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The Voyage of Gay Lass by G.H. Gill

‘The Voyage of Gay Lass’ was one of those cherished events in my life where I 
experienced true camaraderie. I am glad to say that the main protagonists, Skipper 
Ginger Gill, Dick Cooke and I are still ticking over, even if we are not working on 
all four cylinders. Ginger Gill - I’ve always known him as such - graduated from 
dinghies, was a Hastings solicitor, who apart from his enthusiasm for sailing, was 
a great party man. I well recall the times when Madeleine, my late wife, and I 
attended them. Taxis were a must when we staggered home! Dick Cooke, who some 
of us must know, is a Rye farmer. He currently sails his own boat single-handed and 
is a member of the Rye Harbour Sailing Club. Long may the two of us continue 
sailing. Ginger, alas, is poorly and has moved away. Gay Lass was sold in Havea, 
Spain, her last port of call.               Dennis Davies.

I 
had no ambition to voyage single-handed. Much of my enjoyment of sailing has 
been the great companionship of shared adventure. I was not out to prove anything 

and the more of my friends that I could ask to take part compatible with comfort was 
my aim. My choice for deputy skipper needed no great thought - Dennis Davies, 
aforementioned skipper of Great Dane, companion on other ventures yachtmaster’s 
certificate. “Would you like to come”, I said, “all the way Rye to Jávea. Permanent 
2nd in Command”. “Delighted - When” was his immediate answer.

I first met Dennis at Newhaven Marina when we both moored there following the 
acquisition of our respective boats. Like everything that Dennis takes up he strives 
to become a perfectionist and his enthusiasm is boundless and although he was a 
comparatively new boy to sailing his prowess was terrific. In a short space of time 
he and I were soon to set out on my first adventure across the Channel in Gay Lass 
with Dennis in Great Dane to accompany me as on several other voyages; some-
times as crew and sometimes in our respective boats. He was a companion however 
to beware of as is borne out by the little card I sent him after our first three joint 
adventures:

Dennis Davies is afloat
Watch out!
The sea will be not like a moat
Oh no
For the waves will break 
and the wind be strong
And the voyage will be wet and long
For Dennis Davies is afloat

The first week of May 1975 was to be 
‘splash off’ and as fate would have it, 
after months of preparations and provi-
sioning, I developed an ulcer on my 
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right eyeball, which nearly caused the cancellation of the voyage. The specialist 
advised that the worst thing I could do was to subject it to salt spray or strong 
sunlight or I might end up with permanent damage to vision in that eye. ‘Splash off’ 
was postponed a week which produced improvement. The crew cheerfully and 
sportingly agreed to embark on the voyage with an incapacitated skipper, even with 
the possibility of having to discontinue at some port along the south coast and return.

Nothing daunted we all presented ourselves at the moorings at Rye accompanied by 
families and friends on Saturday 10th May 1975. Dennis not to be outdone arrived 
with a small boil upon his nose which no doubt was very painful but he was 
uncomplaining as always. There were a hundred and one jobs to be done before we 
cast off - it was all in a flurry; the tide no more waits at Rye than it did for King 
Canute - last kisses and embraces and we slid away from our moorings with no great 
semblance of cool preparedness. A serious problem immediately presented itself.

As we put on the power to move forward down the river after reversing into the main 
stream the rudder jammed solid. At the moment of jamming we were heading 
slightly into the bank. Reverse thrust was immediately applied and the situation 
investigated. That morning the automatic inflatable life raft had been lashed to the 
aft part of the deck and one of the lashings had lifted the tiller arm pivot point, which 
made it foul under the floor. A knife was produced in a flash and that part of the 
lashing was severed very smartly and all was well except for a job of making good. 
From then all was put to order and in sunshine and SW Force 3 we made at last a 
dignified departure down river with all sails set. 

The family having leapt into their cars were down on the slipway of the Rye Harbour 
Sailing Club, tankards of beer in hand, to wave the last farewells. I must admit a 
lump came into my throat as I waved goodbye to Katie - what a pal she had been - 
helping, encouraging, putting up with all the disruption that this venture entailed and 

The Voyage of Gay Lass (continued)



5

rhboa 94 - Spring 2002

stoically accepting the separation. We had an understanding that come 9.00 p.m. 
each evening, if we weren’t too busy and could remember, we would think of each 
other and raise a glass, if we had one, for the nine o’clock toast. I must admit that in 
the weeks that followed, the nine o’clock toast did not fit into my programme with 
the regularity planned, but it was a happy feature of the cruise. 

As soon as we left the river we set course westward and were not surprised to find 
that our westing against the wind was pathetic. Only with the aid of the engine could 
we make any effective progress and by the time we were off Hastings we had hauled 
down the jib and were punching into the wind with the main hauled right in as a 
steadier. It was well into the afternoon before we picked up signals from West Cliff 
Bexhill indicating that the families had followed our progress thus far. We answered 
on our spot light. By this time we had reefed the main to first batten to cut down 
drag, as the wind was moderate.

Not until about 2300 hours that night did we clear Beachy Head and decided that we 
would make for Newhaven and have some sleep and give the weather a chance to 
give more favourable winds. Half an hour after midnight we entered Newhaven. 

Morning brought a gloomy weather forecast but as the day declared itself it seemed 
very favourable for making progress and local seafaring folk described it as just 
great for going westwards. So at 1255 hours we cast off, wind N to NW, 2 to 4. 
Progress was pleasant and encouraging at first but by 1635 the wind was heading 
and the engine was put on. So we progressed - engine on, engine off, but slowly 
proceeding west - St. Catherine’s Point, Needles, Anvil Point. 

However, about midday the following day Monday our progress was negatived by 
tide and wind and by 1435 the wind had freshened so much we had to put up the 
storm jib and reef the main to second batten which was pretty drastic, as I had never 
been beyond first batten before. Spray was flying, the wind was howling in the 
rigging. The Portland Race was ahead, The Shambles inshore of us. We tried a tack 
out to sea but progress was nil to westward - in fact leeway took us back east. 

We agreed to heave-to to assess the position as to what we should do. She wouldn’t 
readily heave-to for reasons I was not able to assess, because flying spray prevented 
me coming on deck and the situation did not demand it. We tried to sail again on our 
original tack. The course we could lay would land us right on the Portland Bill and 
no chance of clearing the race. 

Seasickness had begun to take a grip on the crew and the mini-gale that had 
developed so quickly called for some decision. Seating it out by clawing out into the 
channel and weathering it out seemed out of the question with a crew wet and sick - 
why should we? So where should we seek refuge? A conference below with the 
charts produced Weymouth as a possibility. The wind was SSW. Our position by 

The Voyage of Gay Lass (continued)
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now was not certain. Visibility was getting very poor. The leeway might well mean 
to make for there would take us over The Shambles. We would be closing onto a lee 
shore at night on totally unfamiliar ground. Whilst it would preserve our westing I 
thought it not without considerable danger. So I made the decision we must about 
turn and seek refuge round the Isle of Wight - Gosport. We could gradually achieve 
shelter as we got in the lee of the island without danger. So we bore away and tore 
down back the way we came.

All except myself were wet, miserable, sick and cold, but all game. Nobody wanted 
to be below deck because of sickness, but it was vital we picked up St. Catherine’s 
Point otherwise we might belt into the SW of the Isle of Wight and visibility was 
down to about two miles. 

My radio direction finder was playing tricks due to damp I think, so I asked Dennis 
if he would operate his Nova Pal. Stoically he came below and between vomiting he 
got a marvellous fix, which confirmed our course would clear St. Catherine’s. Bless 
him - this taxed his stomach to the limit and he was at low ebb. I gave him a hot 
bottle on his stomach and he lay in the leeward corner and recovered. Marcus, stoic 
as ever, was at the helm for a long time so I ordered him off duty and he came below. 
I suggested the hot bottle treatment but he would have none of it. “Leave me alone, 
I just don’t want to be bothered”. 

So there he sat dripping in his 
oilskins and safety harness in the 
corner of the cabin and closed his 
eyes exhausted, until called on for 
his next stint, sick from time to time 
in the ever-ready bucket. The most 
dreadful thing was that I, the only 
sick-free member, was not available 
on deck with the spray flying in all 
directions. 

At last by 22.10 hours St. 
Catherine’s light was visible on 
port beam and by 22.40 it bore 
abeam. Visibility was very poor and 
although we altered course to Nab 
Tower, it was not until we were 
about two miles away from it that we picked up its light. 

As we rounded St. Catherine’s and got more and more into the lee or the island, the 
seas and the wind abated, and I was able to come on deck and take the helm for the 

The Voyage of Gay Lass (continued)
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next three hours, and give everyone else a 
rest in the calmer waters. 

By 0300 hours the following day, 
Tuesday 13th May 1975, as we drew close 
to Nab Tower we picked up Bembridge 
Light Buoy and we altered course to 
Gosport. By dawn all was fine and dandy, 
visibility good and wind light, but we 
found on starting the engine to speed our 
progress that it faded out completely. So 
we were faced with making moorings 
under sail only.

It is terrible to have to admit that this 
causes one to blanch at the thought, but 
this was the order of things 50 years ago. 

However, nothing daunted, by 0730 we 
were successfully moored to the fuel 
service quay at Gosport awaiting 
refuelling whenever it chose to open its 
pumps. Whereupon we would move on to 
proper moorings, which were achieved 
by help of a motor launch who took us on 
tow after we had refuelled.

Then followed the customary hanging up 
of all wet gear - up and around the boat 
and complete flake out of all concerned. 
Whether we had made the right decision 
or not on coming back to Gosport, every-
one needed a rest and they got it! 

Mind you we rather let down the sophis-
ticated appearance of Gosport mooring - 
Morning Cloud No. 3 not far away just newly commissioned, but we were still afloat 
and that is more than can be said for the unfortunate Morning Cloud No. 2. !

Gay Lass picked up speed after this and was in the Spanish town of Vigo just a few 
miles north of Portugal by the end of the week after a brief stopover in Falmouth 
on the 16th. Two weeks later on 30th May 1975 they were in Cadiz and on 8th June 
1975 they moored up in the Mediterranean in Jávea Harbour, 1650 nautical miles 
from Rye. For the full story go to the RHBOA website at www.rhboa.co.uk 

The Voyage of Gay Lass (continued)
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Letter to Andy by Sandy Brotherhood

Shortly after this trip across the Bay of Biscay Andy Howe was killed returning to 
Rye after work one lovely summer evening. As he came over a bridge on his 
motorcycle there were two cars speeding towards him side by side.  Andy stood no 
chance and died instantly. He was 41 years old. The photos from the voyage had 
been posted to Andy a couple of days before the phone call came from his wife Gill 
telling Sandy of Andy’s death. This article is Sandy’s tribute to her ‘big-hearted 
friend’. See also page 34.

On 1st July 2001 we set off for Falmouth. It was a good sailing day. I wore sea 
bands and you threatened to force-feed me chips if I was sick. I wasn’t but it 

took some time before I could manage anything sensible ‘down below’ including 
going to the loo. I did however manage to radio the coastguard and inform them of 
our intended passage. This was something I maintained throughout the entire 
passage, using a mobile phone at each stopover. They were always receptive, 
courteous and efficient. I had not envisioned Biscay as quite the lonely place it was 
and it was comforting to know someone knew roughly where we were and for how 
long.

Our first night at sea took us past the Isle of Wight and the Needles. The following 
morning was misty and the morning haze gave way to afternoon fog. We decided to 
make for Torquay instead of Falmouth. We reached Torquay early evening and 
polished off mountains of fish and chips. The next day’s forecast indicated some 
lows around Biscay and we were unsure what to do. We had wanted to go straight 
across to Bayona but it looked risky. Camaret in North France seemed a safe bet. It 
would give us a chance to make some progress and from there we could get a long 
range forecast for Biscay itself.

So Camaret it was, a trip of 24 hours, lengthened considerably by managing to 
become disoriented on an extremely dark night and completely mislaying the 
harbour entrance. Was I the one who spotted the rocks first, or you? A nasty moment 
anyway. The pilot states that Camaret is ‘straightforward to approach by day’. 
Precisely! It was a pretty place though and has a charming seaman’s chapel at the 
entrance to the breakwater which Ralph and I visited. You and Peter foraged around 
for forecasts, eventually succumbing to Marinecall via my mobile yet again.

Biscay seemed reasonable, no gale warnings there, although still some lows around 
Finisterre. The sea-state and wind seemed fine and we were ready to give it a go. 
That afternoon we left at high tide and our trip across the notorious bay had started. 
Soon we were in the Atlantic swell that I’d heard so much about, picking us up some 
15-20 feet and then rolling underneath to put us down the other side.

All in all, Biscay was in jovial mood ready to share its wonders. Remember the 
whale? You and Peter were asleep. Ralph was at the chart table. I saw a water spout, 
heard a blowing noise and came out with one of the most inspired sentences of my 

see also page 34
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life. “Um, Ralph, I think there’s a whale”. As if it could have been anything else! 
Ralph was more vocal and you all shot out 
of the cabin to look. And it was beautiful, 
wasn’t it? Thirty foot long, black and ele-
gant. It came to say hello and it was so 
close. It swam alongside us and then turned 
away giving a wave from its beautiful tail 
before diving to disappear. Two other 
whales hovered in the distance.We were all 
mesmerised. None of us had a dry eye and 
none of us managed a photograph. But we 
did better with the dolphins didn’t we? Not 
a day went by without a visiting party. 
They were a constant source of entertain-
ment and they seemed to love it as much as 
we did.

Life at sea settled into a pattern. I thought 
the nights were wonderful, a small lit world in all that sea. You and Peter did 
watches together; I was with Ralph. There were always two people, four hours on, 
four hours off. It was a tiring routine and surprisingly cold for July but some of the 
watches were spectacular. I had never seen phosphorescence before, that natural 
illuminating seascape, nor noticed so much sky. Where else can you see the Milky 
Way like that, watch cloud formations, or the sun and the moon in the sky at the 
same time? Ralph showed me how to find the North Star. It’s not quite the same 
in the back garden. You grumbled because we giggled and sang through some of 
our watches but we were only trying to drown out the snoring below.

I remember some of the little things – drink-
ing out of those insulated mugs for instance. 
They were lidded with a small hole in the top 
and they became firm favourites, keeping 
drinks hot for ages. They had been a Christ-
mas present from you and Gill. Civilised 
living was put on hold. Anyone’s sleeping 
bag was fine as long as it was still warm. 
Ralph told me how to make my clothes last 
longer – right way round, inside out and then 
back to front – but I think he was joking. One night I said I’d seen a man riding a 
bike and Peter saw a forest. Weird isn’t it? Seriously though, we didn’t do too 
badly, did we? And we managed a hot meal together each evening before the night 
watches. The meat pie suffered a bit but it would insist on hurling itself out of the 

Letter to Andy (continued)
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oven, giving a whole new meaning to flaky pastry. 
Ralph’s method of cooking eggs was an art form 
in itself. Positioned in front of me with frying pan 
poised, he would say, “Right, on the count of 
three, you crack the egg and I’ll run and catch it”.

All in all, Biscay was kind to us and we crossed in 
3½ days, sailing or motoring as the wind dictated. 
We saw very little of other ships. One sailing 
vessel passed on its way to the English Channel and radioed us for a weather 
update. Hope they had a good passage. They told us that Finisterre was a ‘bit 
blustery’. That night the wind picked up and we had a wild night’s ride. We had 
planned to make Bayona but as we headed into the shallower waters of Finisterre 
the weather turned against us. We could see the cape, our first land sighting, but it 
was to prove elusive. We were suddenly encountering headwinds and squalls 
gusting up to force 8 at times. It became very wet and very windy and the motion 
was violent. We reefed right down and tried to steady the boat with some engine. 
I fell out of my bunk and Ralph was buried under a heap of clothes and bedding. 
Sleep was impossible, a levitational process gone mad.

Poor Andy. You tried so hard to make some headway but we were being pushed 
backwards and sideways by the wind and sea. The boat would be suddenly thrown 
off a wave and then crash down with a shudder. We were all anxious and things 
were fraught for a while. 

Peter decided the safest option was to turn and make for La Coruña instead. The 
disappointment in your face was painful. You felt we might have managed it but 
in the event it was the right decision. It took several hours to get to La Coruña , by 
now we were all very tired. But we were in Spain and we had crossed Biscay.

When we took stock, the boat had definitely been under enormous strain. The side 
of the oak bowsprit had split in the crashing sea and the engine had been physically 
dislodged, shearing off a front holding bolt. Peter and I were both upset but you 
and Ralph set to and fixed everything in a day. No mean feat in a strange port and 
we are extremely grateful. 

We stayed in La Coruña  for two days and topped up our sleep, food and wine 
levels. It’s a pleasant place, full of character; we all like it there. The weather 
settled and we had blue skies at last. 

Two days after reaching La Coruña  we set off on a renewed attempt at Finisterre 
and then along the coast of Portugal. But that tale must wait for another day.  We 
shared so much and we shall miss you terribly. But thank you for our today.!

Letter to Andy (continued)
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The Sandwich Saga by John Morgan

Many of you will remember the old Toll Bridge at Sandwich, which carried the 
coast road over the River Stour. It was only a few years ago that the tolls were 

abolished. Back in the ‘60s, when I was lorry driving, the toll for a lorry was a 
shilling in proper English money. 
My boss was a tight wad who did 
not like to refund these to me, but I 
discovered that at peak periods 
such as the morning and evening 
rush hour, the toll collector gave up 
collecting as this caused such enor-
mous traffic jams, especially as the 
bridge was only single track. Tak-
ing advantage of this, I tried, when-
ever possible, to time my passage 
during these periods.

For many years the bridge was in-
operable, and had been tarmaced 
over. This meant that larger boats 
could not gain passage. My friend, Roy Newing of Grove Ferry Boatyard discov-
ered that an old Act of Parliament gave a right of navigation from the sea to the Black 
Mill at Sturry (this is a tidal navigation). To secure passage of the bridge, it was 
decreed that 24 hours notice should be given to the Harbourmaster of Sandwich, 
whereupon he was obliged to open the bridge at the appointed time. This had not 
been done for some years, but Roy decided to re-establish the right of passage by 
taking his 45-foot boat through. I was deputed as crew.

In due course we gave the required notice. This caused a panic. The Harbourmaster
is a council employee and the Council promptly replied that the bridge would not 
open – so there. Our reply was to quote the relevant legislation and to remind the 
council that the river being tidal renders it a free navigation. The council officers 
checked our information and found that we were correct. Panic again. A road gang 
was sent to chip away the tarmac at the bridge joints and get the winding gear working.

On the appointed day and time we arrived at the bridge by boat. There to meet us 
was the Mayor, various council officials, the Harbourmaster, a gang from the next 
door timber yard to wind the bridge open, a policeman and assorted gongoozlers…a 
term used on inland waterways to describe idle bystanders.

As we approached we gave a blast on the horn and things started to happen. The 
timber yard gang moved onto the bridge and started to wind the large wheel which 
operated the bevel ears to operate the bridge. The policeman took up position where 
the road now ended to stop any errant motorist from getting a free car wash. The 
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covey of council officials tried to look important and the gongoozlers wondered
what the hell was going on.

When the bridge was sufficiently open we eased through taking it easy so as to take
as long as possible and cause the greatest traffic hold-up. As we went through the
foreman of the timber gang said: “When are you coming back, Roy?” “In about ten
minutes,” replied Roy. This gave them time to close the bridge, let the traffic go and
then pen the bridge back again for us. We were not exactly flavour of the month with
Sandwich Council but we had re-established the right of passage which has re-

mained in force ever since.

A few years later the tolls were abolished on the 
bridge and eventually the Council got fed up with 
hiring a gang and a policeman every time a boat 
wished to pass and the old swing bridge was re-
placed with a lift bridge operated by boat crews. 
This is electro-hydraulic and similar to some on 
the canals. A control box beside the road has 
buttons which set the traffic lights to red before 
lifting the deck. Great fun if you can do it in the 
rush hour as boats have precedence but of course 

responsible skippers would try to avoid this situation. We want to make friends not
enemies of the landlubbers. To end on a serious note, though, this tale does illustrate
the dictum that we must be vigilant to look after our assets. !

The Sandwich Saga (continued)

PRIZE MONEY  -  £ HUNDREDS £
CAPTAIN SIR HAL COURTNEY , hero of the Dutch wars, Master Mariner and 
Famous Navigator, Captor of the Dutch Galleons Standvastigheid and Heerlige Nacht, 
who in his Fabled ships Lady Edwina and Golden Bough has pursued many capital 
voyages to AFRICA  and the SPICE ISLANDS OF THE INDIES , who has fought and 
vanquished the foes of His Sovereign Majesty with great capture of RICH  TREAS-
URES and VAST BOOTY , has berths for Good men and True on his new ship Seraph, 
fitted out and victualled with attention to the Comfort and Care of officers and men. 
Those seamen who have had the good FORTUNE to sail under CAPTAIN COURT-
NEY on his previous voyages have shared PRIZE MONEY  as much as £200 each man. 
Sailing under Letters of Marque issued by HIS MAJESTY WILLI AM III (GOD 
BLESS HIM!), CAPTAIN COURTNEY  will seek out the enemies of HIS MAJ-
ESTY in the OCEAN OF THE INDIES , to their confusion and destruction and the 
WINNING of RICH PRIZE ! Of which ONE HALF  to be shared by officers AND 
CREW. ALL GOOD SEAMEN  seeking employment and fortune will be heartily 
welcome to take a pot of ale with BIG DANIEL FISHER  the chief warrant officer of 
the Seraph at the PLOUGH in TAILORS LANE .          see page 31
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My First Boats by Jon Wainwright

Jon Wainwright was born in 1946 and grew up in the Merseyside village of Hale. He 
has been sailing his present boat Deva for thirty eight years and is an active member 
of the Old Gaffers Association.

My first boat was a galleon, made out of a piece of offcut timber five inches by 
two inches and two feet long. I sawed a rough bow, and two little chunks off 

the other end to make rudimentary quarters for a stern. On this I fixed three six-inch 
nails crossed with lollipop sticks for yards. Some old rags formed the basis for three 
square sails, and we were ready to launch. Despite tank trials in the bath, she sailed 
very badly making more leeway than headway which has been my problem for half 
a century. 

My galleon developed considerably 
over the years. The six-inch nails were 
replaced with dowels, which in turn 
sprouted topmasts and topgallants. We 
crossed four yards on the main, three on 
the fore and two on the mizzen. Horn-
blower came on the reading list, and the 
old galleon became HMS Victorious. 
By this time she had had another piece 
of wood nailed on her bottom to in-
crease the draft, and some flattened lead 
piping for ballast to counteract the lead 
hamper. 

The ship kept evolving through the cen-
turies until she ended her days as a 
brigantine. By that time I was writing 
my own sea stories basically to myself, 
and Victorious, now decommissioned, 
was sailing a lot faster in fiction than in 

fact. I remember writing about her leaving port ‘leaving a tug boat rolling in her 
wash’.  

In those days little boys sailed boats on ponds very seriously, often encouraged by 
dads. My mother was rather embarrassed by Victorious being eclipsed by shop-made 
boats, and pestered my father to buy me a new yacht. She was called Endeavour IV. 
She was quite advanced with Bermudan sloop rig, self-acting headsail, hollow with 
a massive fin keel. She sailed quite well, and, with the temporary loss of interest, 
Victorious was consigned to the bin by my mother. 

Plastic was then appearing in the hobby shops. I remember being given a ‘Penguin 
Ocean Racer’, which was a marvellous moulding of a 40-foot sloop with classic 
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underwater lines and counter stern, moulded cabin top and cockpit. It also had a little 
dinghy which could be towed astern or stowed on the foredeck. She saw relatively 
short service before suffering a serious attack by some yobs with catapults. After that 
she was converted to gaff rig before following the fate of Victorious. I also had a 
plastic model of a lugsail dinghy. She was a real beauty, but was too realistic. In 
those days buoyancy was not universal, and one day she sank in a squall. I wrote a 
poem in lament.

I had several other little boats. There was a 
Broads cruiser Tugboat Annie, a drifter and 
a clockwork lifeboat, which was lost in the 
darkest part of the Lleyn peninsula, despite 
a search by most of the village. However 
my last and best boat was the re-rigged 
Endeavour IV. Her Bermudan rig was re-
placed with a cutter-headed schooner rig, 
with gaff foresail and topsail, plus a Mar-
coni main – which was the original sloop 
mainsail. She could also set a spinnaker.

Her performance was astounding. By that 
time I had graduated from claypits to 
proper boating lakes. Sefton Park had a 
super lake, over half a mile long. In the 
winter it was given over to yachting, and 
they even had a model yacht clubhouse. 
The old gents (they were probably about 25 
years old) had these magnificent yachts 
with wind vanes, sloop rig and a length up 
to five feet long. They used to tack up the lake and reach down it. 

They were very snooty about my toy yacht, but had to eat their words when
Endeavour ran wing and wing with a spinnaker set the length of Sefton Park...and 
without a rudder either. By trimming the sails I could make the boat sail like an arrow 
at speed on any point of sailing in virtually any wind.  I wish I had recorded both the 
lines of the boat and the rig for future reference. I do remember she had a spoon bow 
with a very long fine run aft, a streamlined cod’s head and mackerel stern.!

Regrettably we must leave Jon there just as he is about to persuade his Dad to spend 
£ 30 on a Twinkle 10 lugsail dinghy built by Wright’s of Ipswich and big enough to 
carry a 10-year old boy. If you want more, ‘Only So Many Tides’ by Jon Wainwright 
is available from Seafarer Books, 192 Rewald Road, Rendlesham, Woodbridge, 
Suffolk IP12 2TE, ISBN 0 95381803 9 and continues his tale.

My First Boats (continued)
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Rye Waterway Management by Ken Steele

On 26th September 2000 Ken Steele, Chairman of The Harbour of Rye Advisory
Committee (HORAC) in conjunction with Peter Davison, Chairman of the Rye
Harbour Boat Owners Association responded to the invitation for submissions to an
Inquiry into the Potential of Inland Waterways to be held by the Environment,
Transport, and Regional Affairs Committee. Here is their response.

Rye Harbour is a designated Fishing Port, and serves a balanced maritime
community of pleasure boating, commercial and recreational fishing, and a

commercial freight trade. The three rivers, the tidal sections of which form the
harbour, act as drainage channels for adjacent low-lying land. A crucial aspect of
management of the area is the control by locks of water levels in the non-tidal
sections of the rivers, and the maintenance of sea defences in the tidal sections. 

The floodable areas draining to the 
harbour and to the Royal Military 
Canal include 27,000 hectares of 
floodable land, which was conser-
vatively valued at £79 million dur-
ing a review of the harbour some 
years ago. An estimated 37,000 
people live in the floodable areas, 

The replacement cost of land drain-
age, sea defence and navigation in-
frastructure in the catchment is 
considered to be in excess of £ 200 
million. It was because of the im-
portance of the river outfall to the 
exceptional flood defence and land 
drainage interests in the area that 
the harbour responsibility trans-

ferred to the Environment Agency’s predecessor following its insolvency in 1932

Rye is an isolated town where peripherality has historically resulted in an under-
performing economy, measurable social division, lack of access to jobs, education,
health opportunities and available public resources.

The Rye Partnership created in 1996 and supported by the local MP, has developed 
a strategy and development programme, which is now being implemented. The
Environment Agency as harbour authority, environment regulator and landowner is
a key player in the partnership and pivotal to the element of the strategy which will
deliver a £1.6 million Fishmarket Improvement Scheme. A commitment has been 
secured as part of an overall £1.6 million Single Regeneration Bid by the Partner-
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ship for a comprehensive regeneration scheme for the Rye Bay area, which will cost 
£12. 6 million.

The Rye Harbour Road area to the west of the harbour abutting the waterside is an 
under-utilised industrial area with potential for regeneration which could enhance
land based and waterborne trade. The site comprising 26 different landowners has a
complex history of previous uses, which have resulted in groundwater contamina-

Rye Waterway Management (continued)

1991 Management  Review

Review of management options

! Privatisation
! National Rivers Authority
! Local Trust

47 of 53 external responses supported 
retention by the NRA, the predecessor 
to the Environment Agency. 

tion. The Environment Agency has 
succeeded in securing a £ 809 000
grant under the DETR Contaminated 
Land Funding Scheme to fund studies
and site investigations. South East
England Development Agency has 
had early exploratory discussions
with the Environment Agency about 
the future potential for development
of this area.

Future opportunities are being ex-
plored by the Environment Agency
External Funding Officer and include those which will be afforded by the ERDF 
Interreg IIIA Programme which will support economic development in East Sussex
and Kent between 2000 and 2006. Members of the Harbour of Rye Advisory 
Committee, in support of the Environment Agency are assisting in developing a 
partnership with the Baie de Somme area of the Picardy coast.

Waterborne activity includes pleasure yachting, sailing dinghies, charter fishing and 
water skiing in a segregated area of the River Rother. Tourism is the mainstay of the 
area. Rye is the only Cinque Port with its original harbour surviving. The medieval 
town has a long maritime tradition and harbour frontages within the town are 
particularly attractive.

The historic legacy of land drainage is a point of pride and a feature of the local 
heritage. Romney Marsh had the first charter in the country and is known as the 
cradle of land drainage.

The Environment Agency has a general duty towards waterside and waterborne 
recreation in support of its role as Navigation Authority.

The Agency is conscious of its responsibilities to facilitate public access to the 
navigation and flood defence land-holdings. A continuous waterside path is a feature 
of the Rye Partnership proposals, which is facilitated by the integration of flood 
defence and navigation landholdings.
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Public rights of navigation exist on the Rivers Brede, where the Environment Agency
is the Navigation Authority, and on the Rother upstream of the harbour limit where 
there is no navigation authority. The Agency sets and regulates speed limits under 
Land Drainage By-law. The Agency also permits and controls non-power boating on 
the Royal Military Canal. This is an Ancient Monument and a Site of Special 
Scientific Interest, rather than a navigation. The canal is also managed to capture 
upland water from the hills, as a pumped irrigation reservoir in summer, and as a 
flood storage and relief channel in winter.

The Rother Estuary is extensively covered with three Sites of Special Scientific 
Interest (two designated as Special Protection Areas and one as a Special Area of 
Conservation). A significant area of the Rye Local Nature Reserve was purchased by 
the Environment Agency under the flood defence purchasing powers.

The Harbour Authority, as the Environment Agency, shares the general duty to 
promote conservation and a specific duty to further conservation in respect of its 
water management responsibilities.

Rye Waterway Management (continued)

1995 Navigation Review 
Department of the Environment con-
sultation on options for navigation. 

Harbour of Rye Advisory Committee 
supported preference for the Envi-
ronment Agency to retain responsi-
bility, although some outside opinion 
favoured private management.

Ministers concluded that as circum-
stances on waterways vary so 
greatly, the practical implications of 
transferring navigation responsibili-
ties on individual waterways need to 
be examined case by case.

Whilst development is constrained by 
the extensive conservation designa-
tions for which English Nature is the 
Statutory Body, the cohesiveness of 
the conservation area within the har-
bour is a significant contribution to 
quality of life, and is a particular at-
traction for leisure boaters, ramblers, 
cyclists and bird watchers. The nature 
conservation aspects and the role of 
the Environment Agency will be im-
portant for bids for Intereg funding.

The Bewl-Darwell link between the 
Medway and Rother catchments has 
been an important development in 
meeting demand for water in Kent. 
With major population growth pre-
dicted for the South East and 150,000 

further homes predicted for Kent, future development of this link is likely to be a 
high priority in the future. Seamless water management is essential to balance the 
needs of the Medway Navigation with the needs of the community and to maintain 
sufficient flow in the Rother to meet the needs of the agricultural community, the 
navigators on the Rother, and freshening and scouring flows to the Harbour of Rye. 
The environmental considerations of catchment transfer and managed flow regimes 



18

rhboa 94 - Spring 2002

are of fundamental importance and must be balanced with aspirations and needs of 
the community.

Two commercial wharves are in private ownership. After a period of recession the 
general cargo wharf has a growing trade and is winning contracts. Pilotage is 
compulsory and the Environment Agency employs two Master Mariners as Harbour 

Rye Waterway Management (continued)

1999 RYA Review 

The Environment Agency requested 
the Royal Yachting Association to 
review its management of the Har-
bour of Rye. The Review concluded: 
“Although other management op-
tions have been mooted, it is highly 
unlikely that a satisfactory alterna-
tive body can be found.”

Masters and Pilots, and a further Master 
Mariner as contract pilot in support of 
commercial activity. The ability to han-
dle modern vessels has increased cargo 
tonnage per visit. In three years, trade has 
revived to more than 100 ships per an-
num, carrying aggregates for road and 
railway construction. Regeneration of the 
Harbour Road Industrial Estate will be 
an important catalyst for increased 
coastal freight from Rye.
The harbour itself, or its environs are subject to the dictacts of European and
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domestic legislation, e.g. Habitats Directive, Environment Act, Water Resources 
Act, Land Drainage Act, Harbour Docks Piers and Clauses Act, Harbours Act 1964,
Pilotage Act. Generally conflicts can be resolved by reference to statute, but many
local acts for navigation and local orders are no longer appropriate to modern
demands on resources and facilities. 

Integrated operation, close working partnerships, consensus building, and arbitra-
tion are essential to resolve conflicts. Local examples include management of levels
on the non-tidal Rother for flood defence and navigation, regulation where no
navigation authority exists, arbitration in angling and boating conflicts. 

The involvement of the Environment Council by the Harbour Authority, to develop 
the latest Harbour Management Plan is innovative, and yielding significant divi-
dends. 

The Harbour of Rye and associated watercourses have benefited from the admini-
stration of all water functions by a single agency in all these respects. However, for
management of the rivers Rother, Brede, and Tillingham, it is imperative that flood 
defence and protection of lives should take absolute priority.

The Environment Agency has successfully managed its estate of flood defence and
navigation landholdings in and around the harbour and this is now the mainstay of
harbour income. In less than ten years this has grown from 32% to 67% of annual
income. 

In respect of capital investment the Harbour of Rye Advisory Committee considers 
it entirely appropriate that public sector assets should be maintained by income from
users and the public purse. The Committee notes that in February the Department of 
the Environment Transport and the Regions increased public investment in British 
Waterways to help care for and develop its assets, and believes that other public
sector assets should be similarly treated.

Financial management is sometimes constrained by requirements to do work within
the financial year, and by an inability to borrow. Funding is also required to attract
the significant gearing which needs to be achieved in bids for European, Lottery, and 
other Granting Bodies, for which Rye is well placed. 

The Harbour of Rye Advisory Committee welcomes the Government’s support  for 
an integrated and sustainable approach and the commitment to protection and
conservation of the heritage. The Committee commends the Government’s intention 
to improve planning guidance.

The Committee continues to support the concept of an integrated approach by one
agency for all aspects of water management including flood defence, drainage,
conservation, water transfer, and navigation. !

Rye Waterway Management (continued)
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Rye & Newlyn by Carl Bagwell

When the Harbour of Rye became  insolvent in 1932, responsibility for manag-
ing the harbour was transferred to the Jury’s Gut Catchment Board. Successor 

bodies include the Kent River Board, Southern Water and the National Rivers 
Authority. These bodies had responsibility for flood 
defence and land drainage so their core activity is 
engineering and the principal means of measuring 
heights for defence works is to use the well known 
engineering baseline of ODN...Ordnance Datum 
Newlyn...with heights of defences on the tidal sec-
tion being set 5.3 metres above ordnance datum.

With the UK constantly on the move...Scotland ris-
ing and the South East sinking...it was found that the 

pier at Newlyn Harbour was constructed on granite that appeared stable and not on
the move. A horizontal line was cut into the pier head from which by triangulation
all measurements of height in the UK is referred. So when the engineers required 
tidal heights at Rye for defence 
works it was convenient to use the 
standard and well understood da-
tum of Newlyn...even though the 
Cornish port is stuck out into the 
Atlantic Ocean 300 miles away. 

Every port in the UK measures the 
height of its tides from Chart Da-
tum, defined as  ‘the level of lowest 
possible astronomical tide’, some-
thing that is calculated by the as-
tronomers when all the planets, 
stars, sun etc. are in line and having 
their greatest gravitational pulling 
effect on surface water. 

With undulating shore lines and 
‘unbumpy’ water, chart datum will 
vary from port to port. So the UK 
Admiralty charts show water depths 
reduced to chart datum and from 
this, actual depths of water at any 
given point can be calculated for 
any time of the day and year by 
using either Admiralty Tide Tables 

Erosion

The ‘mud’ flood defence 
bunds suffer wear and tear at 
the rate of about six inches 
per ten years as a result of 
rabbits burrowing and sheep 
& people walking on the top.

Anchoring In Rye Bay
Those of us with long knowledge of Rye Bay 
are aware that sea bed levels can change 
overnight as a result of storm, river fluvial 
flows and tidal influences. Depths of water 
can change by as much as 1.5 metres which 
explains why large wrecks are uncovered and 
recovered the following tide before examina-
tion can take place. 
Anchoring should not take place near the 
entrance of the harbour or on a line 100 
metres wide extending to the Fairway Buoy 
as this is the approach channel for ships. 
Anchoring off Camber Beach should be 
avoided as this is an area of the more unpre-
dictable sea bed movement. Have you ever 
tried to get your anchor out of the mud? 
Consideration must also be given to the pre-
vailing and forecast weather conditions. 
These might prevent anchoring with any de-
gree of comfort, bearing in mind that the 
head of the bay is a lee shore from the east 
through south to west south-west.



21

rhboa 94 - Spring 2002

or, more conveniently, the tide tables prepared for 
specific ports and harbours.

Chart Datum Rye Bay is Ordnance Datum Newlyn
minus 3.95 metres which means that when the Rye 
Harbour Tide Tables give a ‘3.1‘...(this year 
there’s one at 5.20 pm on my 56th birthday for 
instance. Editor. See page 31)...the height of wa-
ter at a point adjacent to No.2 red light marking 

the West Pier Head is 7.05 metres (3.95 + 3.1). Next to the Harbour Office the ODN 
is -2.0 metres. The ‘rise’ adjacent to Rye Wharf is -1.0 metres. Strand Quay water 
channel is ODN - 0.6 metres with the high mud banks at ODN + 1.6 metres. The

Heavy Water

In 1990 it was discovered that 
the east pier rises and falls 
some four inches as the tide 
flows and ebbs due to the 
pressure of millions of tons of 
sea water pressing down on 
the Camber Sands sponge.

RHBOA Life Members

At the AGM, Anne Wall and Colin Marsh were elected as Life Members of the Rye 
Harbour Boat  Owners Association bringing the number to five. John Collard, Pat 
Gawn and Barbara Morren-Wilkins are our other three Life Members.

Anne was RHBOA’s Treasurer for a number of  years and together with her 
husband Clive played a key role in keeping the society together through the difficult 
transition from the Dusty Miller and John Sivier era to the present day. 

Colin  is a former Rye Harbourmaster who now works for our interests on the Rye 
Town Council. Over the years he has been a good friend both to the association and 
to many individual members. Many have called upon his wise counsel.

A Vote of Thanks went out at the AGM to Peter Davison who has served the 
association with distinction over the past four years both as Chairman and as 
‘RHBOA’s RYA Representative’ on HORAC from 1997-2001. The association has 
been very fortunate to have had Peter’s steady hand at the helm.

Rye & Newlyn (continued)

sand bar at the Harbour Entrance tends 
to wander but its height is fairly stable at 
ODN - 2.1 metres. The harbour progres-
sively floods with flood waters reaching 
Strand Quay, about three miles from the
Harbour Entrance, some two hours after 
passing the Harbour Office. ODN data 
for most points in the harbour is avail-
able at the harbour office so information 
about the heights of all the mud/shingle 
banks within the river and estuary sys-
tem is just a phone call away. !

Tidal Streams    
1947 Admiralty Pilot

‘The streams are weak near the shore 
of Rye Bay but information regarding 
them is lacking and, on account of the 
great change in the times between 
Royal Sovereign shoals and Dunge-
ness, the times at which the east going 
and west going streams begin in all 
parts of Rye Bay must be considered 
doubtful’.
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Strand Quay Project by Charles Bronsdon

Plan of Strand Quay 

Strand Quay Project

Strand Quay is an eye-sore. Levelling the mud and a little landscaping would im-
mediately improve it. Slightly more ambitious would be a foot and cycle bridge - 
cost around £100 000...a fraction of the money being poured into other projects. 

Top Picture
Connie Lindqvist’s 
artist’s impression 
of The Mermaid 
Street Bridge 

A3 colour copies available for £ 3.00. Tel: 01797 226397
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Buying Boats in Europe by Patsy Richey    

Harderwijk is a long way from Calais and the Ijsselmeer has been known to freeze 
in January. But a businesswoman must do what only a woman in business can do. 
And besides you have to speculate to accumulate. If a client wanted a boat to cruise 
the French canals in the summer, then Rye Bay Brokers would deliver.  The boat had 
been advertised in Boats & Planes and on the face of it was just the job. 

The boat was right. The price was right. But there was a catch...two catches in fact. 
The first was that it had been on the books for rather a long time. That always raises 
suspicions. 

The second was that this Janco cruiser was berthed on the far side of the Ijsselmeer 
just fifty miles from the German border...closer to Denmark than to England. Of 
course Holland is a small country and you can drive from one side to the other in a 
few hours...by car. But by canal it takes a little longer...two days to Dordrecht and 
another day from there to Flushing even pushing on and driving through the night. 
After that it is down the Belgian canals and into the French canal system. 

The first problem resolved itself with a phone call. There was a good reason that the 
boat had failed to sell. The Dutch like their engines big and the original engine was 
much too small even by Medway standards. After several potential buyers had 
pointed this out, the seller had wisely put in a bigger engine. The new bigger-
engined 30-foot cruiser had just come back onto the market...with a one year 
guarantee on the newly-installed Ford engine. 
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The second problem needed a little planning. Getting there turned out to be easy 
enough. Nowadays all the information on trains and ferries is on the Internet. 
Leaving in the morning we could be in Harderwijk by late evening. However getting 
ourselves and the boat back required a little more thought ...and an evening pouring 
over Dutch and Belgian charts and pilots. 

My conclusion was that, if everything 
went according to plan, the round trip to 
Rye and back would take about a week. At 
the end, the boat would be safely berthed 
in Calais ready for my English client 
...Calais being an ideal place to start a tour 
of the French Waterways...and Rye Bay 
Brokers and Boat Sales would have made 
a tidy little profit on the deal. I decided to 
go for it.

We set off on the morning of Tuesday 24th 
January 2001 with the Rye Harbour Pilot Steve Kemp as Captain and my surveyor 
John Pierce of South East Marine Surveys doubling up as First Mate and Chief 
Engineer. Matthew Wall dropped us off in Dover. It was cold. But we had other 
things on our mind. 

By early afternoon we were in Ostend and by nine o'clock in the evening we were 
unpacking our toothbrushes in a Harderwijk hotel. The only nervous moment was 
in Amsterdam Central Station. Walking around with thousands of pounds of cash in 
your handbag with half of Kosovo offering to help you buy your train tickets...for a 
small consideration...was not conducive to a relaxing one-hour stopover. Perhaps 
the sight of my two minders was enough to ensure that nobody got any bright ideas.

The second day went splendidly. First thing in the morning John gave the boat a 
good looking-over, and then gave me the two things that I needed from my 
surveyor...a thumbs-up on the boat itself and a list of defects. An hour of haggling, 
a couple of dramatic exits...my Equity Card comes in handy at times...and the deal 
was done. I was £ 500 better off than I expected and the seller was happy that the 
exchange rate had moved in his favour since we had agreed a tentative 'subject to 
survey' price on the phone a week before. The best deals are when everybody comes 
away happy with the outcome.

So it was settled. The next day we would be on our way back to Rye. This put us 
slightly behind schedule, but we had not expected the boat to have been taken out 
the water and winterised. Of course it made the survey more meaningful but not 
even the Dutch can summon up the local Volvo dealer to un-winterise a Ford engine 
at less than one day's notice. 

Buying Boats in Europe (continued)
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With the deal now done and everything ready for the morning, we signed in at the 
hotel for another night before returning to the boatyard to prepare my latest acquisi-
tion for its trip along the Dutch and Belgian canals to Calais.

Harderwijk is some 250 miles from Calais. You start by heading for Amsterdam 
where there is a watery equivalent of the M25 to take you around the city. From 
there you head south for the Rhine, a 100 mile run that takes you through Gouda and 
past Rotterdam to Dordrecht. This is the main mast route through Holland and 
yachts normally aim to do the trip from Dordrecht to Vlissingen (Flushing) in three 
days with a night in Willemstad as one of the two stopovers.  

Cruisers, however, can move quicker than this because they do not have to wait for 
the bridges to open. Bridge opening in Holland, like everything else, is an extremely 
efficient operation. Each bridge has a portion of each hour allotted to boats, but 
nonetheless the waiting slows you right down.  

The plan was to push on as fast as we could 
in the beginning so as to put as many miles 
under the keel as possible. There were three 
of us. We  all  had experience from long 

passages at sea so we were quite comfortable with the idea of driving 'round-the-
clock' to get the boat to Calais. We counted in hours and planned our itinerary at 6-7 
miles per hour. On this basis it would take twelve hours to reach Rotterdam, a 
further twelve hours to reach Flushing and then twelve hours to Calais. This is how 
the Rhine barge skippers calculate...and their livelihood depends on getting it right.

Unfortunately we got it very badly wrong. There were two reasons. The first was 
that there were no navigation lights on the boat we bought. We eventually found 
them in a back locker but because the boat had a steel hull, whoever had wired her 
up had decided to use this for the 'return lead'. The result was only one wire to every 
device. Rigging up the lights might have made sense with hindsight. 

But we decided instead to forget the idea of driving at night and limit ourselves to 
the hours of daylight. In June this might not have made much difference. But in 
January the sun does not rise until eight and the light is going again by five in the 

Buying Boats in Europe (continued)
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evening. Calais began to look a long way away. Perhaps we would have to leave the 
boat in Vlissingen.

As we pulled out of the town lock in Harderwijk on the third day, we ran straight 
into the second reason. The canal on the other side of the lock was covered in ice. 

Our memories of the Dutch waterways had been laid down in the middle of summer. 
This was the dead of winter. Anyone who has been in Scandinavia in the winter 
knows that marinas and boatyards close down completely. From November to 
March nothing and nobody moves. What we did not realise, familiar as we are to the 
round-the-year bustle in Rye, is that this is true of Holland as well.

Normally this would not have mattered. But we needed diesel and we needed places 
to moor up at night. Neither seemed to exist. We lost count of the number of times 
we were shooed away and threatened with the police. The whole of the country's 
boating fraternity seems to hibernate in the winter. 

We knew of many nice marinas and moorings...but these were summer memories. 
In winter these are all desolate, wind-swept places. And the Dutch, like the Scandi-
navians, seem to have a summer and a winter personality. In the summer everything 
is possible. In the winter nothing is permitted. No diesel. No mooring. No stopping. 
No this. No that. And definitely no helping hands and smiling faces.

And we had another problem. We had been told there was an Ebersprächer diesel-
driven heater aboard. This was correct...but unfortunately it did not work. It would 
have taken a week to fix it, so we decided not to try. 

As we settled down to try to sleep and stay warm at the end of our third day away 
from Rye we realised that we were embarking, not on a cruise through the Dutch 
waterways, but on a survival mission. The condensation in a steel boat has to be seen 

GESLOTEN

Buying Boats in Europe (continued)
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to be believed. I already had a touch of flu when I  left Rye. By the time we moved 
out at 7 am on the fourth day, I was feeling seriously unwell, and John and Steve 
were looking like they might have caught my flu. We decided things could only get 
better. We were wrong.

We were in urgent need of diesel. Nowhere was open and we knew we were down 
to our last few gallons. But we never got that low. Suddenly the engine started losing 
power. A fuel problem. We managed to keep it going in fits and starts for about an 
hour but eventually it gave up the ghost and refused to go any more. We pulled 
ourselves into the side of the canal by throwing buckets over the side...with ropes 
attached...and hauling on them once they had filled up with water.

We had slept badly. We were cold. We had no food left. And we were all coming 
down with the flu. At this point the gods took pity on us. We discovered that we 
could not have broken down in a better place. A few yards in one direction was a 
supermarket and, as we found out later, a few yards in the other direction was a Ford 
dealer. We bought ourselves some food and a basic tool kit...an adjustable 
spanner...from the supermarket and returned to the boat with our spirits high. 

While I got the meal ready, John and Steve began investigating the fuel system. It 
did not take long to find the problem. The fuel filter was clogged and had clearly not 
been replaced in the engine overhaul that we were told had taken place. The local 
Ford dealer was unable to provide us with a replacement fuel filter, but by the time 
we had finished using his garage facilities, the old one was as good as new. We have 
fond memories of this little Dutch town. We fuelled up and set off once more for 
Calais. 

On Saturday evening we stopped a few miles outside Gouda. On Sunday morning 
we went to start the engine and found the battery was flat. Unbeknown to us, the 
alternator had not been working so the battery had not been charging. 

Holland on a Sunday morning is no time to find a battery, a set of jump leads or a 
battery charger. The whole country sleeps until midday. It was seven thirty and we 
wanted to be off. At the time of going to bed the previous evening, Flushing had 
seemed a possibility. At least there was a direct ferry route from there to England. 
Now even that possibility had been denied us. 

By now our flu was at its worst. And here we were, miles from home with time 
running out and a biting north-easterly wind cutting across a desolate marina 
frequented by assorted 'live-aboards' and associated specimens of sleeping Dutch 
humanity. But we had little choice. We chose the boat with the kiddies toys strewn 
around the deck. Kids at least are not renowned for staying in bed on Sunday 
mornings. It was an inspired move.  This young family restored our faith in human-
ity in general and Dutch humanity in particular. They soon had us 'sorted' and were 
waving us on our way. 

Buying Boats in Europe (continued)
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Buying Boats in Europe - The Aftermath

Of course in a few days time we will have forgotten all this. Next week I will try 
to persuade my client to collect his boat from Rotterdam instead of Calais. If that 
fails, I will take the ferry to Flushing myself and bring the boat down to Calais... 
when spring is in the air, the leaves are on the trees and the sun goes up before six 
in the morning and stays in a clear blue sky until eight o'clock in the evening. 

So it is as well that I tell my tale while the reality of our ordeal is still foremost in 
my mind. And if, when spring comes, any one dares to suggest that I do not earn 
my commissions, then may they know right now that Vesuvius has nothing on me 
when I'm in full flow. 

One last piece of advice. Don't try to take a boat from Harderwijk to Calais in the 
depths of a Dutch winter. You might not live to tell the tale. 

Buying Boats in Europe (continued)

But we had got the message. Moses may have survived forty days and forty nights in 
the wilderness. But four days and four nights on a freezing steel cabin cruiser on the 
Dutch canals in the middle of January was more than enough for our motley crew.
Rotterdam would do just fine.

We would leave the boat there. It was a tired, cold and weary band of disgruntled 
travellers that picked their way through the streets of Rotterdam and clambered onto 
the train for Ostend. Matthew picked us up at Dover Docks on Monday evening and 
drove us back to Rye. !

RHBOA Competition 94
1. When was the Magazine Editor born...see page 24 for a clue. 
2. Which boat is at the end of the mooring line...see cover.
3. For Wilbur Smith fans. Source of Prize Money...see page 11.
4. Code breakers with beautiful minds...see pages 34 & 35. 
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Rogue Waves by Sebastian Junger

Average wave heights are slowly rising and freak waves of eighty or ninety feet 
are becoming more common. Wave heights off the coast of England have risen 

an average of 25 percent over the past couple of decades, which converts to a 
twenty-foot increase in the highest waves over the next half-century.

One cause may be the tightening of environmental laws, which has reduced the 
amount of oil flushed into the oceans by oil tankers. Oil spreads across water in a 
film several molecules thick and inhibits the generation of capillary waves, which 
in turn prevent the wind from getting a ‘grip’ on the sea. Plankton releases a 
chemical that has the same effect, and plankton levels in the North Atlantic have 
dropped dramatically. 

Another explanation is that the recent warming trend -some call it the greenhouse 
effect - has made storms more frequent and severe. Waves have destroyed docks 
and buildings in Newfoundland, for example, that haven’t been damaged for 
decades. As a result, stresses on ships have been rising. The standard practice is to 
build ships to withstand what is called a 25-year stress - the most violent condition 
the ship is likely to experience in 25 years. 

Rogue waves are several ordinary waves that happen to get ‘in step’ forming highly 
unstable piles of water. Others are waves that overlay long-distance swells from 
earlier storms. Such accumulations of energy can travel in threes - a phenomenon 
called ‘the three sisters’- and are so huge that they can be tracked by radar. 

There are cases of the three sisters crossing the Atlantic Ocean and starting to shoal 
along the 100-fathom curve off the coast of France. One hundred fathoms is six 
hundred feet, which means that freak waves are breaking over the continental shelf 
as if it were a shoreline sandbar. Most people don’t survive encounters with such 
waves, and so firsthand accounts are hard to come by, but they do exist. !

extracted from The Perfect Storm

Rogue Waves Reports 

When Sir Ernest Shackleton was forced to cross the South Polar Sea in a 22-foot 
open life boat, he saw a wave so big that he mistook its foaming crest for a 
moonlit-cloud. He only had time to yell, “Hang on, boys, it’s got us!” before the 
wave broke over his boat. Miraculously, they didn’t sink. In 1976, the oil tanker 
Cretan Star radioed, “...vessel was struck by a huge wave that went over the 
deck”...and was never heard from again. The only sign of her fate was a four mile 
oil slick off Bombay. The wave that flooded the wheelhouse of the Queen Mary 
ninety feet up, must have nearly exceeded her 25-year stress. North Sea Oil 
Platforms are built to accommodate a 111-foot wave beneath their decks, which is 
calculated to be a 100-year stress. 
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RYA New Web Site by Ray Griffin   www.rya.org.uk

The RYA has updated its website. The new site carries  much more information 
than before...some of it only available on the web. The site is divided into 

‘communities’, such as the Training Division, who update their own pages.  For 
instance, information that could only be found in paper form, such as booklets and 
training information, is now being put on the site by the Training Division. 

Regions, clubs, classes, sailing schools, cruising sailors, motor boaters, board 
sailors, jet skiers now have their own communities within the RYA website. Every 
RYA member can customise their own opening page. For example, a young Laser 
sailor from the Royal Lymington Yacht Club can set his opening page to include 
direct access to pages of the Laser Class, the Royal Lymington YC, the Youth 
Squad, the Southern Region and the weather.

The new site presents item-by-item information, which is downloadable and print-
able. The Legal Department’s information and advice for club secretaries and 
officials, such as ‘Round The Red Tape’, are available. 

For racing sailors, Notices of Race are downloadable and entries can be made 
on-line. A powerful search engine is vital; type in ‘yachtmaster’ and all the RYA 
resources on the subject are displayed on your screen. !

Based on information from the RYA Web Development Group in RYA’s Magazine

The Biggest Wave
The biggest rogue wave on record was during a Pacific gale in 1933, when the 
478-foot Navy tanker Ramapo was on her way from Manila to San Diego. She 
encountered a massive low-pressure system that blew up to 68 knots for a week 
straight and resulted in a fully-developed sea that the Ramapo had no choice but to 
take on her stern. Unlike today’s tankers, the Ramapo’s wheelhouse was slightly 
forward of amidships. Early on the morning of February the seventh, the watch 
officer glanced to stern and saw a freak wave rising up behind him that lined up 
perfectly with a crow’s nest above and behind the bridge. Simple geometry later 
showed the wave to be 112 feet high.
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Andy Howe - A Tribute from Dennis Davies
I first met Andy in 1997 when he applied to view the vacant unit, part of an 
industrial site for which I was the managing agent. Immediately impressed by his 
smart appearance and business-like demeanour I had little hesitation in agreeing 
a tenancy to what was to become a very successful industrial cleaning company. 
Discovering a mutual fascination for sailing, we soon formed a  lasting friendship. 
Having no boat of his own it was only natural that he soon became a crew member 
of ‘Blithe Spirit’. A quick learner and by nature competitive, he very soon yearned 
to own his own craft, and ere long he became the proud owner of ‘Goshawk’ 
which he soon restored to pristine condition and sailed it together with Gill his 
wife with considerable success. 
His untimely tragic death was a sad blow to us all and I feel that the article on Page 
7, Letter to Andy, is a fitting epitaph to the passing of a very dear friend.

Rye Spectator

Boating in Rye has been losing two weeks a year from the front end of each
boating season for the past few years, although last year’s Indian Summer

allowed us to recoup some of it at the autumn end. Easter is early this year but it
would still be nice to return to our old ways. So mark your calendars. April Fools 
Day is Bank Holiday Easter Monday. What better day to start messing around with 
boats? We’re all quite mad, of course. You realise that, don’t you? 

Our MP went to Whitehall  to pick up the money for the new Rye Fishmarket. So 
where’s it gone? £ 1500 a week of interest going into someone’s pocket...a

Mermaid Street Bridge a year. Could it be Rother District Council? Careful reading 
of the small print in the Single Regeneration Budget Challenge Fund Bid (Round 5) 
Delivery Plan informs us that ‘...although the Rye Partnership may undertake financial transac-
tions necessary to conduct its business with authority to bid for Government, European and Lottery
funds...’ it is Rother District Council that ‘...acts as the account holder on behalf of the 
Partnership’. So the longer the fishmarket is delayed, the less money gets  nicked from
the taxpayers of Rye by the taxspenders of Bexhill. Well that’s all right then.

All Sweetness and light between Boat Owners and Sailing Club. But will it last 
with such a large subs differential? RHSC Commodore Derek Phillips and 

RHBOA President Dennis Davies certainly hope so. RHBOA members are invited 
to the RHSC’s Jubilee Barbeque at their Clubhouse the weekend before the Real 
McCoy (for tidal reasons). Make it a good turn-out. Flags will be unfurled.

There was a grand gathering of Rye fishermen to celebrate Stan Pepper’s retire-
ment. The only sad note was the forced demolition of his Banff-registered 

trawler Royela. At least Ronnie Simmons had the presence of mind to ask Connie
Lindqvist to create a replica. It may not float as well as the original but it will look
splendid on Stan’s wall.
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What’s Going On?

The Environment Agency has run into trouble with two projects: to refurbish the 
Old Admiralty Jetty upstream from the Harbour Master’s Office and to rebuild the 
Fishing Quay at the Town Salts. Costs have gone through the roof partly due to 
serious underestimating by Bullen Consultants who have now been sacked, and 
partly to problems experienced at the Admiralty Jetty by the contractors whose 
claims for increased costs ran rings round the contract clauses. The result has been 
suspension of that contract halfway through thus causing serious delays to the start 
of the New Fishing Quay. 

At present this large capital project is all subject to the results of a wide ranging 
economic review by yet more consultants, Arup Economics & Planning with 
Nautilus Consultants and yes even the Environment Agency themselves. The Rye 
Partnership has been left sitting on all their promised Single Regeneration Budget 
money which they cannot spend, and the result may be considered so high as to be 
not economically  viable for little old Rye.

From a report on Maritime Affairs to the Rye Conservation Society

Felt good to see Paul Carey of Rye Town Council among the thirteen non-
committee members attending the AGM at the Rye Harbour Sailing Club on 

Sunday 24th February 2002. He was glad he came. Now he knows the Rye Council 
are blocking plans to build a marina on land opposite Lochin’s on Rock Channel 
corner. Strange though. It was the first he’d heard of the scheme.

Under the general heading of the Rye Rumour Mill, try this for size. Bechtel 
have commissioned Dutch consultants to design a coffer dam running from 

Beachy Head to Folkestone. The reclaimed land in Hastings Bay, Rye Bay and St 
Mary’s Bay would be used for airports, motorways and luxury homes and the Rye 
Fishing Fleet...half a dozen trawlers and Seb Cole...would be deployed to harvest 
salmon in the Rye Bay Fish Farms. Might even solve the problem of dismantling 
the Dungeness Nuclear Power Station. No doubt The Mudlark will name and 
shame as appropriate in the forthcoming issue scheduled for Monday 1st April.

Now in Rye we are blessed with a long boating season. Unlike RHBOA 
member Bill Slack berthed on the Hudson, we can sail all year round if we 

choose. But April to  September are The Good Rye Boating Months...26 weekends 
and 130 weekdays with light evenings to nine o’clock for more than half this time. 
How many times did you cast off your mooring lines last season? Make it a few 
more this year. Check your Rye Tide Tables. We want you out at least a dozen 
times during 2002. 
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John Smeaton & Rye Harbour

John Smeaton (1723-1792) was this country’s greatest 18th century civil engineer 
who received The Royal Society’s prestigious Copley Medal in 1759 for his 
experiments on waterwheels. This was the highest award of the society for original 
research and a distinction won by very few engineers since 1759.

John Smeaton wrote two classics of engineering literature, an account of the 
building of the Eddystone Lighthouse and a historical report on Ramsgate Har-
bour. Such was the esteem in which he was held by his professional colleagues that 
in 1812 Longman published a three-volume edition of his writings entitled ‘The 
Reports of the late John Smeaton, FRS made on various occasions in the course of 
his employment as a Civil Engineer’. 

Rye’s Smeaton’s Harbour was one of only two failures John Smeaton had in his 
professional career. The article by William Shepherd in the Public Forum Supple-
ment looks into the background. 

John Fletcher of Rye - Inventor of the Fore & Aft Rig
Rye was important to Henry VIII  because it was the home port of the privateer and 
shipwright John Fletcher who was elected mayor of Rye in 1530. Fletcher was 
frequently employed by Cardinal Wolsey on such secret service work as discover-
ing the intended destination of ships being fitted out in French  ports.
John Fletcher built 
the 450-tonner The 
Grand Mistress at 
Rye. This created a 
sensation prompting 
the Admiralty histo-
rian Sir Julian Cor-
bet to remark that 
‘the Sussex ship-
wrights with the fa-
mous Mr Fletcher at 
their head were 
revolutionising the 
art of sailing on a 
wind’. 
Another famous historian, James Anthony Froude, provided the basis for this claim 
in a lecture delivered at Oxford in 1893: ‘Genius kindled into discovery at the call 
of the country. Mr Fletcher of Rye (be his name remembered) invented a boat, the 
like of which was never seen before, which would work to windward, with sails 
trimmed fore and aft, the greatest revolution yet made in shipbuilding’.
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IN MEMORIAM

The chopping up of fishing boats for firewood is a disgrace. Royela is just the 
latest in a long line. Our fishermen are not to blame. They have fought and fought 
against the destruction of the Rye Fishing Fleet. But who has supported them? 
Sending a  perfectly good seaworthy vessel to the knackers yard is about as 
criminal as it comes. 

The People of Rye should insist that fishing boats without quotas or licences, or 
with skippers denied the economic freedom to make a decent living from fishing 
their local waters, should be placed 'in the ordinary', as they say in the Royal 
Navy, to be taken out of mothballs when needed, as they surely will be in the years 
ahead.
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but encourages publication as a matter of public interest. 
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