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For all the very latest information, visit the website at www.pmsc.org.uk  , and Follow us on Facebook. 

 

 

        

            

 

 

 

 

 
 

The waters of the Haven are open for boating 

and angling. 
 

 

 

 

Ha’penny Pier pontoons will open to visiting 

sailors from June 1
st
 * 

 
*   Some restrictions on the use of the pier apply, including: 

No overnight mooring, no rafting up, and no access to 

toilet/shower facilities. For the full details 

 

https://mailchi.mp/af1927f08987/covid19-notice-to-leisure-

vessel-owners-7865638?e=12fc1a5c55  

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

                                            
    

Follow us on Facebook. 

Pin Mill Sailing Club Social, 

and click follow  

 
The next newsletter will be in late 

June, for July.  Contributions as early 

as possible please to; 

Circular@pmsc.org.uk or 

sara@pinmillcruising.co.uk  

 

Photographs welcome  

 

 

 

 

       
 

 

Diary            June 2020 

http://www.pmsc.org.uk/
https://mailchi.mp/af1927f08987/covid19-notice-to-leisure-vessel-owners-7865638?e=12fc1a5c55
https://mailchi.mp/af1927f08987/covid19-notice-to-leisure-vessel-owners-7865638?e=12fc1a5c55
mailto:Circular@pmsc.org.uk
mailto:sara@pinmillcruising.co.uk
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SAIL  
 

 

The eve of the August holiday a few years ago saw me heading down the A12 towards 

what I expected would be a fantastically crowded Stansted airport, off to Amsterdam 

for the week-end.  

 

My hotel was a ship moored close to the railway station. I have sailed to Amsterdam 

many times so knew the location was perfect, even if the accommodation was 

eccentric.   

 

             Botel in Amsterdam 

 

 

I was there for SAIL. The Dutch hold this spectacular event every 5 years and it is 

truly amazing. My first visit was in 1995. I sailed into the event on Spirit of Boadicea, 

the 72’ Ocean Youth Club ketch that was based in Ipswich. On that occasion we were 

coming up the North Sea canal in the gloaming and could already see the firework 

display in the distance, but as we came round the final bend I could not believe my 

eyes. It was now dark but the scene was lit by fireworks, tall ships dressed overall with 

coloured lights, and with the city light behind. Truly dazzling.  

 

We were just arriving and needed to find a berth, but the whole river was almost 

unbelievably crowed. During the whole event boats of every size and description go 

round and round looking at the moored tall ships and become part of the spectacle 

themselves. They do this day and night. The commercial port is still open, so there are 

barges, ferries and other working vessels passing through the apparent chaos. Every 

Dutch family and their friends seem to be afloat in any craft that they can find. It was 

just wonderful, but very distracting for us.  
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As we passed through this with a teenager at the helm not many of the youngsters were 

able to concentrate, but we had to get lines and fenders prepared and be ready with 

manoeuvring sound signals to warn those around us when we had to turn or reverse. 

There was a risk that they would think that we were just part of the happy parade, 

many of whom were sounding foghorns just for fun anyway! Quite suddenly in a rare 

patch of darkness on the water I picked out some red/green navigation lights. The 

darkness was the hull of a commercial barge coming out of a side canal, and turning 

across our bow to head out to sea. The helmsman was asked to turn to starboard; 

unfortunately he had a sudden mental block about port and starboard, and went the 

wrong way. I was sure there was going to be a collision. I wondered if my last moment 

had come, not in the Atlantic, not in the Baltic, but just off a dock near Amsterdam 

railway station. It was OK of course but a close shave.  

 

The skipper and mates were relieved when we were all secure alongside. 

 

The sights and experience of 1995 made me return in 2000, 2005, 2010 and 2015, but 

sadly not 2020, despite flights and hotel being booked almost a year ago.  

 

Do you think Easyjet will let me transfer my tickets to 2025?  
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SAIL is the biggest and most spectacular event of its kind in the world, wonderfully 

organised by the Dutch. The number of visitors rises into the millions I believe but it is 

friendly and relaxed. Walking round just looking at the boats is free as is going aboard 

when they are open, which is most of them, most of the time. As you walk round there 

are shanty bands and other musicians to entertain, frites, ice creams and T shirts to 

buy. That is all. One of the shanty groups was staying in my hotel, they came into 

breakfast in uniform, Dutch smock, Breton cap and neckerchief, they didn’t sing a 

note, just ate a very hearty breakfast. The route to walk round the harbour was miles 

and miles I’m sure, but at intervals there were areas of open ground with food and 

souvenir stands and funfair type rides.  

 

On the sunny afternoon I sat on a bollard and watched the world go by. I was at the 

point where a foot passenger ferry was crossing to and fro across the harbour so people 

could get to the other part of Sail. Commercial ships were passing through, some very 

large and thousands of small to tiny vessels were going round and round the harbour in 

a never ending stream, thankfully all in the same direction. In this mass parade were 

dinghies and even canoes. Out into this melee the ferry skipper had to bring his vessel, 

cross with the other ferry and moor again, all without hitting anything. It was 

fascinating to watch. Time and time again they did it. They would drive forward 

against the bow spring to get the stern to come out, having let out one warning hoot, 

then sounding 3 short blasts, they would just go for it in full astern, scattering small 

boats before them and hooting all the way across the harbour as necessary. The 
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reaction of the boats in their path was fascinating too. Some ski-boats opened up the 

throttles and zoomed across in front of the ferry’s bow occasionally looking both 

slightly out of control and scared, but obviously hoping to impress. Some boats with 

less speed would try this too, which was nerve-racking to watch. Some stopped and 

then reversed towards the craft behind, but other just stopped and held their boats 

stationary in the water, which requires tremendous skill. Most skippers on the large 

and smaller boats looked relaxed as they smoked their pipe, sipped their wine or 

nibbled their sandwiches with style.  

 

I saw no collisions at all and heard of no accidents or incidents of any kind, and heard 

no cross words either.  

 

Spectators sat on bollards if they were lucky enough to find one vacant or on the edge 

of the quay. There were no fences, no one telling them that they weren’t allowed to, 

and no one fell in.  
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Further Advice from Northern Canada  
    

 

         

              Just had lunch?  
 

 

We very much enjoyed your Pin Mill Sailing Club Newsletter and complement the 

Editor.  We also appreciated the guidance on social distancing, but we would observe 

however that in Canada our polar bears are rather grumpy and somewhat inclined to 

eat people if they get the chance, therefore we do tend to keep a rather greater distance 

from them, more in the order of a couple of hundred meters rather than two meters.   

 

All the best and stay well,   A Canadian. 
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Books to read, if you can’t go afloat just yet 

 
 

 This book, published in 1978, is a delightful ramble through 

countryside, coast and history.  It’s author, Bob Roberts, was a well- known, barge 

skipper, journalist, folk singer and one-time resident of Pin Mill.  Roberts manages to 

bring all his interests of places and people together to give a ‘slice’, which then tempts 

you to look more deeply. 

 

History, for him, is not a separate place, but continuous with today; he still views the 

Battle of Hastings as a personal affront.  From Anglo Saxon times onward he uses 

folklore, ghost stories, song and humour to tell the tales of Suffolk and its people, 

returning frequently to Pin Mill.  He says; 

 ‘At one time, every cottage across the common – Rose Cottages, Lark Cottages, 

Dwiny Cottage, Orwell Cottage, River View, Grindle Cottage and Albert Cottages – 

was occupied by bargemen and fishermen.’  

 

And later; ‘One example of the changing face of the little hamlet is the building now 

used as a yachtsmen’s club.  This was a wooden shed erected by old Squire Berners of 

Woolverstone Hall for Fred King, a local boat builder’. 

 

Roberts takes a particular interest in smuggling at Pin Mill – I don’t know why….?  He 

tells the story of a smuggler punished by the Excise by having his boat sawn in two on 

the hard. The Great Plague brought opportunity; ‘Sad-faced, sorrowing seamen came 

ashore with hastily made coffins containing, they said, the bodies of their shipmates 

who had died of the plague’.  It wasn’t until a coffin was accidently dropped that it was 

found to contain brandy, jars of gin, and silks for my lady. 

 

Bob continued to trade in his barge ‘Cambria’ until 1970.  She is presently owned by a 

trust and is fitting out at Pin Mill.  This book is in the library and there is a full 

catalogue of our books on the website. 

Val,  PMSC librarian                                                                            
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Quiz .. thank you to everyone who responded  
 

Quiz answers 

 

1. Faramir, formerly Scott Bader Commonwealth, is a Robert Clarke 72’ ketch 

build for the Ocean Youth Club and now operated by the Cirdan Trust, together  

with Queen Galadriel and Duet 

 

2. A rolling hitch  

 

3. An isolated danger mark  A white light flashing twice within 10 seconds  

 

4. Part of a road barrier 

https://www.oaklands-group.com/safety-barriers/road-and-track-barriers/road-barriers/  

 

 

ZOOM Quiz anyone?  
 

 

If you are interested in a Zoom PMSC quiz please contact Jill Hodgson. 

hodgson_jill@hotmail.com  or 780330 

                   

  

Going Ashore 
 

 (A further extract from Reed's Hints for Seagoing Engineers.  3rd ed. 1898)   

 

The junior Engineer must always ask permission of his Chief before going ashore, and 

having obtained it, he should be careful in not offending the customs of the country in 

which he finds himself, and in conducting himself as he would do in his native town. It 

is a great mistake to imagine that because he is an Englishman he can do just as he 

likes in a Foreign country, and a mistake that many novices in foreign travel have had 

very forcibly brought home to them.   Foreigners, as a rule, are much more affable and 

polite than we are, and it should be every Englishman's endeavour to return their 

courteousness. 

Never be in a hurry to buy the many tempting articles offered for sale, but, if wishing 

to buy, it is best to assume an indifferent air and casually offer about one-fourth of the 

price asked and in a Mediterranean or East Indian port, he will generally find that by 

holding out firmly he will get it. 

Marjorie Carter           

                                                           

https://www.oaklands-group.com/safety-barriers/road-and-track-barriers/road-barriers/
mailto:hodgson_jill@hotmail.com
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King Henry V of England is credited with having invented what some consider the 

first passport in the modern sense, as a means of helping his subjects prove who they 

were in foreign lands. The earliest reference to these documents is found in the Safe 

Conducts Act 1414. In 1540, granting travel documents in England became a role of 

the Privy Council of England, and it was around this time that the term "passport" was 

introduced. 

 

FREE to anyone to whom they will be useful 
 

STOWE TRAILING LOG. The intermediate step between a mechanical log (eg 

Walker) and a full electronic appliance. Shows speed through the water as well as 

distance travelled. 

2 x JACK HOLT BUOYANCY WAISTCOATS. Note that these are buoyancy aids, 

NOT lifejackets. Not so cumbersome as lifejackets and, being windproof, excellent for 

such as working on deck whilst at anchor or moored 

1 x COBRA BUOYANCY AID. Lifejacket style but still only classified as a buoyancy 

aid, NOT a lifejacket as only rated at 50N.  

1 x XM QUICKFIT 150N LIFEJACKET Automatic inflation and complete with 

harness. In new condition. 

McMURDO SIRIUS FLASHING LIFEBUOY LIGHT. Battery powered. Claimed to 

give 7 lumens for 48 hours, visible 1 mile. 

Contact Ron Watts by e-mail at riverside@waitrose.com or 780739 

 

Newsletter 
 

Again, this newsletter is an online edition only, we are not printing and posting any 

copies. If you know of a member who normally likes a printed version please print a 

copy and put it through their letterbox. Thank you.  

A big thank you also from the editor to all those who have sent in article and stories for 

the extra newsletters in the last couple of months, finding news when there isn’t any,  

is not that easy!   

Many thanks, the editor                                          Circular@pmsc.org.uk  

 

mailto:Circular@pmsc.org.uk
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Club improvements     
 

The club has received a £10,000 Government support grant. Clubs have received  

£10,000 or £25,000, depending on their rateable value, to help while they are closed 

Plans are being made for improvements, and for some new equipment or alterations 

that may be required when we re-open.  

We remains of the hedge have been removed already and soon a new fence will go up 

in its place. 

The property secretary is looking for volunteers to do some of the jobs which would 

normally have been completed on Good Friday, such as; sweeping up leaves, 

gardening, painting and cleaning. Those keen to help, while socially distancing, please 

contact  Property_Sec@pmsc.org.uk  

 

 

 

Favourite Anchorages  
 

 

Throughout my sailing life I suffered with a total and utter inability to say no when 

others asked me to go and crew for them, particularly when the proposed trip involved 

somewhere new to me. The result was that over the years sailing took me to Scotland 

(but sadly not the West Coast), Ireland, the West Country, the Channel Islands, 

Brittany, Holland and the Near Continent as well as Trans Atlantic. The places visited 

during this trips ranged from a night spent in the remote Adrigole bay, an anchorage 

mailto:Property_Sec@pmsc.org.uk


 11 

within the grandeur of the scenery of south-west of Ireland with not an indication of 

human habitation within sight or sound to the grotty surroundings of the Albert Dock, 

a fish dock in Aberdeen with filthy oil-laden water, alongside the loading ramp for the 

Shetland ferries so with lorries roaring by overhead. Possibly, had these wanderings 

extended to the West Coast of Scotland as was my lifelong ambition, I would think 

differently but as it is my love of  the creeks and swatchways of the East Coast exceeds 

any feelings towards these other locations; indeed, in my own boat I never cruised 

anywhere else and there are few nooks and crannies on the East Coast into which I 

have not at some time poked the bow of my boat. 

 

Choosing my favourite anchorage on the East Coast is difficult as there are so many 

places to choose between. For instance how can one differentiate between Yokesfleet 

Creek off the R.Roach, Landermere Creek just round from the very top end of 

Hamford Water and The Shades, the lower end of Funton Creek, a turning off the top 

of Stansgate Creek on the R.Medway, all remote anchorages giving perfect peace and 

shelter and with little or no opportunity for getting ashore? Forced into a choice I must, 

though, opt for Butley Creek off the R.Ore where, even in 'Susanna' drawing some 

4'6'', there was sufficient water to stay afloat at LW in the vicinity of Boyton Dock. I 

first found my way there approaching sixty years ago and thereafter tried to spend at 

least one night there for the next forty or so seasons during which I was still sailing. I 

loved the fact it was remote yet still possible to get ashore easily on the old dock and, 

for many years, to walk up through the fields to a lane which ultimately took you to the 

Boyton Bell, a pub now but a sad memory. Nevertheless opportunity to get ashore still 

exists by taking the dinghy up to Gedgrave Cliff from where it is a long walk into 

Orford. During the week I found it to be a rare occasion to have any other boats 

sharing the anchorage but quickly realised that it was a place to avoid from Friday 

evening until Sunday afternoon because of the popularity of the anchorage for 

weekenders from Orford and Aldeburgh.  

 

One particular visit to Butley Creek sticks in my mind. In late afternoon on an autumn 

day I brought up in Butley Creek having crept down from the Pyefleet in a very light 

SE breeze and, not unexpectedly for an autumn day, not very good visibility. The 

evening was perfect, the breeze had gone entirely and it was still and quiet apart from 

some noisy birds. As dusk fell so fog came down and when I went out into the cockpit 

after I had finished my evening meal the fog, illuminated by the riding light and light 

through the cabin windows, made it seem as though the boat was cocooned in 

cottonwool. There was neither movement nor sound. I was alone in my own little 

world safe in the knowledge that nothing would be moving in that narrow shallow 

waterway. It was magic! 
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             Rick Kirkup  

You must surely have your own favourite anchorage. Do, tell us all about it. 

Ron Watts 
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David Blackburn                          1939 - 2020 
 

David’s life was entirely centred around boats. Building them, improving them, sailing 

and racing them; organising, training and helping other people in every way he could. 

Born on 4th November 1939 in the early months of World War 2, a son to Isobel and 

Blackie, who was an electrical engineer involved with installing and supporting the 

high tension electrical supply to London and the docks. With his younger sister Gill, 

David's childhood was spent at Leigh-on-Sea, overlooking the Thames estuary. From a 

young age it was always water focussed around the Essex Yacht Club. When not 

sailing David and Blackie built a dinghy in the front room of their house – the resultant 

indestructible Duckling became the tender to many later boats. A pupil at Brentwood 

School much of his energies were directed towards racing his Hornet.  

After the Hornet came an EOD, an Essex One Design. Dawn was a heavy 18 foot 

wooden centreboard dinghy. As well as racing the local fleet, it was used by David and 

his friend Trevor to sail further afield. During the Summer of 1961, camping in 

sleeping bags each side of the centreboard case and only a tarpaulin draped over the 

boom, from Leigh on Sea they made it as far as Pin Mill, sailing up to the bar window 

of the Butt and Oyster on a high tide to buy their pints. They then survived a gale 

sailing back through the Wallet to Brightlingsea, in the middle of the night. Following 

that success the next year was an even more ambitious 275 mile cross-channel 

European cruise taking in Ramsgate, Dunkirk, Ostend and Calais. Challenges included 

wind, rain, fog and even repelling hostile French youths with the aid of an oar.  

After school David worked in London as a quantity surveyor. In 1965 David crewed in 

the yacht Zulu for the Fastnet Race and there was a cameraman on-board. The 

resulting documentary was called The Ocean Racers and was broadcast on ITV.  

In 1966, David acquired a Deben 4-tonner called Pelican. She had been out of the 

water some time before purchase, allowing her seams to open up. At initial launching 

she proceeded to sink, taking up so much water that the crane straps could not be 

removed. She was re-lifted and a season spent re-caulking before a launch could be 

attempted again. 

The next boat was an elderly, sleek Laws-designed 32 foot wooden sloop called 

Atahualpa (which had been featured in a 1916 copy of Yachting Monthly) and she was 

followed by the even more ambitious purchase of a 38 foot gaff-rigged cutter called 

Gladimaris. Built in 1895 as a working West Country Pilot cutter she was somewhat 

large, deep-draughted and heavily rigged for an East Coast family boat. She was 

replaced by a wooden Holman and Pye Twister called Hoodwink. David 

enthusiastically raced Hoodwink and cruised to Holland. 
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Hoodwink was replaced with a GRP Ohlson 35 called Corncockle. Here David's 

woodworking skills came to the fore, when he replaced and rebuilt the saloon and 

galley in teak. During this time David was a flag officer at the Pin Mill Sailing Club, 

with much focus on racing locally and we sailed on holidays to the West Country and 

Channel Islands. 

In 1981 a major change when David was made redundant as a surveyor, and sailing 

became all-embracing in his life.  He became the professional Skipper for the sail-

training vessel Duet, long owned by the Courtauld family and managed then by the 

Ocean Youth Club. Built in 1912 and at 72 foot long, gaff rigged with no winches and 

a young crew with usually very little or no sailing experience the challenges were 

many! Beautiful to look at and sail but a beast to manoeuvre in confined spaces – 

seamanship of the highest level was needed to safely sail her. In 1984 David took Duet 

to the Baltic and then back in the Tall Ships' Race from Frederikshavn to Liverpool. 

He could vividly recount the parade of sail on the River Mersey with tens of thousands 

of spectators watching. 

   Duet 

After three years with the OYC, David focussed on yacht deliveries including taking 

an MFV from Scotland to the USA, his first Atlantic crossing. He lived on Corncockle 

through the cold Winter of 1985 at Shamrock Quay in Southampton, including 

skippering unheated sail training yachts in the snow around the Solent. 

He became skipper of a 55 foot ketch called Anatina and after another winter's work 

and sailed her out to Mallorca with a notably wet, rough and windy crossing of Biscay 

in April 1987. In Mallorca he purchased and lived on a steel Colin Archer gaff ketch 

called Nellie Mathilde and sailed her over the next few years around the Western 

Mediterranean. Three years later David sailed Nellie back to the UK. 
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A difficult period follows with ad-hoc skippering jobs including running the gauntlet 

with Greek police whilst not “strictly legally” skippering a charter yacht in the Ionian 

Sea. Then he spent time in Mallorca, rebuilding a stone shepherds cottage high in the 

mountains near Andraitx, starting from walls which were only a few feet high – but the 

purchase of the land was scuppered by the legal machinations of a neighbour and a 

year's effort, money and labour went to waste. A delivery across the Atlantic then goes 

wrong when David severely injures a hand whilst doing engine repairs, moored in St 

Georges Harbour Bermuda and he had to return to the UK. The hand needs multiple 

operations and he lost part of a finger and half his thumb. 

Recovering from this in 1995 David met Julia, a kindred spirit to go long distance 

sailing. Together, over the next 20 or more years, they built a new house in Spain and 

in Whanake a Robertson 42 and then Daq Attack a Peterson 44, they explored the 

waters of the UK, the East and Western Mediterranean, with multiple 2 or 3-handed 

trans-Atlantic crossings, to the Caribbean and up the US and Canadian eastern 

seaboard as far north as Novia Scotia. Notable events include entering Lockporte a 

narrow rocky harbour in Novia Scotia in thick fog and locating the anchorage by 

following the sound of a friend's dog barking on their foredeck and very narrowly 

avoiding being engulfed by Hurricane Olga in the Sargasso Sea. They were in Portland 

Maine on the day of the 9/11 attacks on the World Trade Centre and the boat gets 

closely turned over by US customs. David becomes dedicated to his role as a Roving 

Rear Commodore and subsequently a Committee Member for the Ocean Cruising 

Club. 

Down-sizing to a Halberg Rassy 352 called Amarylla, David and Julia cruised the 

North Sea and into the Baltic, wintering her in Denmark in 2018. They took Amarylla 

a thousand miles anti-clockwise around Sweden, traversing the Gota canal through to 

Gothenburg, before returning to Denmark. 

But by the end of August last year David’s physical health was very much in decline. 

Unfortunately the physical consequences of heart attack and cancer were too great, and 

he passed away earlier this year. 

David was a man with indomitable spirit and resilience. At every knock-back in his life 

he picked himself up and carried on. He was a man who would turn his hand to almost 

anything - who had to be busy and was constantly doing something - building, 

creating, improving and lending his skills and labour willingly to others. He was 

organised, never seen without a list of tasks to perform (usually neatly written on a 

scrap piece of paper) and always self-sufficient. In the spirit of Bill Tilman he strongly 

believed in personal responsibility for getting yourself out of scrapes. In sailing what 

must have been more than a hundred thousand miles and encountering many of the 

inevitable dramas when afloat, never needed to call on the services of a lifeboat!  

Tim Blackburn  
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Answers next month, or by request!  

 

 


