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Chairman’s Report 
Mike Green 
Despite the good weather albeit rather breezy, during my 4 day 
stint on the 395 Ovni in the marina at the Southampton 
Boatshow it was apparent that the Equinox will soon be with us. 
With it the winter layup in, for the majority of the cruising 
yachts the Carter & Ward Yard in Rochford. I look forward to 
our winter weekend tea breaks and the help and advice 
available from the breadth of experience of our cruising 
members. Australian John with his recent Jester Challenge 
double Atlantic crossing in Glayva , Peter's high quality 
woodworking knowledge and John L's wooden boat restoring 
experience. Jon W will also be renovating his recent purchase 
of a Wharram Tiki wooden catamaran plus all the usual lay up 
tasks. 
  
My sailing season has been notable for two trips, the 
Gentlemen’s Cruise, more of that later in the newsletter, and the 
Lagoon 440 catamaran delivery voyage from Lorient, Brittany 
to Torquay, Devon,. She was going to be Wallasea, Essex but 
the owner called a halt. What luxury, an ensuite cabin each for 
John L. Jon W. and I plus an owners cabin and inside, out of the 
wind and rain, a helming station. Needless to say we motored 
most of the 250 odd miles, quite usual on a delivery trip. 
  

As Chairman I think it right that I pay tribute to our highly 
motivated committee, they are the powersource that drives the 
RSA, a lot of work goes on behind the scene that makes our 
Association what it is and it is the committee that is responsible. 
Take a bow all of you with my thanks. 
.  

 

 
Sailing KIDESISLES back across the Channel 

  
 I look forward to meeting with you at the Laying Up Dinner at 
Brandy Hole on the 9th of October, it is a little earlier this year 
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but I hope you can make it in goodly numbers for what is one of 
our highlights with the racing  trophy awards being presented. 
  
Finally, I would like to welcome the following new members: 
Firstly David Hanchet who has been made an 
honoury member for his participation in the Gentlemen’s 
Cruises and his amusing write up of our Blackwater expedition.  
 
Also  
John Aplin with his Southerly ZIG ZAG 
Freddy Clayton with CENTURION 
Dave Edmunds with his Westerly QUINTILLA 
Gary O’Neil with KITTIWAKE 
Jim and Barbara Thomas with their Colvic CORAL 
 

Laying up Supper   
As usual, the laying up supper will be at the Brandy Hole Yacht 
Club this year on Sat 9th October. We suggest meeting at 7-
.7.30pm 
 
The rate for the meal is £16 per person and details of the menu 
are as follows: 

-o0o- 
A. Vegetable Soup 

B. Melon  
C. Prawn Cocktail   

-o0o- 
1. Roast Lamb  

2. Cod and chips 
3. Vegetarian Lasagna  

-o0o 
A. Cheese and biscuits  

B. Apple pie and custard 
C. Fruit salad  

-o0o- 
Tea or Coffee 

 
Richard has kindly again agreed to take the reservations for this 
and cheques should be sent to him and payable to the Roach 
Sailing Association at the address below. Please note we will 
need to know your menu options.  
 
For example, I will be ordering prawn cocktail, cod and cheese 
and buiscuits and hence my request would be C, 2, A 
 
Richard Bessey, 2 Research Cottages, Paglesham, Rochford 
SS4 2DS 

--o0o-- 

Racing Update 
Richard Bessey 
We ran a six race dinghy series this year. Despite some 
challenging weather and the odd postponement, 11 boats 
took part, and three of the races had 8 boats competing. 
 NEMO (Paul Turner) has won the series on points, and 
three other boats also have silver to collect. 

 
The ‘after race’ raft up with ZELIA, deciding the winner! 

 
At time of going to press, there are still two races to run in the 
Cruiser series. ULABELLA is leading with 12 points, but 
AEGIR has two wins and is the one to watch! 
With 14 races this season, I was not always able to be there and 
I’m grateful to Ken and John for filling in as occasional race 
officer. We have also had a safety boat at all the dinghy races, 
so thanks for all the volunteers. If anyone would be interested in 
getting involved in managing the races, please let the committee 
know. 

--o0o-- 
 

Bosun’s Corner 
John Langrick 
Much is the same at the yard at Paglesham and also at Carters, 
but please note that the charges at Carters Yard have risen 10% 
this year. We are also being charged for storing cradles and I 
have negotiated a charge for half the year as for the other half 
our boats are using them! The total fee is £500 which will be 
split among those who have cradles, but the better news is that 
there may be more of us with cradles next year, so this price 
should come down for 2011.  

 

 
THE RSA stand at the 2010 Paglesham show 

 
Many will know that I am restoring a Dauntless in Carters Yard  
where there was a second Dauntless in poor shape. Earlier this 
year Jon and I cut her up as we did not want to pay storage, but 
salvaged the bow section, which is now installed as a shelter 
(feature) on Gordon’s patch. We have had lots of complements 
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from locals and it will give us great shelter when we start the 
next stage of the replacement jetty. See future e-mails for 
working parties on this.  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Two ‘old codgers’ take a rest! 

 
Jonathan has joined us back at Carters with his catamaran 
around which he is having a scaffold shed built, so this year we 
will have a nice dry tea hut! 
 
I have not used my boats much this year and have been crewing 
with others. My first trip was to Lorient in Brittany with 
Jonathan and Graham Pelling, but the customs were not clear 
on the boat (Lagoon 440 catamaran) and we had to use the time 
getting used to sailing the boat and visiting the local submarine 
pens for which Lorient is famous. 
 

 
KIKIDESISLES having her props checked while dried out in 

Lorient marina. 
 
On a second attempt, this time with Jonathan and Mike Green, 
we brought her back to Torquay. 
 

 
Jonathan and Graham in the ‘lounge’ on KIKIDESISLES 

 
My third trip was with Shaun to bring Destaye from Carnarvon 
to the Helford river and Gweek Creek, a very enjoyable 
although sometimes exhilarating journey.  
 
I really have decided to sell IMOTHES this Winter, I simply 
have not used her, so if anyone is interested…. and I will 
concentrate on SWANTI and my sailing dinghy.… 
 
Laying up will normally commences in November and I will 
start sending out details soon, if any want to lay up earlier then 
please let me know 

--o0o-- 
 

Ship’s Log – SEAJAY 
Christopher Nobel - 2010 winner of the Aeron Lewis 
Sambuca cup for the best log of 2010. 
 
Don MacDowell Cup – 15/8/10       Average speed – 6 knots                                                    
Skipper: Stephen Noble; Crew (Chief Dish Scrubber): 
Christopher Noble         
 
9.45 Left pontoon at North Fambridge, wind North Easterly, 
Force 5.  
 
9.50 Fenders and Warps frantically stowed away down fore 
hatch, annoying man in yellow boat kept counting out time. 
Rigged Headsail, Staysail, Mainsail, and Mizzensail. 
 
10.00 Start time. Wind North Easterly, Force 5 (no change). 
Problem with Staysail (Didn’t want to stay up). Problem with 
Halyard, Staysail taken down. SUSIE in front. Soon caught up. 
Closely followed by MOONDANCER. 
 
10.15 Landsend point passed. Several heavy gusts from North 
East ensue, Force 6+. Majority of other yachts left in the 
distance. Exception of MOONDANCER who begins to catch. 
 
10.30 MOONDANCER overhaul us at port in Easter Reach 
(where was the bunny?) Unable to lay Black Point, forced to 
tack. MOONDANCER tacks shortly after.  
 
10.45 Tack back into Cliff Reach, wind North Easterly 5-6 (no 
change), gusting to 7. MOONDANCER around 100 metres 
ahead, unable to close but chase kept up. 
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11.00 Entered Burnham moorings, slack tide, wind North 
Easterly force 5-6, several short gusts. Distance between 
SEAJAY and MOONDANCER begins to close.  
 
11.07 Exit moorings, ease sheets, continue to close on 
MOONDANCER. MOONDANCER passed at Horse buoy. 
MOONDANCER continues to chase. 
 
11.15 Round Branklet spit buoy. MOONDANCER finishes 1 
minute behind. Wind North Easterly, Force 5. Head back to 
mooring. 
 
11.30 Arrival at mooring. Coffee and Pork pie. Wind North 
Easterly, Force 5. 

--o0o— 
 

Paglesham Gentlemen’s Summer 
Cruise 2010 
David Hanchett 
 
The Dates  Sunday 25th July – Sunday 31st July 
 
The Boats and Personnel 
 “ HALLOWE’EN”     –   Rodney Choppin – Skipper 
                                  John Whittingham – Navigator 
                                  Robin Slater  - crew       
“ MARSHMALLOW”  –    Ivor Jones – Skipper 

                  David Hanchet - Crew ( trainee grade) “ 
VERLOCITY “          -     Mike Green- Co-Skipper 
                                   Stewart Green- Co-Skipper 
 

 
The crew(s) 

 
Appointments Titles and Positions 
 Rodney Choppin,  Esq – Fleet Commodore and RSA    
                                         immediate past Chairman 
 Michael Green Esq,        RSA Chairman and Master of Wines 
 John Whittingham          Navigator/Charts and 2-I-C 

        “HALLOWE’EN” 
 Ivor Jones                       Fuel Advisor and Keeper of the “Iron  
                                        Topsail” 
 Robin Slater                   Senior Crew Member and Historic 
                                        Ships Advisor 
 Stewart Green                Deputy Hon. Honourable Purser to the  
                                        Fleet 

 David Hanchet               Hon. Honourable ( quite ) Purser to the 
                                        Fleet and  O-i-C Log ( press ganged ) 
 
Definitions 
 “ Gentlemen “   term used loosely to indicate to wives etc that 
no non-males will be present and to indicate that as average age 
is about  63 years ( thank you Stewart otherwise it would be 66) 
early starts will be avoided,  meals will be three course and 
wines will be fine ( ie as selected or approved by Master of 
Wines ). 
 
 “ The Lt- Commander Len Choppin Supper “ -  meal aboard 
HALLOWE’EN on first Sunday involving Loyal and other 
toasts ( numerous ) 
 
 “ The Paglesham Pie “  - traditional savoury meat pie made by 
Annie to grace the table at the  first Sunday Supper ( see also 
The Lt-Commander Len Choppin Supper ) 
 
 “ The North Fambridge Toast to Comradeship” – initiated in 
honour of the late George “ Bunny “ Jago,  Past President OGA 
and Elder Gaffer. 
 
 “  The VERLOCITY Evening”  meal/drinks aboard Mike and 
Stewarts’ 
boat,  involving Italian inspired dish cooked by Stewart. 
 
 “ The Fry Up” – last night meal to use up all rations and 
involving John’s expert use of frying pan 
 
The Cruise 
Warning!  If you enjoy technical stuff with wind speeds,  tide 
times and visibility descriptions – Look away now. 
 
Sunday 25th July 
( note:   VERLOCITY had left Paglesham the previous day and 
was due to meet up with the main fleet at Pyefleet on Sunday 
evening ).   The morning was spent loading up the other two 
boats with further rations and crew members,  and we sailed 
from Paglesham with the tide at 1300 hours.   
 
The wind was light but constant and we made good progress 
arriving at the Colne’s Pyefleet Channel around 1600hours.  “ 
MARSHMALLOW” lay alongside “ HALLOWE’EN”,    
“VERLOCITY “ arriving about 1830 hours in time for the “Lt- 
Commander Choppin Supper “ aboard “ HALLOWE’EN” ( see 
definitions ).  Drinks followed by “ Paglesham Pie” ( which 
seems to get better each year – thank you Annie  ) and Cornish 
Yarg cheese.  Somehow we managed to drink “ 
HALLOWE’EN’s” port decanter,  reserve port decanter and 
spare bottle all dry making the toasts.  But then,  there were a 
lot of toasts. 
 
The spirit and memory of the original owner and of Frank 
Shuttlewood ( her builder ) seemed very much alive in the 
saloon that evening as we sat yarning in the soft light of the 
cabin,  remembering fondly days gone by and anticipating with 
relish the forth coming 6 days which now stretched ahead of us. 
 
Somehow,   very late that night the crew of 
“MARSHMALLOW” managed to move her away from “ 
HALLOWE’EN” to her own anchorage,  without incident. 
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Monday 26th July 
Sailing duties were light in the morning as we made our way to 
Rowhedge for lunch at “ The Anchor”.  Arthur Cock’s famous 
sausage was on offer ( of West Mersea fame) and after the 
Honorary Honourable Purser had been elected ( in his absence 
at the bar ) his first duty was to order 7 of these mighty 
creations,  each slapped in a huffa.  Then,  in what was later 
described by the Fleet Commodore as a “ double honour”,   the 
Honorary Honourable Purser was further elected as “Officer in 
Charge of the Log”  whilst he was at the bar paying for the 
sausage huffas.  There was little time for him to reflect on this 
double vote of confidence and whether these good Essex boys 
were just being kind to him because he came from Bristol, since 
the boats needed to leave the Rowhedge Quay whilst there was 
still some water to get down river and sail to Brightlingsea. 
 
Two years ago we had sat on the pontoons at Brightlingsea in 
the rain and with such heavy winds that we were port bound 
there for two days.  That evening it was warm and dry as we 
caught the water taxi service to the Colne Yacht Club and hence 
“ The Yachtsman “.  Changes ( not necessarily for the better ) 
had taken place at “ The Yachtsman”.  Where were all those 
interesting old photographs of the ferrymen’s’ races and what 
had happened to the comfortable chairs ? 
 
Luckily the Indian Restaurant round the corner still continued 
to offer a splendid dinner,  and the Yacht Club showers were 
still hot and free to visiting yachtsmen. 
The water taxi service to and from the pontoons was a bonus as 
“Halowe’en’s” main tender had been left in Paglesham in 
favour of a rubber dinghy courtesy of Robin’s boat “ Our Boy “ 
( for more details of which see entry for Wednesday 28th ).  
The taxi man got quite used to us and would announce “ You’re 
the Gentlemen of Paglesham”.  Fame at last! 
 
Tuesday 27th 
We set off from Brightlingsea intending to go to Heybridge 
Basin,  but as calls were made to enquire about moorings it 
became clear that there was some sort of rally in the basin,  and 
so we re-grouped in favour of Bradwell. 
 
Bradwell was a convenient and pleasant marina and ,  as well as 
using “ the facilities” we enjoyed looking around at the back of 
the boatyard finding some older boats,  now sadly probably 
beyond repair ( “ Muldonich” in particular captured the hearts 
of some,  and gave others a nasty feeling in the back pocket.  
Subsequent investigations by the Historic Ships Advisor 
suggest that she is the same yawl built in 1930 at Oban to the 
lines taken off the Albert Strange designed “ Venture” built by 
A Wooden of Oulton Broad some 10 years earlier,  and featured 
in CB No 237 March 2008,  page 37 ).  And,  anyway,   the pub 
( The Green Man ) is only a short walk from the pontoons and 
served good ale and better than average pub food.  When we 
came out we saw that it had rained very heavily,  but the 
combination of the ale and the prospect that it was only a short 
walk back to the boats encouraged us back to our bunks. 
 
Wednesday 28th 
Robin and Toby Slater had kindly made arrangements for us to 
view “ Our Boy” their Brixham trawler which is undergoing 
restoration at the yard in Maylandsea marina.  To achieve this it 

was decided that we would all go ashore in “HALLOWE’EN”,  
as with her plate up,   she drew least.  All of this was achieved 
with precision,  and with the help of Toby waiting on the 
pontoon at Maylandsea to bring us along side and take ropes. 
 
Maylandsea was busy and bright with dinghy sailing and 
general activity.  Sadly,  there were reminders of the damage 
caused by “ The Fire” of 2008  and several wooden boats sat 
outside the main shed showing all the signs of an inevitable 
future ( or rather lack of it ).  Inspecting “ OUR BOY” is,  as we 
saw on the Cruise of 2008,  an uplifting and inspiring event – 
not least because it demonstrates how the dedication of a father 
and son team can turn about the fate of one of Brixham’s finest. 
(  “Our Boy” was built as a 54 foot ketch in 1933 by JW and A 
Upham of Brixham and as  “REGARD” went on many exciting 
voyages with one of her previous owners - Lord Stanley of 
Alderney and his “man” Parsons.   More details can be found in 
Lord Stanley’s book “ Sea Peace” ).  It is anticipated that the 
enjoyment of sailing the boat will continue once she is back in 
commission,  and the plan is that she will return to Brixham 
with Toby for summer charters and will lay alongside at 
Dartmouth Quay with other Historic Ships in winter). 

 

 
Robin and Toby on the fore deck of OUR BOY 

 
Robin and Toby calculate that,  because of the fire,   they have 
lost about a year in their programme and they have had 
considerable remedial tasks to undertake – not least cleaning of 
the boat and the her engine.  They were,  however able to report 
good treatment by their insurers and the fact that many of the 
items,  such as the new “ Collars” mast were away from the 
fire. 
 
As far as perceptible to the human eye,  undaunted,  they have 
set about their task with renewed vigour and commitment ( 
although one did notice Robin’s hand going to his head more 
than usual ).  The boat is now planked and re-decked and 
caulking using traditional “ sweet smelling” hemp is in progress 
along with finishing off the deck.   
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It would have been good to stay longer but the tide was running 
out and John reminded Rodney of the need to get off the 
pontoons whilst we still could. Rapidly,  we left the towering 
figure of Toby in his overalls waving farewell from the pontoon 
and transferred back to the three boats ,  bound for West 
Mersea. 
 
En route “MARSHMALLOW” was involved in an incident.  
One of the young sailors had ventured out too far from Stone 
Sailing Club and her dinghy had capsized.  Ivor approached this 
distressed female with customary caution,  instructing his crew 
to find out her age and then see if there was any part of her 
clothing by which she could be hauled aboard 
“MARSHMALLOW” ( Fortunately on the first night Rodney 
had told us how,  many years ago,   he and his brother Martyn 
had had to rescue a capsized female dinghy sailor and how 
Martin had hauled her aboard “ HALLOWE’EN “ by 
employing leverage on her bikini top straps,  and how,  when 
the fastenings had failed under hand pressure Lt Commander 
Choppin had instructed the boys to “ Don’t just stand there 
staring – get her a blanket!” ).  But before any of this rehearsed 
drill could be put into operation a rescue boat had turned up.  
And,  in response to the crew’s question  she was 12 and 
wearing a “Crewsaver” with stout harness. 
 
Calling ahead to West Mersea had not only reserved us space to 
lay alongside the tidal pontoons,  but had also reserved us 
dinner at the West Mersea Yacht Club. 
 
Now,  at this point,  I have to show my own prejudice – because 
if there is anything better than smartening up and going ashore 
for dinner with friends at the WMYC,  I have yet to find it.  On 
the whole we all scrubbed up pretty well ( some better than 
others it has to be said ) and as visiting yachtsmen,  including 
several RSA “dignitaries”,  we signed into the visitors book and 
enjoyed a first class evening,  an excellent dinner and ( courtesy 
of the generosity of the three skippers and the input of the 
Master of Wines in their selection ),  some fine wines.   
 
The Fleet Commodore,  aware of the need to keep his men 
satisfied during long periods deprived of “ the comforts of 
home “,  agreed to make the West Mersea evening a likely 
fixture in future years and the Chairman was asked to 
investigate a suitable dress code and indicate the precedent for 
regalia and medals,  if worn.  ( nice though it was at the time,  
the wearing of an RSA burgee as a necktie, was later ruled to be 
“ inappropriate” – although not as inappropriate as the young 
man ( thus obviously not in our party ) wearing his vest and 
trunks at the bar). 
 
Two happy rubber dinghies wove their way back to the boats 
later that evening through West Mersea Quarters and The 
“Gap”,  the cunning of Japanese engineering again being 
demonstrated as we only had one ( small ) outboard. 
 
Thursday 29th 
Ashore in the morning for breakfast at the “ Art Café” in West 
Mersea and for some shopping.  There is some ( highly dubious 
) statistic that says that men subconsciously think of sex for ten 
seconds in every minute ( although this propensity is said to 
decline fast in middle age ),  but for some unaccountable reason 
our average age of 63 and the atmosphere of a sunny morning 

in West Mersea lead us to all ( and regrettably independently ) 
think of one thing – pork pies and sausages. 
 
Thus it was that we all seemed to go off in separate directions 
and buy bags of pies,  pasties and sausages.  Not too sensible on 
a hot day with no fridge or working cool box between us! 
 
Back at the boats we had pies and pasties for lunch and,  upon 
an invitation to all to come aboard “VERLOCITY” for the 
evening when we arrived back at Pyefleet Channel,  Stewart 
immediately began to consider what he could do with a hoggin 
of  Arthur Cocks award winning sausage.   The answer is not 
obvious but was,  nevertheless,  delicious and involved pasta,  
pesto,  sun-dried tomatoes,  chille and,  of course the sausages ( 
cunningly cut into even slices by a well trained eye – not to 
mention a sharp knife). 
 
Your log keeper must also reveal that he is a man of more than 
one prejudice.  As well as adoring West Mersea Yacht Club,  he 
mainly likes wooden boats,  (that said,  possibly he is also mad 
as he has just spent some three years and more pounds than I 
can record for fear that my wife will get hold of the figure,  
restoring the 1966 Finesse 21 Mark 1,  he took a shine to in 
Rochford following the 2007 cruise ).   However,  sitting below 
in “ VERLOCITY” you could not fail to be struck by her charm 
– and not least by the wooden  fittings below decks and the 
space and head room she offered her crew and their visitors.  
Maybe it had something to do with the owners’ generous gins,  
the food and the company,  but I am prepared to say,  here and 
now,  that she is a lovely boat.  Thus “ The VERLOCITY 
Evening” ( see definitions ) was enjoyed by all.  
 
Friday 30th  
Beginning to make our way home,   we had a wonderful sail up 
to the pontoon at North Fambridge,  and from our berths either 
side of the pontoon ( “ VERLOCITY “on the outside and “ 
MARSHMALLOW” laying alongside “ HALLOWE’EN” on 
the inside ),   we had a comfortable mooring and a place to 
discuss the emerging North Fambridge One Design and to find 
out some more detail from Mike about the Yacht Club’s plans 
to launch this new fibre glass boat taken from old lines. 
 
The people at North Fambridge remain very helpful with advice 
on where to moor and on forecasts and other news.  We booked 
The Ferry Boat for pre-dinner drinks and a meal as this was to 
be our last night as a three boats -  Stewart and Mike had to 
return on Saturday . 
 
It was also a day touched with an additional sadness as for most 
of us it was our first time back in North Fambridge since our 
friend , mentor,  and fellow sailing enthusiast George “ Bunny” 
Jago had passed on.  We missed his company,  his gentle 
humour and his modest ( but encyclopaedic ) knowledge of 
sailing and we thought of him a lot,  not only during the “ North 
Fambridge Toast to Comradeship “ ( again see definitions ).   
 
And then it rained. 
 
Saturday,  31st July  
It was still raining,  and so hasty but heart-felt goodbyes were 
made to “ VERLOCITY” and her crew as she sailed off back to 
Paglesham. 
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The remaining two boats finally took their leave and made for 
an overnight mooring in Yokesfleet.  A further decision was 
made to pool all remaining food and rations for one last grand 
gut-filling cholesterol charged binge!  
 
Fortunately,   the rain gave way to sun and with “ 
HALLOWE’EN “ and “ MARSHMALLOW” again laying side 
by side a meal which relied on timing rather than ingredients 
was hatched.  The potatoes would be prepared and cooked 
aboard “ MARSHMALLOW” using her single burner “ 
Taylors” stove and,  inside “ HALLOWE’EN” John would fry 
more or less anything he could find aboard ,  or could be found 
in the box of food aboard “ MARSHMALLOW” which had sat 
companionably next to the Baby Blake for the last 7days. 
 
A meal of boiled potatoes,  spaghetti with sausages,  bacon,  
egg,  bread,  butter and cheese was washed down with wine and 
rum as we sat about ,  more or less as we had started on the 
previous Sunday,  in the comfortable cosy glow of 
“HALLOWE’EN’s” saloon.   And ,  yes,  just as we had started 
the yarns came round again.  This time there was a slightly 
different ending to the one about the capsized dinghy sailor,  
Martin,  her bikini top and the blanket,  but it matters not and it 
is a story that can definitely be told to you in next year’s Log!  
 
This year’s log finishes as we put our boats to bed back on their 
moorings at Paglesham on Sunday late morning,  where they 
join “ VERLOCITY” already at rest on hers. 
 
Post Script – the mushy bit. 
Regular readers may well remember that I first sailed on a 
summer cruise back in 1976 with Ivor,  with John and Simon 
Martin,  Reg Seal,  George Ventris and Dick Churn.  We got as 
far as Aldeburgh.  But we were young men in those days!  Then 
I had a considerable break from sailing as I did all the things 
that can get in the way of serious and regular sailing.  Returning 
to the Roach in 2007 was a great experience and I have to say 
that the 2010 cruise is a good second best to my memories of 
the 1976 one – when of course the days were always warm and 
dry ,  the wind was constant and there when you wanted it,  and 
you never had any aches and pains – even after many pints at 
the “Butt and Oyster”.  Must get some new rose tinted 
spectacles.  

--o0o— 
 

PHILOMELLE Cruise 2010 
Justine and Richard Bessey 
 
After a visit to Sutton Wharf to scrub off and load stores, and a 
morning finishing last-minute tasks at home, we took the last of 
the ebb to the Spitway, then punched up the Wallet to anchor at 
Walton overnight. Kedgeree for dinner, and decision time: 
Scotland or Sweden? We had stowed charts and supplies for 
either destination, but for the next few days the wind is NW: 
Sweden then! 
 
On Fri 23rd July we made an unhurried start from Walton in 
NW 4, heading NE on the ebb. Good progress all day with no 
need of engine. The wind increased to 5/6 overnight, and sea 
conditions  left us tired and queasy in the morning, with little 
respite during the day. Good progress so far, but getting round 

the corner of Holland took all day, with an uncomfortable swell. 
We decided to head for Helgoland as a reasonable first stage, 
and more feasible given the northerly wind. By evening we are 
North of the Terschelling TSS and heading East. On Sunday the 
wind fell light and more westerly. We motored all day with 
sails barely filling, making Helgoland at 23:00 and anchoring in 
the harbour. 

 
 

 
Helgoland harbour 

 
After laboriously pumping up the rubber D, we rowed ashore 
and were pleasantly surprised by Helgoland, having expected a 
place dominated by duty-free commerce. Yet here are two 
beautiful islands, which have survived the worst we could 
throw at them in various wars. Reddish cliffs and stacks are 
home to moderate colonies of fulmar, gannet and other 
seabirds, with populations increasing in recent years. The 
nesting birds could be seen quite close from the brick-laid cliff 
top paths. 
 

 
Gannets 

 
After a fish & chip dinner and shower, and paying our dues (18 
Eur), we motored round to the fuel berth (duty free of course) 
and then set off North into the sunset. The charts mention that 
this is a submarine exercise area; we soon spotted a warship (a 
shadowy Graaf Spee look-alike showing no lights in the 
gathering dark) lurking nearby, and nearby on the AIS, another 
vessel with no name or call sign, also clearly lurking. We 
judiciously tacked. Lights appeared to guide a helecopter, then 
all was dark again. The vessels manoeuvred around us for 
several hours until we entered Danish territory in the early 
hours. 
 
It was slow going, tacking North all night, but by dawn the 
wind was lighter and more westerly, and after rounding the 
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westernmost part of the island shoals PHILOMELLE was able 
to close-reach along the distant coast. With some regret we 
passed Sylt and the other islands, and reached Esbjerg just after 
HW. Having looked into Nordby (on Faro island), and deciding 
not to try the shallow channel on the ebb, we went into the 
yacht harbour in Esbjerg, amongst the fishing fleet and 
extensive docks. There were two oil rigs in harbour, and a lot of 
the docks served the energy industry (including wind). In 
harbour, we spoke to a single-handed Swede, and then some 
Danes who had a similar boat. Very helpful people who got us 
access to the facilities, and directions to town. Bacon joint for 
lunch underway, and dinner aboard. 
 
On Wednesday the wind howled and the rain came in squalls. 
Thursday brought no change, and on Friday the NW gale 
continued unabated. So we explored Esbjerg, Gateway to 
Scandinavia (well the tradesman’s entrance actually). We took 
the ferry to Nordby and a bus to the dunes, filled with reed-
thatched holiday cottages half-buried in the blowing sand. 
Another day we walked past the fish processing factories and 
along the shore North of the town, watching the leaping kite 
surfers and visiting the giant statues, like sentinels watching 
over the sea-gat. And, in desperation, we visited the inevitable 
Fishing Museum, where there were more old boats than in the 
harbour! 
 
We watched the weather reports, downloaded on the iPhone, or 
sitting on the steps of the seaman’s mission with a laptop. I 
fitted a new cable to the VHF aerial on the pushpit, but to no 
avail – we never had a working VHF the entire trip. 
 
On Sat 31st July the wind was SW 4-5 so we set off at 05:30, 
reefed main and engine,  tacking out through the dredged 
channel. By 08:00 we were able to turn North, set the small jib 
and cut the engine, and had navigated the channel through the 
Horns Rev by 10. This reef extends for maybe 20 miles West 
from the coast, and is halfway down the Danish coast, where 
the tidal currents meet. The wind became lighter through the 
day and more southerly but we kept up a good speed and sailed 
the 90 miles north to Thyboron by 23:00. We were off the port 
just after dark, so rather than risk entry we hove-to and waited 
for dawn (about 5 hours). This was slightly uncomfortable since 
this corner of Denmark gets all the Baltic traffic, and we were a 
sitting duck, drifting at about 1Knot. However we switched the 
AIS to Transmit, so all the passing ships could see our course 
and speed. Sure enough they all steered clear of the errant 
yacht. 
 
At 03:00 we sailed the last 5 miles to the Limfjord entrance, 
getting in at dawn and about HW. Justine threading the channel 
into the first lake while I cooked breakfast. We crossed the lake, 
waited briefly for a lifting bridge, then another lake and another 
bridge. Sunny weather all day, and a good Westerly breeze. In 
the evening we anchored in 2.6M in the middle of yet another 
lake. In the westernmost lakes there are large areas of deep 
water (5-6M) with occasional shoals marked by buoys. The 
channel to the easternmost lake is tortuous, but well marked, 
and the lake itself is mostly shallow. 
 

 
Limfjord 

 
Next morning Justine awoke to find the cabin flooded (3 inches 
over the floor). The stern gland was running like a brook, so 
after bailing out I could not put off the job any longer. 2 hours 
later, I emerged from the locker, greased to the elbows – but the 
new packing held back the flood. I also took the opportunity to 
check the gearbox oil – dry. After breakfast we motored on 
through the Limfjord, stopping briefly at Alburg for supplies 
(including gearbox oil), and stopping in Hals fishing harbour 
for the night. Hals is the Eastern entrance to the Limfjord and a 
popular little fishing harbour. Restaurants and shops had set up 
on the quayside, offering the smells of cooked fish (typically 
we had already cooked ourselves a curry). We liked Hals, but 
would get a different impression of the place later. 
 

 
Hals fishing harbour 

 
On Tue 3rd Aug we sailed for Sweden. We had a stiff breeze all 
day, starting SW and veering, which suited us as we had to go 
North around the island of Laeso (where a strange apparition of 
a church in the sea turned out to be a lighthouse on a very low 
grassy sandbank). Then we crossed the Kattegat to the 
Gothenburg archipelago. We arrived mid-evening, threading the 
rocky channel between islands and tying up in the Styrs�  
fishing harbour. As always it was difficult to see the entrance 
amongst so many rocks, but hey presto, three other yachts 
arrive at the same time for us to follow! We had no Swedish 
money and there is no bank on the island. The shop takes 
plastic and the harbour accepted Euros, but we needed to go to 
the mainland for cash. The roads here are narrow and there are 
few conventional vehicles. Instead, there are bicycles and 3-
wheeled motorcycles (2 wheels at the front, with a box like the 
old ice-cream carts), or small electric pickups.  
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Schooner in the Kattegat 

 
Next day we walked to the highest point of the island to get 
views of the archipelago, and the white towers of the distant 
city. There were blueberries to pick in the woods, dragonflies 
and butterflies (including swallowtail) on the heath, and many 
wild flowers. Then we set off for Langedrag, the home of the 
GKSS (Royal Gothenburg YC), following the other boats and 
getting washed scuppers-under by happily waving motor-boats 
and ferries. We made our usual botched box-mooring, bouncing 
gently off the pristine yacht next door (the owner spent the next 
hour washing the decks, and later his cleaning-lady arrived to 
do inside).  
 

 
Styrs�  

 

 
Typical island transport 

 
I asked directions to the bank, and was told to take the tram. 
Having no money for the tram, I followed the tracks for a little 
over a mile, and found a supermarket with hole-in-the-wall. 
Having no idea about the exchange-rate, I chose a medium 
amount (300SK) from the range offered – which turned out to 
be less than £30 (so I had to pay another visit next day). A few 
supplies, then back on the tram. I tried to pay, but the driver 

waved me away. We used both tram and bus, but never figured 
out how to pay, or if they were just free.  
 
Back at the boat, we tried to get a wifi connection. The signal 
was weak and slow, and only worked with the laptop outside 
the cabin (impossible in sunlight). I paid 29SK for 24 hours, but 
the login failed on subsequent attempts, so I had to call support 
– who texted me a new login. So we both caught up on email, 
weather and some local info. 
  

 
Royal Gothenberg YC 

 
After a leisurely breakfast we walked towards a promontory, 
hoping for views of the fjord, but found the way barred (the 
cliff top featured large guns). Justine found a way up one side 
as far as the fence, so we could see back over the yacht club and 
out to the islands. The roadside trees included cherries, laden 
with fruit which we scoffed unashamedly. I took another walk 
to the supermarket and the chandlers (to get a chart of the 
Kattegat). Then we set off for the island of Bjork� , a little over 
an hour away under engine and jib. We could not believe the 
number of ferries criss-crossing our route (amongst them the 
R� r�  RoRo ferry), or the well-filled car park on the island 
terminal. There is quite a large population on the larger islands, 
probably a lot of holidaymakers but also a big commuter 
population. 
 
We looked for a place in the strait between Bjorko and Kalven, 
and spotted a landing stage under a building which featured a 
copper sailing smack. This turned out to be part of the extensive 
sailing club, SS Fram, which made us welcome. They have a 
fleet of small yachts in beautifully varnished wood, and we 
imagined raids to the many islands. Next morning we walked a 
couple of miles to the main harbour on Bjorko, bought 
postcards and took a bus back. Our host suggested the island of 
Rammen, uninhabited, and gave us directions to a sheltered 
anchorage with rings in the rocks. He also invited us to a Pirate 
Party the next day, but we needed to move on.  
 
It was a short motor north to Rammen, where we gingerly 
entered a bay and found the rings in the rock. The stern anchor 
held well in the sandy bottom, and we could just step ashore. As 
we set off to walk, another boat entered the bay, and by evening 
there were 5 others, mostly in a party who barbecued ashore. 
We walked over the granite terrain, pausing often to watch 
birds and butterflies, and to gaze over the calm, rock-strewn 
sea.  Amongst the rocks was evidence of grazing animals – a 
mystery as there are no sheep – until we came across barnacle 
geese. 
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Moored to a rock on Rammen 

 
PHILOMELLE bumped gently over a rock as we left Rammen, 
and went North about R� r� , then South to Vinga, which Justine 
was keen to visit, being one of the outermost and isolated 
islands. Arriving mid-afternoon, we found the small harbour 
already packed, and had to tie up to the pilot quay while waiting 
for a space. The island has long been a pilot station (lying off 
Gothenburg) and we spoke to some people aboard a sailing 
pilot vessel (similar to Colin Archer design) which had operated 
from the island in the late 19th century. Vinga also turns out to 
be a Swedish national treasure, where people come to watch the 
sun set from the one of the westernmost points in Sweden. We 
went for a swim in a secluded, rocky bay – not too cold, but 
weedy – and dived for mussels which we later cooked for 
dinner. 
 
It was 8th August, over halfway though our holiday time. After 
a short trip to H� n�  for supplies, we set off about midday for 
Skagen. The wind was due to turn South early in the week, 
giving the chance of a route home via the Skaggerak. The 
crossing was easy if a little wet with a NW wind and showers, 
but slow tacking up to Skagen at the end. Off Skagen there are 
ships anchored, and the port is busy with extensive ship repair 
yards and fish processing industries. It was almost dark when 
we came in, and most mooring seemed to be bows-to concrete 
quays with a stern anchor. As we circled, someone called to ask 
if we wanted to join the Danish Classics, so we moored 
alongside a fine ketch (which turned out to be German). 
 
The wind was in the West and blowing hard, so we stayed put 
next day. South wind forecast tomorrow. We moved to let the 
ketch depart, and moored with a stern anchor next to a 
Norwegian yacht. However the wind increased and their anchor 
began to drag; ours dragged too after they moved, and we 
hauled PHILOMELLE alongside the quay (much more 
comfortable). Later we walked East along the shore as far as the 
old lighthouse, and took some pictures of the Skagen Rev from 
the (very windy) balcony. It’s a fearsome place where the Baltic 
waters flow out to the North Sea, and the winds blow back in. 
We bought a nice piece of fish (unidentified as usual) for tea, 
and had some over which went very well in a tin of cream-of-
tomato soup the next day. 
 

 
Northernmost tip of Denmark 

 
On Tuesday the wind was still SW and the forecast gave gales 
in the North Sea later in the week. We decided to go South and 
suffer the Kanal again. Off at 06:00, but of course the wind 
headed us and we had a long day tacking down to Hals (about 
50 miles direct). The last 10 miles is shoal water late in the 
evening, then we turned into the Hals channel in the dark, a 
strong wind on the quarter. The channel is marked by buoys and 
light posts, but the entrance to the sand bar has a pair of 
lighthouses showing red and green – but both on the port side. 
This was very confusing and we found ourselves in under 2M 
of water approaching surf. A quick about turn, and sails down 
to get our bearings. Three times we approached and turned 
back, before finally choosing to zoom in on the plotter and 
follow our previous track (exiting the port a week previously). 
There was a grinding as of keel on sand, but we had 9 metres, 
so perhaps we hit some heavy flotsam. We had intended to 
anchor in the sheltered bay to the South, but were tired and 
confused, so decided instead to enter the harbour (difficult 
enough as the entrance was unlit), and rounded to a concrete 
quay for the night. A welcome pork casserole (cooked the 
previous day), then sleep in the main cabin, as the forepeak was 
soaked! 
 
In the morning we set off about 08:00 with a light SW wind to 
round the Grena peninsular, some 40 miles SE. After crossing 
the bay, our course followed the coast past the town of Grena; 
the wind went South but light, and we motored on. Wooded 
valleys running away from this coast were filled with mist in 
the low evening sun. It was dark by the time we anchored off 
the little island of Hjelm, to the sound of seabirds roosting on 
the sand spit. 
 

 
Sunset near Grena 
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Another early start, no wind at first, and occasional rain. Our 
route was SW through shallow channels between the islands, 
and on to Middlefart and the Little Belt. The weather cleared a 
little and the wind came NE in the afternoon, giving us a good 
run into the sound. After passing under the bridges against a 
considerable north-going current, we fetched up for the night in 
the same peaceful fjord where we anchored last year, just South 
of Middlefart. 
 
The wind being SW again, we were just able to make our 
course. Threading the islands of the Lille Belt, and out into the 
Keile Bucht during the afternoon. After passing up Kiel Fjord 
we tied up to the quay at Holtenau just after dark. The wind had 
by this time gone North again, so the quay was reasonably well 
protected, though we needed good fendering to cope with the 
wash of passing ships. 
 
We entered the Nordsee Kanal lock at 07:00 and motored West. 
After filling up with diesel and water at the small marina just 
East of Rendsburg, we continued to Brunsbuttel and locked out 
into the Elbe alongside a tall ship, with about 3 hours of ebb to 
run. We decided to head for Cuxhaven as there is not enough 
ebb left to make the river entrance, and NW winds are forecast. 
Approaching the town, the ebb was running at an estimated 5 
knots and we were hard-pressed to avoid the buoys. Darkness 
fell, and we had to find the marina entrance as we rushed past 
the town wall. A ship was moored just after the entrance – if we 
missed, we’d get sucked under the bows! The entrance loomed 
up and in we went with plenty of wind in the sail. After two 
abortive attempts (reserved berths) we found a pontoon and 
were helped to moor by a friendly family from Hamburg. 
 

 
Tall ship on the Elbe 

 
By morning a Westerly wind was shrieking through the marina, 
and the weather in the North Sea did not look good for the next 
two days. We were due back at work mid-week, so decided to 
head home by train & ferry, leaving PHILOMELLE in her 
berth until we can get back. The harbour office was closed, so 
we left a week’s berth money (13 Euro/day) and a note with our 
contact details. It’s a longish walk to the train station, then we 
caught a train for Hamburg. It was late afternoon when we 
arrived and enquired for the route home. Eurostar would cost 
over £600 so we opted for a train to Hook for about £150 – but 
it didn’t leave until 05:30 next day. So we took a room over a 
nearby bierhaus, and ate McDonalds. Walking around 
Hamburg, we were caught out in a spectacular thunderstorm, 
and after sheltering in doorways, dashed back to the station 
with newspapers over our heads. 
 

We managed to wake up for the train, and got some breakfast at 
one of the many station stalls (they do a good seeded roll here, 
filled with salad and ham or salami). There are 3 changes to 
Hook, but the train journey was hassle-free. Our luggage 
consisted of two laptop bags, and a rucksack full of laundry. At 
Hook we transferred to the ferry (£85) which sailed at about 
15:00 and takes 6 hours to Harwich. The crossing was rough 
(about NW 7) and later the gangways became slippery.  From 
Harwich we caught a train to Rochford via Shenfield, and 
finally a cab home. 
 
It was two weeks before we could arrange a return to 
Cuxhaven. Sat 28th Aug, bank holiday weekend, and Steve C 
kindly drove us to Stanstead to catch a 2-hour flight to Lubeck 
at 06:30. Then we took a coach to Hamburg an then a train in 
the rain to Cuxhaven. Arriving about 13:00, we picked up some 
shopping on the way to the marina. The office was closed, so 
we left another note and the outstanding berth money, and went 
aboard. It was a couple of hours to high water, so we set of 
straight away, punching the flood for a couple of miles. The 
wind was in the West, F4-5, and the forecast gave a stronger N-
NW blow later. We needed to get out of the Elbe while we 
could. 
 
As the ebb picked up, PHILOMELLE rounded the bend and we 
started to tack. The waves were getting up and were getting 
dangerous in the stronger current, so we kept in 5-10M water on 
the North side in the slower current. Eventually we were able to 
continue NNW away from the estuary. It was clear that we 
could make no progress West, so we continued North, and 
decided to make Helgoland if possible. The tide turned again 
but we were able to make headway in the increasing wind, 
finally making the outer harbour at 02:00. We anchored, but 
then realised we were too close to the harbour wall if the wind 
turned north. With some regret I pulled up the anchor again and 
we motored carefully into the NW corner, avoiding an unseen 
wreck.  
 
At 04:00 I awoke to the sound of howling gale and dragging 
chain. Checking the GPS, we had dragged across half the 
harbour, so I let out more chain and added some rope to stop 
snubbing. This did the trick and we stayed put until morning. 
 
After breakfast we moved into the inner harbour alongside a 
pontoon. The anchor had picked up a length of rusty hawser and 
some netting, which explained the dragging. It rained for much 
of the day, and blew hard. We read and slept, and kept an eye 
on the forecast. 
 
Monday, and no let-up in the weather overnight. Justine spent 2 
hours on a supermarket internet terminal (between the 
checkouts and the post office queue – the strangest internet 
facility yet), catching up on college work. We did some duty-
free shopping, and walked up over the lighthouse hill. We also 
topped up our diesel cans and cooked a big stew to eat en route. 
The gusts came less often towards evening and the forecast 
looked possible. We prepared for an early start. 
 
Up at 04:00 and the wind was down to F4-5 and about NNW. 
At dawn we exited the harbour and headed West. The sea was 
still a bit lumpy, but not too uncomfortable in the steady wind. 
We stayed between the two TSS and crossed the Submarine 
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Exercise Area without incident. By late afternoon we were past 
Borkum and just South of a new wind farm under construction. 
As night fell we are on the edge of the Terschelling TSS, but 
decided to stay North of the traffic. This means dodging 
through the numerous gas rigs and installations, which kept one 
of us awake through the night. 
 

 
Dawn farewell to Helgoland 

 
The sea went down overnight, and the wind soon faded away. 
By mid-morning it was calm, with a light SW wind. We left the 
main up (it occasionally fills) for stability and visibility, but 
motor on at 4-6 knots (depending on tide). Crossing the TSS 
and Deep Water Route were incident free, and we were 
approaching Smiths Knoll by evening. The tide turned South 
around midnight and we had it the rest of the way to Lowestoft, 
arriving at S Holm buoy just in time for the ebb into the Roads. 
We berthed PHILOMELLE at the Suffolk & Norfolk YC, had 
an all-day breakfast at the harbour cafe, then caught the train 
home – 2 days late for work again! 
 
We travelled up to Lowestoft on the train after work on Friday, 
picking up a curry In Norwich on the way. As soon as the N&S 
YC opened at 07:00, we paid our dues and set off a little after 
HW. The wind was in the East, F3-4 and we made reasonable 
progress over the ebb, getting the tide with us around Orford. 
Cutting inside the Shipwash we were soon crossing the 
Harwich track by the Sunk, and into the Swin. It was plain 
sailing all the way, and we had the Burnham Week fireworks to 
welcome us back as we headed up the Roach to 
PHILOMELLE’s mooring, just before high water. 
 

--o0o-- 
 

GEORGE WILLIAM JAGO 1936 – 
2010 
Anne Boulter 
 Born into a well-known boat building family of Leigh-on-Sea, 
George Jago spent his early years there in charge of his younger 
cousins, which included Rodney and Martyn Choppin, as they 
played and sailed in the local waters. At the age of  24 he 
bought his own boat, FLAPPER, a TEOD which he converted 
to Bermudan rig; then nine years later he was the proud owner 
of IBIS, a smack which he kept at Paglesham. TEAL then 
became the family boat in 1974, and with Brenda and the two 
boys he spent many a happy hour sailing in her. By 1982 the 
family was very involved with the Old Gaffers’ Association and 
George acquired JANTY, a much larger boat, a Deben four-
tonner. He retired from work in 1995 which allowed him much 

more time for sailing and editing the Gaffers’ Log, with the 
office support from Brenda. 
 
2002 brought George once more to Paglesham when he 
introduced Dr Robert Prescott, Chaiman of National Historic 
Ships, to the Essex mudflats at the start of seven years marine 
archaeological work to find the last resting place of HMS 
BEAGLE. Robert and a few of us locally had pondered over 
this quite separately for some time, and at last had the 
opportunity to join forces and form the BEAGLE Ship 
Research Group. 
 
George was elected President of the OGA in 2004 and had a 
busy time visiting all the OGA venues in the UK; this, and his 
sterling work, and the calm and professional manner in which 
he organised and encouraged sailing for youngsters of all ages 
culminated in a Community Award presented by Princess Anne 
in 2005. 
 
George died 9th June 2010 and a thanksgiving service for his 
life was held at All Saints Church Maldon on 29th June to a 
packed congregation. Everyone had their own memories which 
came flooding back: namely George’s time at sea in little boats, 
his life in the Merchant Navy on big boats, his work with the 
MOD and, as Revd Cannon David Atkins remembered, his 
recent association with ships of the desert! One of Maldon’s 
Victorian Evenings at Christmas saw George dressed as a Wise 
Man, running the “Three Wise Men and a Camel Lucky Dip”. 
Very distinguished he looked until his moustache fell off! 
Linden Jago, a talented young musician, preceded the final 
hymn in this service with a guitar solo, playing “Reflections” 
and “Night Sky”, an evocative tribute to his late grandfather. 
 
George William Jago, a founder member of the Roach Sailing 
Association, was laid to rest in the quiet churchyard of Holy 
Trinity, North Fambridge, his home for many years. His grave 
is sheltered by a natural hedgerow whose branches part to 
reveal the River Crouch, and there he is at rest with 
 

“the tang of the sea, the soul set free, 
The place they call tides’ ending” 

 
--o0o— 

 

 
The Potton Island Trophy race, STELLA MARIE, SUSIE and 

APPLE, in the background SARAH EDITH and WINKS 


