 3 bedroom villa with 2 bathrooms, 
a swimming pool, a washing machine and a 
car.  Sheer luxury for us. 
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We spent 3 weeks in Lanzarote then moved on 
overnight to Gran Canaria - Las Palmas.  We 
arrived a day before the Atlantic Rally for 
Cruisers (ARC) were leaving and the place was 
“buzzing”.   There were 173 boats leaving to 
cross the Atlantic on the following day and the 
harbour had about 50 other boats like 
ourselves anchored there who were also going 
to cross the Atlantic within the next 4 weeks. 
 
We watched the ARC leave - quite a sight and 
after spending a few days provisioning and 
meeting more old and making new friends we 
sent off to Tenerife -  Santa Cruz to get fuel 
(cheapest place in any of the Canary islands) 
and then onto La Gomera - just South of 
Tenerife 
 
We spent a week on La Gomera, San 
Sebastian,  buying fresh fruit and vegetables 
for the crossing and generally getting ready for 
“the big one “.  The Island is very quiet and 
quite off the beaten track and a good plan to 
provision for fresh food.  Tinned food should be 
bought at  one of the other large islands as the 
choice here is limited. 
 
The next leg was 2,600 miles from the 
Canaries to Barbados.  We left on 6th 
December in company with out Swedish friends 
(Håken and Birgitta) on a 32 foot boat called 
“Courage”.  We knew we were too late leaving 
to be in Barbados for Christmas but were 
hopeful for making it for the New Year. 
 
The plan for the crossing was to go South 
West for about 860 miles until the North East 
trades start to become Easterly then go West 
until you hit land. (Well, it worked for 
Columbus!) 
 
The progress was slow at first and then the 
wind picked up to about 15 - 18 knots apparent 
from the stern .  Hot and sunny,  fishing lines 
out.  We got into the routine after a few days of 
eating supper and a “glass” of wine in the 
cockpit before sun set (some unbelievable 
sunsets!)  then we took it in turns to sleep for 3 
hours at a time through the night.  We would 
normally both be up during the day,  on watch 
or pottering or dozing,  all very hard work! 
 

We had a long range radio receiver on board 
(SSB) and could listen in on a lot of other 
yachts chatting to each other who were also 
crossing the Ocean.  We also were able to pick 
up daily weather forecasts from an amazing 
guy called Herb based in Canada who would 
be on every night talking to boats who could 
transmit and receive (we could only listen in).  
We probably saw about 6 other boats and 3 
ships in the whole crossing but you knew there 
were others out there. 
 
The Trade winds are quite steady in strength 
and direction in this area and at this time of 
year except for convection squalls which can 
last from 5 minutes to an hour and may contain 
heavy rain and very strong winds.  After a few 
frights at first (35 knots of wind with all the sail 
up doing 9 knots +) we got into the habit of 
trying to spot them before they spotted us,  
much less stressful.  At night it was more 
difficult as you can not always see them 
coming and this results in interrupted sleep to 
sort out everything on deck if you are caught 
out. 
 
On 15th of December Courage informed us 
over the VHF that they had suffered rig 
damage overnight.  One of their forestays with 
the Genoa and roller reefing on had broken off 
at the top of the mast.  They had recovered the 
gear but were now short of sail area and would 
be having trouble keeping  the speed up. 
 
We were 820 miles from La Gomera.  The 
nearest land to us was the Cape Verde Islands 
- About 350 miles away.  They decided that it 
was not too major a problem and that they 
could carry on.  We arranged to meet them in 
mid ocean to lend them one of our spare sails 
as, although there was a massive swell,  (20 
foot plus),  there was very little wind.  We 
motored  to the rendezvous and they blew up 
their rubber dingy and rowed across to us to 
pick up the sail.  - Quite a strange experience. 
 
On 19th December -  Day 14 of the passage,  
after 1200 miles we turned west to head for the 
south of Barbados - 1500 miles to still to run..  
A bit behind schedule but we were hopeful of 
stronger winds on the next leg. 
 
23rd December 1997 - Day 18,  925 miles to 
run.  The wind was light - about 10 - 15 knots 
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and the boat was steering itself. We were 
having supper in the cabin as it was raining 
(the first time on the passage we had to eat 
down below).  We had just finished eating 
when we heard a very load bang - like a gun 
going off.  We rushed up on deck and 
discovered both of our forestays had broken off 
at the masthead fitting. 
 
This was serious as the front of the mast was 
unsupported and could fall down at any time!.  
We managed to secure the mast with spare 
halyards and other rope and after a lot of 
trouble retrieved the sail and roller reefing gear 
which had fallen over the side.  By this time it 
was dark so we tidied up as best as we could 
and left the rest of the mess for the morning. 
 
The following morning we finished off securing 
the mast as best we could.  It was not going to 
be easy to mend this at sea as I would have 
had to go up the mast and the boat was now 
rolling quite badly as it was unbalanced with no 
sail at the front.  Also we had lent the largest of 
the  spare sail we could have used to Courage! 
 
We decided that if we went slowly and did not 
strain the rig we would be OK.  We had enough 
fuel for about 550 miles if necessary so worse 
case was that we would have to sail 400 miles 
to get within motoring range of Barbados,  the 
nearest land. 
 
Courage very kindly offered to slow down and 
stay with us even though this meant that they 
would roll very badly going as slow as us.  
They also had family to meet in Barbados so 
they had a deadline. 
 
The damage was a result of a fitting that may 
have been suitable for Coastal sailing but was 
not strong enough to take the constant wear 
and tear of Ocean sailing,  you live and learn.  
The most galling part about it was that the wind 
we had been waiting for to make good speed 
arrived the next day and we could not make 
use of it. 
 
25th December 1997 - Christmas day - Day 20, 
position 15.20.26N 46.13.67W - still 780 miles 
still to run!.  We had a bit of a party over the 
VHF with Courage and in the evening we 
listened into a number of boats (American, 
English, Australian, New Zealand, Austrian, 

Dutch and Canadian) having a party on the 
SSB, scattered over 1000 miles of ocean.  Our 
special treat for the day was Dundee Fruit cake 
with Whisky out of a tin and a Marks and 
Spencer tinned meal. 
 
31st December 1997 New Years Eve - We 
were 200 miles of landfall so would  miss the 
festivities ashore.  We decided that this was 
not acceptable and ended up seeing the New 
Year with Courage over the VHF.  As we could 
not agree which New Year to celebrate,  we 
decided to cover all bases and celebrate it 3 
times. Once for the Swedish New Year, then 1 
hour later the English New Year and finally the 
Caribbean New Year 5 hours later.  (Sheila 
also got chatted up over the radio by a passing 
Italian Container ship, they thought she was on 
her own!) 
 
2nd January 1998 Day 26 - landfall.  We saw 
the lights of Barbados during the night and 
arrived off the coast at daybreak.  We arrived 
in Deepwater bay Bridgetown at 09:00 and 
checked in with the authorities and then 
motored round to Carlisle Bay to anchor.  The 
place was packed with yachts who had made it 
for Christmas and New Year.  We were just 
pleased to have made it!  We went ashore to 
sample some well earned rum punches. 
 
We stayed 52 days in Barbados trying to get 
the damage repaired.  A very nice island and I 
can think of worse places to be stuck.  The 
down side was that we had to miss out on 
visiting Tobago and Trinidad for the carnival. 
 
We eventually left Barbados and headed for 
Union Island which is at the Southern end of 
the Grenadines.  We then spent 4 weeks 
cruising around the Grenadines,  visiting 
Tobago Quays (a group of very small 
uninhabited islands surrounded by a reef - 
excellent snorkelling),  Mayreau,  Canouan, 
and Bequia (pronounced Beckway) where I 
eventually got the damage repairs completed 
properly. 
 
It is now 17th of March and our time in the 
Caribbean is limited by the start of the 
Hurricane season.  We must be out of the area 
by  mid-May at the latest and there was still so 
much to see. 
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We set off from Bequia for Martinique but the 
wind was quite strong and in the wrong 
direction so we went into St Lucia - Rodney 
Bay lagoon.  We stayed here a few days then 
moved on to Martinique - very strange as it is 
French “county” (as in Normandy and Brittany) 
- French speaking with French francs and part 
of the EC!. 
 
We left after a few days and very good food for 
Dominica. Our original plan was to anchor at 
Rouseau in the south,  but after 40 Knot gusts 
coming off the mountains on the way in and a 
very uncomfortable and unsafe anchorage we 
moved during the night to Portsmouth in the 
North,  much better and prettier. 
 
We had been told that Dominica was poor and 
under developed and not “on “ the tourist track.  
Long may it remain.  The Island is beautiful,  
very green with large untouched rain forests 
and very friendly but poor people,  
unemployment was about 35% when we were 
there.  You can buy 4 Grapefruits for 20p. 
 
We stayed here for 2 weeks.  Sheila had an 
abscess on her tooth so we waited for it to go 
down a bit and started thinking about finding a 
dentist.  We left Dominica reluctantly and set 
off to spend one night at the Isle de Saintes - a 
group of islands to the south of Guadeloupe 
and one night at the north end of Guadeloupe 
(we were seriously behind schedule so had to 
keep going north).    We wanted to get to 
Antigua in time for the Classic sailing regatta 
and to get Sheila’s tooth sorted out. 
 
7th April 1998 - We arrived in Antigua and 
anchored in Falmouth harbour.  We had 
forgotten that it was Easter so a lot of things 
would be closed. We stayed here 3 weeks in 
the end,  We liked the island but it was quite 
expensive.  Sheila had her tooth taken out 
(£20),  we saw the Classic big boats sailing,  
attended two free rum parties on the beach 
and spent 2 weeks in English Harbour - 
Nelsons dock yard,  watching the scenery,  the 
French and the pelicans. 
 
We left Antigua for St Maartens,  half of the 
Island belongs to the Netherlands Antilles and 
the other half belong to France,  a very strange 
mixture but in practice you would never know 
which side of the island you are on.  This is a 

duty free Island and is good for stocking up for 
the Atlantic crossing.  We also discover that 
Courage were anchored in Simpsons Bay 
lagoon and had been waiting for us to arrive for 
5 weeks - how embarrassing,  but very good to 
see them again. 
 
We spent a week here provisioning and then 
set off for the Azores - Faial on 10th May 1998. 
Distance to run 2,200 miles. 
 
The plan to get there is that you go North or 
North east until the Easterly winds start to go 
Westerly or North westerly then you turn east 
and head for Europe.  If the Azores High is in 
place (this is the high that runs the entire 
Atlantic weather system south of 40 Degrees 
north),  you may also have to motor the last 
100 - 200 miles to the Azores as there may be 
no wind. 
 
The other problem we had with the weather 
when we were crossing was that there were a 
series of deep depressions leaving the US 
coast and travelling very fast across the 
Atlantic to Europe.  The plan was to try and 
stay south of these strong gales.  Herb again 
came into his own again and guided us across 
without hitting any gales. 
 
We had a pleasant and not too slow passage 
to the Azores taking us 21 days arriving on 2nd 
June 1998.  We had one squall of 40 knots 
lasting about 1 hour and stopped for 12 hours 
to wait for a gale to pass through the Azores 
just before we arrived.  We arrived at Horta 
with no problems, feeling quite rested.  It was 
just as well as the place was full of yachts 
passing through,  they have over 1000 boats 
per year visiting this Harbour 
 
We met so many people here we had met on 
the circuit and also made some new friends.  It 
was nice to be back in the Portuguese islands 
as well, so friendly and cheap. 
 
We stayed at Horta for 2 weeks (spot our 
painting on the marina wall if you go there) and 
then sailed on overnight to Terceira to a 
harbour called Angra.  This town is a world 
heritage site (the same as the Taj Mahal) and 
had a major earthquake about 18 years ago 
destroying about 70% of the town.  The town 
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has been rebuilt so well you cannot tell the old 
houses from the new. 
 
It was also fiesta week so lots were going on,  
Bull fights,  running bulls in the streets and in 
the harbour and processions in town every 
night.  This island does not have many visitors 
by  yacht or plane so the locals go out of their 
way to help you and make you feel at home. 
 
We stayed a week then set off for Ireland with 
Courage.  They had to be back in Sweden by 
the beginning of September so they wanted to 
push on.  We could have stayed for another 
week or two. 
 
The plan to get from the Azores to Ireland was 
to go North or North East until you are above 
the effect of the Azores high and have some 
wind then set course for your destination in 
Europe.  Once North of the high you should get 
Westerly or South Westerly winds. 
 
You are also coming back into Northern 
European weather systems so you can expect 
the weather to change more quickly and not be 
able to avoid it.  An additional hazard to be 
considered is the European Continental shelf 
where the depth of the water changes from 
4000 metres deep to 100 metres (underwater 
cliff).  This can cause very large steep, 
confused seas in rough weather. 
 
The passage from the Azores to Ireland was 
1200 miles and took us 12 days, again the 
weather was kind to us and we had no 
problems.     On 10 July , we arrived in 
Crookhaven (the South West corner of Ireland, 
near Mizzen Head) 4 hours ahead of a gale 
that we had heard forecast on the radio.   We 
were safely tied up to a mooring buoy and in 
the bar drinking Guinness when the gale 
arrived. 
 

We stayed in the South of Ireland for three 
weeks, visiting Schull and Kinsale, visiting 
friends living near Schull on the way.  We 
parted company with Courage after about 
9,000 miles in Crookhaven as they had to be 
home in Sweden before us - jobs were awaiting 
them. 
 
We left Kinsale for Falmouth on 30 July, an 
overnight passage of 150 miles.  Back in 
England, after just under a year.   Our plan was 
to get back to London in September. 
 
We decided to take our time on the way back, 
visiting places in the South West of England 
that we had missed out on the way down.    We 
visited Fowey, Newton Ferrers, Dartmouth (just 
anchored this time!), Exmouth, and then on to 
Eastbourne to see Sheila’s Mum. 
 
We were stuck in Eastbourne for 7 days with 
bad weather then pressed on to Ramsgate 
where we were stuck for 5 days with even 
worse weather (40 knots + in the harbour). 
 
We arrived back on our mooring in Essex in 
mid-September amid heavy rain and hail 
stones.   We stayed in Essex for a week or so, 
taking things off the boat and generally 
partying and putting off the final return home to 
the inevitable. 
 
We arrived back in Stanmore at the end of 
September.    We had rented the house out for 
a year to friends and were very pleased that it 
was in a better condition than when left it.     It 
didn’t take long for the house to get back to 
normal. 
 
We are both working - quite a culture shock. 
We seemed to have landed on our feet as both 
of us have better jobs than before we left.  This 
was always going to be a bit of a gamble giving 
up our jobs for a year!

 
 

 
A FREIGHT TO MALDON 
By Ron Watts 
 
Seeking a vaguely recalled piece of 
information, I recently browsed through a 
number of the books on my shelves.  
Riffling through the pages of 'The Last 

Sailorman' by Dick Durham (Terence Dalton Ltd 
1989) did not produce the snippet of information 
1 sought but did remind me of something that 
had completely escaped my memory.  This was 
that 'Cambria’, the last Thames barge to trade 
solely under sail, went up the Roach to 
Stambridge Mills with 150 tons of wheat in June 
1970.  This was almost certainly the last freight 
ever to go up the Roach under sail as 'Cambria' 
came out of service just a few months later in 
October 
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In her last few months ill- 'Cambria' took freights 
up the Colne to Colchester, up the Stour to 
Mistley and up the Orwell to Ipswich as well as 
up the Roach to Stambridge.  Thinking about 
that set me wondering when the Crouch above 
the Branklet saw a laden barge under sail for 
the last time.  There could, 1 suppose, have 
been 'seawalling' traffic undertaken by 
sailormen in the aftermath of the 1953 floods 
but other than that the obvious candidates for 
post-war involvement in sailing barge trade 
were the timber wharf at  Wallasea and 
Matthews mill at Battlesbridge.  Although I was 
then based on London River 1 sailed with 
friends from Fambridge a lot during the late 50's 
and the early 60's and have no recollection of 
ever seeing a trading barge under sail on the 
Crouch and obviously bound to or from either 
place.  Whilst on the face of things the timber 
wharf, entirely dependent on waterborne traffic, 
seems the most likely to have had continuing 
visits by sailing barges, in fact timber as a 
sailortman freight seemed to die out well before 
bagged and bulk cargoes such as cattlecake 
and grain went from the sailing barge scene so 
perhaps it was Battlesbridge that saw that last 
freight in the Crouch under sail. 1 do though 
wonder, because if memory serves me 
correctly, even in the 50's there was no formal 
fairway through the moorings at Fambridge to 
suggest any great degree of continuing 
waterbome commercial traffic to Battlesbridge 
of any kind.  Nevertheless, at least a trickle of 
commercial traffic must have continued as I 
have in my possession a newspaper clipping of 
January 1970 with a picture of the motor 
coaster 'Jubilation' having difficulty in getting 
away from Matthews mills because of ice in the 
river. 
 
'The Last Sailorman'is not, as might be inferred 
from the foregoing, a book about 'Cambria' but 
is a biography of Bob Roberts: seafarer, 
bargeman, author, journalist, musician etc, etc.  
Bob who was a good friend of mine from 1948 
until his unexpected and untimely death in 1982, 
was master of the 'Cambria' 1956-66 when she 
was under Everard’s ownership then owner as 
well as master from 1966 until her ultimate 
retirement from service in 1970.  It  was 'In 
October 1960 whilst the barge was still under 
Ererard's ownership that Bob contacted me to 
say  barge was loading out of a ship in the King 
Georve V dock in London and suggesting I 
might like the trip with them down to the 
Blackwater, the freight being destined for 
Greens Mills at Maldon. 
 
By the time 1 joined 'Catnbria' in the afternoon 
she was already loaded, the hatch covers were 

on and the last few chocks to secure the hatch 
cloths being knocked in.  As soon as squarng 
up on deck was complete we cast off and, with 
a westerly breeze, there was enough windage in 
the furled gear to give us steerage way down 
the dock.  This was a new experience for me as 
whenever I had been aboard before for a move 
within a dock it had been with a cadged tow 
from a dock tug or through use of muscle power 
on the dolly winch and 1 must confess to 
becoming increasingly worried as the closed 
road bridge and lock-gates came ever nearer.  
Just how were we going to bring something well 
in excess of 200 tons dead-weight to a stop in 
time?  With the closed road bridge seemingly 
yards --head Bob steered the barge parallel to 
and only a foot or two away from the quay wall, 
the mate jumped ashore with the end of a heavy 
warp, and this he surged round the quay 
bollards, moving forward from bollard to bollard 
until the barge came to rest just short of the 
bridge.  Whew! 
 
There was a short delay before the bridge 
opened.  A warp from a power capstan on the 
lock-side then plucked us forward into the lock.  
Another short delay, the lower lock gates 
opened, the topsail was set and we were on our 
way downstream with the ebb to help us. 
 
The light was fading by the time we were 
entering Sea Reach and, with the last of the 
daylight, Bob worked the barge inshore of the 
West Blyth buoy, the anchor was let go and the 
riding light lit and set. 
 
The dawn had yet to come when we turned out 
and got under way in a westerly breeze just 
after high water the following morning.  
However, as the daylight strengthened, 
gradually but steadily the wind veered.  It was, 
nevertheless, possible to hold the port tack all 
the way down the Swin but by the time we were 
approaching the Swin Spitway buoy a little 
before low water the wind had veered s6 far it 
was quite clear that it would be a peg to 
windward through the Spitway.  With a loaded 
draught of 8' or more it was obvious it would be 
some hours before there would be sufficient 
water for us risk the turn to windward through 
the Spitway: that time would have to wasted in 
some way.  Thus, it came as no surprise when 
'Cambria' was brought round on  to the 
starboard tack and we stretched away up the 
Whitaker Channel. 
 
The Sunken Buxey came and went, the Outer 
Crouch passed astern.  The flood was by now 
running very strongly yet still we held on.  
Shore, Ends, the Inner Crouch, the Branklet 
Spit.  The sheets had been eased for the reach 
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up the Whitaker Channel but by now they were 
being hardened in although we were, with the 
tide under us and giving that extra push to 
windward, able to hold up well into the Burnham 
fairway.  All good things do though come to an 
end and finally, the helm was put down, we 
came round on to the port tack and eased the 
sheets to go back down river. 
 
With two-thirds or more of the flood gone and 
the mudflats well covered we were once more 
at the Outer Crouch.  The barge was then put 
hard on the wind on the port tack to snake a 
long leg away down through the Raysand 
passing close to the North Buxey buoy and on 
towards the Knoll.  A hitch then back to the west 
before another tack to take us across the mouth 
of the Blackwater.  The ebb had by now set in 
and with the tide our enemy it was a long slow 
sail before Sales Point slipped astern and, with 
the daylight gone, the anchor could go down a 
little downstream. of The Stone. 
 
By the morning the wind was back in the 
southwest.  We let the flood tide run a good part 
of its course before getting under way as we 
needed as much water as possible for the final 
few miles up to Maldon.  At Heybridge a 
motorboat sent down from Maldon to help us up 
the last stretch, came alongside to enable a 
warp to be passed over and the gear was then 
stowed.  However, it quickly became apparent 
the motorboat was not sufficiently powerful to 
do more than hold the bow tip into the wind and 
it was only the tide that was giving us way 
forward over the ground.  Collier Reach, straight 
into the wind, crept by agonisingly slowly so it 
was with some relief the mooring warps went 
ashore at Greens Mills just a matter of minutes 
before the time of high water.  The 'Phoenician', 
a fast sailing barge in her time but by now a full-
blown motor-barge completely devoid of any 
gear except a derrick to enable the boat to be 
swung aboard, vacated the berth at Greens 
Mills as we crept up towards it, disappearing 
away downstream quickly with a white flurry of 
water under the transom, a haze of engine 
fumes in the air.  Bob looked but made no 
comment. 
 
This was not, admittedly, a freight for the 
Crouch but could this, 1 wonder, possibly have 
been the last time ever that the town of 
Bumham had the treat of the sight of a laden 
sailing barge under way? 
 
 

Lady Hamilton is Heading for the 
Sun 
Dennis Haggerty 

 

 
 
Lady Hamilton is a Shipman 28 and has been 
sailed from Paglesham by the joint owners 
Dennis Haggerty and Dan O’Herlihy for the last 
5 years. With a fine entry, fin keel and tall rig 
she is a quick boat in light weather. Her name is 
engraved three times on the Paglesham Pot, 
however this cup will be out of her grasp from 
now on as she is heading for the 
Mediterranean. Dan is buying out his partner in 
the boat and, after a major refit, will `sell up and 
sail’ by early summer.  
 
Dan spent three years as a live-aboard 1989-
’92 and has always wanted to return to the 
Mediterranean with all of the freedom offered by 
a life afloat. His first trip was in Allegro Three, a 
Heavenly Twins catamaran that had the 
advantage of being able to go through the 
canals. As a lone yachtsman Dan found the 
Catamaran offered excellent accommodation, 
but the abysmal sailing performance in light airs 
with only an outboard auxilary was a trial. 
Allegro Three’s current owner has recently 
arrived in the Caribbean, presumably it was not 
against the Force 2 winds that are so common 
in the Med, otherwise she would still be tacking 
off of Falmouth! 
 
Lady Hamilton has a draft of 5 feet which is a 
just a tad deep for the Canal De Midi, which 
would have been Dan’s preferred route, hence 
he will be “going round the outside” instead. 
Lady Hamilton, whist having safely undertaken 
several trips to the near continent and along the 
south coast, she can be a bit lively in a blow. 
She has to be reefed when Centaur owners are 
still waiting for enough breeze to make it worth 
sailing at all! So picking a settled spell of 
weather for a fast run South, or a lazy coast 
hop, from Cherbourg to Cadiz are the options. 
Each has its attractions and the luxury of 
months, rather than just a few weeks to cover 
the ground, makes each option as practical as 
they are appealing. 
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Fitting out a 70’s cruiser/racer to make her a 
practical live-aboard yacht for extended cruising 
should not be under estimated. Fortunately, 
having `lived the life’ before, Dan has a very 
clear idea of his requirements. To me however 
he appears to have designed the whole thing 
around the refrigerator for his beer!  
 
Currently in the Island Yacht Club boatyard at 
Canvey Point, by the time she is re-launched in 
May she will be sporting: 

• A short bow sprit to carry a large light winds 
headsail, with a much reduced furling 
working jib on the current forestay, 
effectively making her a cutter. 

• New heavier gauge lowers 

• “Goal posts” aft to support a bimini, a large 
solar panel and instruments. 

• Improved hatches and fastenings 

• Refrigerator, improved stowage and 
ventilation 

• Extra oversize cockpit drain 
• Redesigned and heavier bow roller with 

captive anchor stowage 

• Improved and beefed up engine mounts 

• The addition of a further 18% of ballast in 
the keel 

 
With this, plus all of the other work that 
inevitably has to done every year, Dan is having 
a far from restful winter lay up!  
 
Having thought long and hard about the engine, 
a perfectly reliable but vintage original 
equipment, 12hp Farymann diesel, the decision 
was to stick with it. As the engine is coupled to 
a Hydromarin (Swedish manufacturer long 
closed) hydraulic transmission, it would require 
a completely new installation at a cost that is 
equivalent to two years cruising expenses. 
Whilst barely giving adequate power against the 
spring ebb in the Crouch, in the tide free Med, 
the main requirement is the need to motor 
through calms. Hence, the simplicity of a gravity 
fed, splash lubricated, single cylinder diesel has 
its appeal. Indeed, with spares still readily 
available in the UK, the whole engine lends 
itself to easy DIY maintenance and repair - 
provided the boat is not beating off of Ushant at 
the time! 
 
Finally, what will the other half of the Lady 
Hamilton partnership duo when his ex-pride and 
joy disappears over the horizon? Sorry to say, 
no boat this year, as career and work location 
are too uncertain following company merger. 
Better wait to see what the new millennium 
brings. 
 

First Time Foreign 

Jon Walmsley 
 
In August last year, after an unsuccessful 
attempt in June, I sailed to Holland in Stravaig, 
a first for both of us. All times in the following 
account are BST. 
 
Preparation 
 
After a fairly active 1997 sailing season I made 
a resolution that in 1998 I would attempt to 
make a North Sea crossing. To prepare myself 
and obtain an International Certificate of 
Competence, I took a five day Coastal Skipper 
course in March on the Solent. This was my first 
formal sailing instruction and it was comforting 
to know that my habits weren’t too bizarre. I 
next turned my attention to Stravaig fitting her 
with an additional fuel tank, (to give  a 24 hour + 
range), a radar reflector and a two piece acrylic 
hatch slide with mountings for GPS and VHF, 
(this also enabled me to see the depth sounder 
with the slide in place). I also registered 
Stravaig on the Small Ship’s Register. 
 
I then needed to plan my passage. After 
chatting to Eric and looking at some pilots on 
board Meris, (many thanks for the loan of the 
book Eric), I decided on Harwich as my 
departure point and Blankenberg, (no 
commercial traffic),  as my first continental port 
of call, a distance of 85 miles. The two main 
publications I used for the trip were North Sea 
Passage Pilot and Imray C30. 
 
First Attempt 
 
Saturday June 20 
Left Paglesham 0930 (HW). Light westerly 
winds saw Stravaig motoring up the Orwell. I 
arrived at Suffolk Yacht Harbour, (SYH), at 
1715, too late to top up my fuel tanks, (shuts at 
1700). Hearty dinner in the lightship. 
 
Sunday June 21 
Filled up with fuel and went for a walk around 
the lake. Left SYH 1200, (HW+2), WSW F3-4, 
cleared Cork Sand 1315 and then steered 130 
degrees, a track that would take me to the West 
Hinder some 50 miles away. With full main and 
genoa, Stravaig was averaging over four knots 
in lumpy seas. The platform at Roughs, the 
hooting Sunk Light Vessel and the North 
Cardinal at Long Sand Head passed astern 
during the next three hours. There would now 
be no further visible aids to navigation until 
West Hinder, 39 miles away. The wind 
freshened to F5, I clipped on and changed the 
genoa for the working jib. It was noticeably 
rougher so I put my waterproofs on. 
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After a dinner of KitKat and chocolate milk I was 
awoken from my catnap by flogging sails and 
what sounded like someone shouting “Help”. I 
called back but there was no response, nor 
could I see anything in the water. After a few 
minutes searching for the MOB, I realised that it 
was the Autohelm, which had stopped working  
and was making a strange noise. The Autohelm 
was dead, I was seven hours into a 24 hour 
passage with the night and two traffic 
separation schemes ahead of me. If I were 
unable to fix the Autohelm on the Continent I 
would also be faced with having to steer all the 
way back home.  
 
There was no other option than to return to the 
Orwell. I now had Stravaig hard on the wind, 
having to balance speed against making the 
reciprocal course. After two hours I dropped the 
jib and motorsailed, making 3.5 knots. It was 
getting quite choppy and I was starting to get 
wet. The last 3 hours were the worst, fighting 
the wind and tide into the Orwell. My eyes were 
smarting so much with the salt that I had 
difficulty seeing the lights that mark the northern 
tip of Cork Sand. I eventually anchored in the 
Orwell at 0315. I was about to put an anchor 
light up, when I realised dawn was breaking. 
Stravaig had logged sixty one miles in fifteen 
hours.  
 
Monday 22 June 
I was relieved that my lips, which had swollen in 
the salt spray the night before, had returned to 
their normal size. Big stew for brunch before 
setting off for home at 1630 ,(HW+5). Another 
rough trip, SW F6, with the wind against me. I 
made it to the Swin in six  tacks only to fall into 
a big hole in confused seas, which had Stravaig 
on her side and emptied the port cabin lockers. 
Anchored in Quay Reach 0130, thirty nine miles 
logged. 
 
Success  
One new autohelm drive motor, (£20), later and 
I was ready to go again. For weeks I waited for 
a spell of settled weather until the beginning of 
August when a high was forecast that would 
remain for several days at least. 
 
Wednesday 5 August 
Easy trip to SYH, seven and a half hours in 
glorious sunshine and fair winds, on which Tess 
passed me as I sailed out to the Spitway. I 
berthed at 1730 next to Oberon, (see Round & 
Round Part Two RSA Newsletter September 
‘98), just back from a 3 month cruise on which it 
had rained nearly every day.  
 
Thursday 6 August 

Departed SYH 1100 to catch the first of the ebb, 
S F3-4. I was unable to make the course from 
Cork Sand to West Hinder, being constantly 
pushed north of my required track. However the 
forecast was for the wind to veer. Over the next 
few hours the wind increased to SWF6. I slowly 
clawed my way back up to the track making four 
knots and shipping lots of green stuff. Finally, at 
dusk, I was able to turn and put the wind on my 
beam. Stravaig was now making up to seven 
knots as she slid down the waves under plain 
sail and someone was still chucking buckets of 
water at me! 
 
Friday 7 August 
By 0130 I had cleared the shipping lanes and 
turned due east towards Blankenberg. Stravaig 
was now surfing along at six knots with the wind 
on her port quarter. I was having trouble 
stopping her jibing as she skidded this way and 
that down each wave. I dropped the main and 
let the Autohelm take over. Stravaig was still 
tramping along at nearly five knots. The relative 
tranquillity and release from helming made me 
realise that I was wet through to the skin, very 
tired and hungry. I went below changed my 
clothes and ate a tin of cold rice pudding, (I 
didn’t even use a bowl!). When I next emerged 
dawn had broken, the wind had eased and I 
could see the Belgian coast. I  did not want to 
arrive at the Marina until the flood tide was well 
underway, as the entrance is only dredged to 
one metre (MLWS). I eventually entered at 
1000, (HW-3), turning to starboard into the 
yacht haven, having logged eighty seven miles 
in twenty three hours. The harbour master 
confirmed that it had been gusting F7 in the 
night. I had a shower, converted Stravaig into  a 
clothes airer and caught a tram to Zebrugge to 
see what the entrance there was like. In the 
evening I was entertained by the Belgian 
equivalent of the Radio 1 Roadshow.  
 
Saturday 8 August 
Left Blankenberg 1100, too early for a fair tide 
up the coast, but it was getting too hot to stay in 
the marina. Motorsailed, (making use of my 
recently acquired cone), to Breskens arriving 
1430. Issued a berth by a man on a bicycle. The 
Fair was in town. As the sun went down behind 
the Ferris Wheel it bathed Stravaig in a violent 
strobe light. Pumping pop music kept me awake 
until the small hours. Not the most romantic of 
berths. 
 
Sunday 9 August 
Took the ferry to the Festival of Sail in  
Vlissingen and went for a sail around the 
estuary on Marinus, a one hundred foot dutch 
sailing barge built in 1901, in company with 
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other historic vessels. Superb firework display 
and laser light show in Breskens that evening. 
 
Monday 10 August 
Planned to depart at 0300 for the Orwell in 
order to clear the shipping lanes in daylight, but 
the Autohelm would not work when I plugged it 
in. Spent the day drying it out and finally left at 
1500, (HW+1). Due to light westerly winds, I 
motored forty miles to the point where  I could 
turn to cross the traffic separation schemes 
which I cleared by dawn.  
 
Tuesday 11 August 
The fickle wind died so I spent most of the day 
motorsailing with the mainsail slatting. Due to 
the noise of the engine, I sat on the foredeck to 
read my book. I was disturbed from the 
biography of Francis Chichester by a voice 
hailing Stravaig. Astern of me was the Customs 
Cutter Lynx. I was duly boarded, by one officer, 
who stuck his head below and asked a few 
questions before departing. I returned to my 
book and eventually picked up a mooring off 
Suffolk Yacht Harbour at 1730 having logged 
one hundred and sixteen miles over the last 
twenty six and one half hours. 
 
Wednesday 12 August 
Left the Orwell at 0830 on the last of the ebb, 
WF4. It blew up to WF5-6 after the Spitway, 
making the beat into the Crouch rather 
unpleasant. Back at the mooring 1730, glad to 
see the dinghy was still there. I vowed, 
(subsequently broken), not to venture further 
than North Fambridge for the rest of the 
season. 

 

That was the year that was! 
John Langrick 
 
It blew and it blew and it blew!  
 
The first Pyefleet weekend was diverted to 
Stambridge, the Fambridge meet was cancelled 
for boats and we had to go by car – what a 
summer.  
 
We had a new event last year, the Blackwater 
Rally, and still it blew. Stortebecker, Stravaig, 
Ruth and Swanti had to shelter in Pyefleet 
Creek for the first three days, but had some 
excellent kite flying off the Stone. 
 
We spent a further night anchoring South of 
Osea Island  where, in the night, the wind went 
Southerly and threatened to strand us all, but 
anchors held! 
 

Incidentally, the Stone Yacht Club very kindly let 
us use their shower facilities, a big thanks for 
the welcome. 
 
We eventually got as far as Heybridge Basin 
and for one day we had calm. This gave us the 
opportunuity to play ‘Swallows and Amazons’ up 
the canal to go shopping. 
 
We all returned to Paglesham safe and sound, 
but very wind-swept.  
 
I need a new mainsail, the leach has been 
damaged beyond repair, but  the rest of the fleet 
had no damage at all. 
 
We do it all again in August so perhaps we will 
see you there? 
 
My apologies to the Hostlers and yacht 
Itskintus. I had said that we would all meet up in 
Pyefleet at the end of the week. As it was we 
were all ‘blown out’ by the Friday and had 
returned to Pag. 
 
Let’s hope for a great 1999 season. 
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Roach Sailing Association 

1999 Sailing Programme 

 

 

“All In” Start times: Boats with handicap 124 and above 1000hrs  

                                   Boats with handicap 123 and below 1030hrs 

For Open Boat Start Times see below. 
 

Date   Event        Tide (Burnham)  
21 March          AGM at the Alexandra Yacht Club, 1930hrs start. 

 

23 May   Paglesham Pot                                                                                HW 1955  

 

29-30 May        OGA Crouch Rally 

 

 6 Jun      Whitaker Cup          HW 1758 

 

12-19 Jun          East Coast Classics                                                               

 

 4 Jul               Blue Shoal Trophy  (Jack H Coote)          HW 1650  

 

11 Jul                Paglesham Yacht Race (Open Boats) Start time 1030hrs  HW 1134  

 

17/18 Jul OGA East Coast Race  

 

31 Jul/ 1 Aug Pyefleet Weekend and start of Blackwater Rally 

 

2-6 Aug RSA & Dauntless Blackwater Rally 

 

14 Aug   Cruise to Fambridge       HW 1525  

 

15 Aug   Race Fambridge to Branklet Spit     HW 1600  

 

22 Aug   Frank Shuttlewood Cup       HW 0925  

 

28Aug - 4 Sep   Burnham Week 

 

5 Sep   RNLI Race        HW 2110 

 

11 Sep   Lifeboat Cup (Open Boats)      HW 1428  

                          Start time 1330 hrs  NB this is a Saturday Race 

11/12 Sep Dauntless Association Paglesham Rally 

 

19 Sep   Gracilda Cup (Ladies' Race)      HW 1949 

 

25-26 Sep  Pyefleet Weekend 2                                HW  1318  

 

3 Oct   Roach Plate        HW 1933 

 

16 Oct   Laying-up Supper (RCYC) 


