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From the Editor.

Firstly, this is my last edition of “Revelations.”

| hope that you have enjoyed them. | took over
a little while ago while our real Editor, Will
Haynes, was working abroad. Will is now back
and so is taking up the challenge again.

So if you have anything to contribute, please
make contact with him,
wjghaynes@hotmail.com

Secondly, could | remind readers again of
opportunities to sail.

Cruise in Company July 19 — 29: Kotka -
Stockholm

Race B July 29 — August 6: Stockholm -
Szczecin

August 6 — 20. Szczecin — Chatham, via the
Keil Canal and the Frisian Islands.

So get in touch with the office now and book
your place!

South Coast Challenge

(Delivery trip aka South Coast cakeathon):

26 April - 1 May 2007

To the 14 strong delivery crew was revealed the
sheer power of wind, waves and tides giving a
record time for the delivery trip, of 22 hours
from Chatham to the Isle of Wight. Skipper
Ollie was well pleased. The North East wind
had provided fast sailing both day and night. As
if this wasn’t enough excitement Ollie and Mike
decided on a spell of high drama involving
taking down a main topsail just to emphasize
the value of having the safety harness clipped
on! Later, in Southampton Water, Matthew
dealt calmly with the problem of a tanker, a tug
being towed backwards and a collision course.
Despite having a sharp eye for hovercratft, fast
cats and other boats’ crews somehow the larger
vessels went un-noticed at times. After a stay
overnight in Yarmouth other discoveries were
made. Cath, Jill and

Kim revealed their excellent culinary skills (and
wit). Andy and Steve showed

iron constitutions working in the galley when

Bursaries are available for those who might find most preferred to stay on deck.

the fees difficult to find.

Good fun, good company, exciting activity —

Phil and Wedge "cared and shared" with
individual crewmembers. James showed
off his unlimited energy appearing wherever

what more do you want (and you remember lastneeded for sheets, halyards,

time you sailed, don’t you?)
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runners or the wheel and Joanna was a
continuous fount of calmness even when
Wedge appeared to be about to miss the boat.
There were other less welcome discoveries such
as the megalomaniac streak in

Olly (revealed in the ability to take an average
of 18 minutes to give a answer to

almost any question) and John's ability to
mistime important decisions such as when to
fall asleep - but - HEY - nothing in the is world
is perfect.

A brilliant trip! Thanks to all concerned.

John Prescott



godsend.
The ChanneldslandCruise

Hitting the open sea (literally), the novice crews
Cast (aways): Skipper Mike Ling, 'ere soon force_d to realize that water on deck
1 Mate Mike Cawthorne, ™ didn’t mean an imminent Mayday call and that
Mates Ali, Shona Crew: Jules'{3 Mike’s claims that the boat wouldn't tip over
2"l Mate), Jon P, Jon S, Heather, seemed to be holding true. The exhilaration of
Naomi, Alice, Sequoia, Mark, the 10ft swell and buffeting winds soon gave
Richard and Will way to a decimated crew as one by one they
relinquished their fried breakfast to the waves
and all over the deck! “We’d only known the
other crew members one day before we were
vomiting in front of them!” There was a
constant call for “more water and paper
towels!” Fortunately there was a vast supply of
kitchen roll — although buckets seemed scarce.
Watch leader Jules started to feel like Florence
Nightingale. Heather inadvertently did three to
four watches in a row due to her inability to
venture below deck.

Following an initial safety brief (or
not so brief)ing we set off from
Gosport Marina and into the Solent.
The weather was grey and the sails
brown...but the crew remained a
fairly normal flesh colour...(for the
time being!).

We learned that: sheets don’t go on
beds; peeing on heads is perfectly
acceptable; you can’t buy alcohol in

the saloon; you can be on the port There was relief when Jon P. sighted terra firma
for as long as you like without and was rewarded with a Mars bar. The horizon
becoming inebriated; there are no was soon littered with lights — was it
dead bodies anywhere near the Christmas? As marathon helmsman, Jon P later
shrouds (at least not yet!); currents highlighted: it's not always the brightest lights
don’t go in cookies; cringles won't we need to be following, but the one that leads
fill you up quite like Pringles; you on the correct course - in this case into
having a Iuff is not always funny; Cherbourg Harbour arriving at midnight. Crew
putting a reef in the mainsail won't who were still coherent anticipated lighter
cause a fire hazard and flares arewinds and calmer waters on entering the
not a fashion statement. harbour — however this was not to be.

After a pleasant afternoon’s sailing The Tour de France became the Tour de
we anchored in Chichester Harbour. Cherbourg Harbour (and seemed to take as
There was then much deliberation |ong), as we circumnavigated the harbour trying
over plans for the following day: to get the sails down and drop anchor whilst

where, when and weather...we attempting to avoid the intense inundation of
would sail next. Final outcome: |obster pots.

destination Cherbourg - forecasts

suggested that the Channel Island The skipper’s cry of “Just get the sails down!
option should/would be blown out We're running out of water!!!” was a somewhat

of the water thanks to strong bemusing concept to a novice crew surrounded
Northerly winds, unfavourable tides by sea! Getting the sails down seemed mission

and rough seas in the vicinity. impossible. Images not to be forgotten in a
“We're going to France! hurry: Force 9 winds; horizontal rain felt like
Whoopee!” needles on your face; hanging on the bowsprit

for dear life and hanging off the sails with all
Skipper Mike Ling had requested a your bodily weight in the hope that the sail may
second second mate and discoveredpudge slightly. “Would you just let the halyard
on looking at his crew list, that he go!ll” She had already. Being hit by the flapping
also had a third. He therefore opted jib felt like a punch in the face. Having the
for three watches led by the second strength to pull the mizzen sail down was
mates which proved to be a literally an answer to Jon’s prayer.



, ferries whilst fighting against the outgoing tide.
Just when we thought it could get no worse... viark and Naomi were crowned King and

lobster pot to port, lobster pot to starboard,Queen rowers of the Rubber Flubber, the

lobster pot on the bow, lobster pots everywhere girqngest and most entertaining respectively.
anchor rope caught round the chain, anchor

jammed, anchor jammed again... and again.The next few days offered plenty of
still Force 9, horizontal sleet, and Mike C opportunities to play. The crew became more
continued helming.. around and around... was

Alice to become a permanent fixture perched on

the bowsprit? Finally we anchored around

2.00am. Ali’s three hours of anchor watch were

admirable, rewarded unintentionally with 11

hours beauty sleep the following night.

Plan for Monday — sleep!

We realized, retrospectively, that in spite of and
due to the adverse and challenging conditions,
our arrival into Cherbourg Harbour was for

many of us a highlight of the trip. and more competent at tacking and gybing up

and down the Solent, changing the jib sheets,
After waiting for the winds to die down we putting the runners off and on (usually
finally managed to enter Cherbourg marina andremembering to connect them first!), practising
set foot on French soil where much neededdouble sheet bends, clove hitches and bowlines
showers awaited us. Clean and not a littleand taking turns at helming and consuming yet
excited at the realization that we'd actually more tea, coffee, hot chocolate, and cake! On
sailed toFrance we ventured into the town for the penultimate day the favourable conditions
some sightseeing and shopping. “Get me baclallowed us to hoist all eight sails including the
on the boat, the land is moving” was an beautiful Morning Star mizzen staysail - one of
unexpected reaction to being on land! The crewthe many highlights of our trip.
enjoyed fresh French food — baguette, cheese _ _

On Friday f' June, Morning Star motored back

salami, croissants, al fresco...this is the life! , ;
This was followed by French wine and into Portsmouth Harbour with a very cohesive

renditions of Beatles and Simon and Garfunkel@d competent crew - more skilled and

hits. knowledgeable and beaming with a sense of
satisfaction at what they had achieved together

The Channel Islands still being denied us (upduring the past week.

wind and more storms forecast) we set sail for

home. It was a delight to see the smiling facesAdvice for future punters:

of crew who had previously been so ill, <4 Learn to chew your food well

enjoying the sail and being on watch. The@ Connect the runners before putting them on

sunset was beautiful and the early morning sail¥® Make sure the harbour has not run out of

up the Solent past the Needles was magic! The  Water before getting the sails down

rest of the night was spent anchored off the Isle#® Wear your oilys when Spaghetti Bolognese

of Wight in a sheltered bay. o N

The next night we moored in Yarmouth and < If you need your beauty sleep join Ali's

there was time for competent crew candidates to . Watch , _ ,

participate in highly entertaining Rubber <4 Sign up for incompetent crew if you can't

Flubber training sessions with Mike C, showing ~ P€ bothered to go out in the rubber flubber.

off rowing skills and avoiding the Isle of Wight

is on the menu



Additional Quotes for the Alternative Log :

4k “| prefer to eat my pudding naked”
without custard) Ali

4k “Can everyone get their kit off, please?”
(ie the boat) Al

4B Ali to Heather :
buoys?”
Jules: “She’s always looking out for boys”

4B “Here’s the winch/wench handle. | guess it
depends on who’s holding it” Jules

4k “I'm too tired, | can’t be bothered to get
drunk” Jon P getting tongue-tied

(ie

“Are you looking out for

Skipper’s

bolt hole

when it gets
rough

Thought for the quarter

It was only the second day I'd ever been sailing,

let alone night sailing. Our team was on watch
and | was helming when the Northerly force 9
finally caught up with us. Cherbourg was over
an hour away and with lots of the crew still

struggled to keep Morning Star on the correct
heading. Then the skipper gave me one
instruction that suddenly made my job clear and
easy. "Just keeping heading for that light
there". Over the next hour or so | learnt three
key things about helming from that one
instruction.

Firstly, being able to see exactly where | was
heading made steering the boat so much easier.
| didn't need to constantly look at the compass

any more, | had a much clearer target to aim
for, and | knew immediately if | was starting to
drift away from it.

Secondly, although the light wasn't the brightest
or most inviting light, it was clear and constant.

| knew that keeping that heading would bring us
to the harbour entrance, and it gave me hope
that ahead there was safe anchorage. It helped
me not to get distracted by the more inviting or
confusing lights around me

Finally, even as we were repeated pulled off
course by the wind, waves and tide, or | messed
up or lost concentration for a moment, it didn't
matter. All | had to do was adjust the boat and
head for that light.

| learnt much more about calmness in adversity
and the importance of team work as we
struggled to pull sails down once we reached
the safety of the harbour, but as | reflected over
the next few days on what had happened during
the storm, that hour of helming kept coming
back to me.

It seemed to me to be a good metaphor for life.
Unless we have an aim in life, a light to head
towards, it is very easy to simply be carried by
the wind, currents and tides that we find
ourselves in. Jesus said "l am the light of the
world" and for me, becoming more like Jesus is
that target, and the underlying principle that |
want to keep before me. Although there are
often many attractions in life that sometimes
seem brighter and more exciting, | know deep
down that | will be safe if | keep the one true
light as my heading. And most importantly, |

suffering from seasickness our task was startingknow that even when the storms and difficulties

to look quite challenging. But through the rain
| could see lights ahead of us. Some were
warning flashes from lighthouses and marker

of life do knock me off course, or | simply mess
up and head in the wrong direction, the solution
is always easy: turn round where | am and head

buoys, others the lights from more ships caught towards the light again.

in the storm. | could even make out the warm
inviting lights of normal life - shops and cars
and traffic lights on the shore. They could
easily have been a distraction to me as |

Jon Pocock



